
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Twisted Justice 
 
      
 
      
 
       
 
    A Marc Kadella Legal Mystery  
 
      
 
    By 
 
      
 
    Dennis L. Carstens 
 
      
 
    Previous Marc Kadella Legal Mysteries 
 
      
 
    The Key to Justice 
 
      
 
    Desperate Justice 
 
      
 
    Media Justice 
 
      
 
    Certain Justice 
 
      
 
    Personal Justice 
 
      
 
    Delayed Justice 
 
      
 
    Political Justice 
 
      
 
    Insider Justice 
 
      
 
    Exquisite Justice 
 
      
 
    Cult Justice 
 
      
 
    Maddy’s Justice 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Copyright © 2021 by Dennis L Carstens 
 
      
 
      
 
    email me at: dcarstens514@gmail.com 
 
    

  

 
   
    ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc Kadella and his fiancé Maddy Rivers were strolling along the main floor concourse of U.S. Bank Stadium. It was 2:30 P.M. and they were guests of a longtime friend of Marc’s, Parker Crane, for today’s football game. Marc always had the feeling that Parker liked Marc’s company a lot more than Marc liked his, especially since Marc had become a well-known, criminal defense lawyer. High profile criminal cases brought out people who liked the idea of knowing a lawyer who knew murderers and other seriously bad people, sort of like the way most women were attracted to bad boys. 
 
    Parker Crane was a partner in a financial services firm. Marc’s ex-wife’s husband, Tom, was also a partner. The firm, a mid-size financial services and brokerage firm, apparently was doing better than Marc thought. According to his gossipy son and daughter, Eric and Jessica, their mother was constantly griping about money. This made the kids believe things were not so green on the other side of the fence as Karen had believed. Of course, neither Eric nor Jessica cared much for Tom anyway. For Marc, the gossip about the financial problems of Norland Financial were usually of little concern. Today, it made him a little curious. 
 
      
 
    “This place is amazing,” Maddy said. 
 
     They strolled along holding hands while Maddy checked out the building and watched the crowd making their way to their seats. They were here for a late afternoon, nationally televised game between the Vikings and Packers. It was also the last game of the season. The Vikings had already clinched the division title. The Packers needed a win to improve their seeding for the playoffs.  
 
    “Haven’t you been here before?” Marc asked, referring to the stadium. 
 
    “Of course not,” Maddy snapped at him. “You never take me anywhere.” 
 
    “That’s because I’m embarrassed to be seen with you.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Now I understand,” Maddy replied. 
 
      
 
    Marc Kadella was a solo practice lawyer with an office in Minneapolis. It was located in the Reardon Building at Charles and Lake streets. He was a renter in an office sharing arrangement with three other lawyers. One of them, Connie Mickelson, was also his landlord and owner of the building. Marc was sandy-haired, with blue eyes, a little over six feet tall, in his mid-forties and the divorced father of two grown children. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Madeline Rivers was a private investigator. At one time she was a police officer with the Chicago P.D. Foolishly posing for Playboy magazine and the childish behavior that elicited from her fellow cops had driven her out of Chicago and to Minneapolis. A PI friend of hers had introduced her to Marc. She had worked many cases with him and eventually their friendship had grown into a solid love. 
 
      
 
    As they passed by an entrance from the hall to the seats, Maddy pulled away saying, “Wait, wait, wait! I want to see the field.” 
 
    Bobbing and weaving through the crowd headed toward their seats, she made it inside. She stood at a railing separating the seating areas and looked over the interior. 
 
    “This is really impressive,” Maddy said when Marc joined her. “I’ve been at games in Soldier Field, which is a good football stadium, but this is so modern, new and even a little beautiful.” 
 
    “Well, you know the old saying, if you’re gonna spend a billion dollars on something, you may as well get something nice,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Is that how much it cost?” Maddy incredulously asked. 
 
    “Yep. Maybe a couple hundred million more. That’s nothing. The one in Atlanta cost one point six billion and they’re building one in Los Angeles for an estimated three to five billion.” 
 
    “That’s nuts,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Especially when you consider the level of poverty and homelessness in Los Angeles,” Marc replied. “Come on, let’s go find Parker’s suite.” 
 
    Maddy took one more look at the field from where she was standing. On that end of the field, the Packers were warming up. 
 
    “Did I ever tell you how much I hate the Packers?” she asked. 
 
    “Several hundred times,” Marc said. “You being from Chicago, I understand.” 
 
      
 
    It was halftime and the hometown fans were thoroughly enjoying the game. The halftime score was Vikings 24, Packers 7. The twenty guests of the hosts, Parker Crane and Norland Financial, were refreshing their drinks or lined up at the catered buffet. 
 
    “What do you think?” Parker asked Marc. 
 
      
 
    Marc and Parker were friends going back to high school through college. After graduation, they wandered apart. Marc went into the Air Force for four years and then law school. Parker, with an economics degree and a natural gift for sales, joined a financial services firm. 
 
    About ten years ago, Parker was wooed away to a mid-sized competitor. He was now one of four senior partners. With salary and bonuses, Parker’s income was close to a million. 
 
    “Looks good so far. I just hope they don’t do what they usually do. Relax and let them back in it in the second half,” Marc answered. 
 
    Parker smiled and said, “I meant the suite. Nice way to watch a football game.” 
 
    “Oh, the suite,” Marc said. “Well, it’s a pretty sweet suite, I’ll say that.” 
 
    “You gonna eat?” Parker asked. 
 
    “I’ll let the line thin down. Plus, Maddy went to the women’s john. I’ll wait for her.” 
 
    Marc looked around and asked, “Where’s Diana?” referring to Parker’s wife. 
 
    Parker swiveled his head about, shrugged and said, “Probably where Maddy went. They’ll be a while with the halftime line. 
 
    “Can I ah, can I talk to you for a minute? The lawyer you?” Parker asked. 
 
    “Oh! Now I know why we got invited. Free legal advice,” Marc said chiding his friend as they walked toward an empty table away from the crowd. 
 
    “Nah, that’s not it. I just wanted to get a look at Maddy in tight jeans,” Parker said as they sat down. 
 
    “I’ll mention that to her,” Marc said. “She carries a gun.” 
 
    “Does she really? Now that’s hot,” Parker said. 
 
    “So, what is it? You got the SEC after your ass? It’s about time.” 
 
    “No, that’s not it. In fact, we just passed an audit. No, my problem is much worse than the SEC after me,” Parker said. 
 
    He stopped and took a moment to look over the roomful of his guests. He looked at Marc, leaned forward and whispered, “It’s Diana. I’ve had enough of her and I know she’s had enough of me. We’re down to hallway sex. You know, flipping each other off as we pass in the hall.” 
 
    “Ouch,” Marc said. 
 
    “She’s a spoiled brat. I thought she’d grow out of it, but…” 
 
    “Have you tried counseling?” 
 
    “You a lawyer or a therapist? I’m looking for advice from someone who knows divorce law,” Parker replied. 
 
    “Okay. How long have you been married?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Coming up on eleven years.” 
 
    “Does she work?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. She works hard at shopping, salons, manicures and pedicures,” Parker said. “She’s never had a job. She has a college degree in music appreciation and dance. The only job she’s had is the one she had when I met her as a Vikings cheerleader.” 
 
    “Well, with a degree in music and dance, plus she has the blonde, Scandinavian looks and body, well…” 
 
    “She does go to the gym three or four times a week. I’m pretty sure she’s screwing at least one or two of the personal trainers. 
 
    “So, what’s this gonna cost me?” Parker asked finally getting to the important question. 
 
    “Well, how much money do you have that was earned during the marriage?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, I’d have to figure it out,” Parker said. 
 
    “Well, she’d get half of that, plus permanent spousal maintenance. Alimony for life or until she remarries, circumstances change, or your business fails, and you go broke.” 
 
    Parker sat up straight and stared across the table at Marc, his mouth hanging open. After a half minute like this, he blurted, “I’m better off killing her.” 
 
    “Whoa! Killing who?” they heard a man say. It was Chris Jayden, another of the senior partners at Parker’s firm, Norland Financial. “Gotta be Diana,” Chris said. “Am I interrupting?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean that,” Parker said. 
 
    “I know,” Chris replied. “You’re Marc Kadella, the lawyer and Karen’s ex. Pleased to meet you, Chris Jayden.” 
 
    “Likewise,” Marc said as he stood to shake the man’s hand. 
 
    “Okay,” Chris quietly said. “I guess you were discussing something….” 
 
    “It’s okay, Chris,” Parker said. “We’re done, for now.” 
 
      
 
    “Maddy!” Maddy heard a woman’s voice say from behind her. 
 
    She was finished in the women’s restroom and was on her way back to the suite. Maddy stopped, turned around toward the voice. Maddy’s sudden movement caused two people in the crowd to barely avoid running into her. Maddy recognized the attractive, shorter blonde woman right away. It was Diana Crane, Parker’s wife. 
 
    “Um, hi. I’m Diana…” 
 
    “I know,” Maddy said. “We just met again.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. This is awkward,” Diana said. 
 
    They were standing in the middle of the lowest level concourse. A mob of football fans were scurrying around and past them, hurrying to get back to their seats. 
 
    “Could I, um, talk to you for a minute?” 
 
    “Sure,” Maddy said. “Let’s get out of the way.” 
 
    They walked to the wall and stood in front of a large print of Carl Eller, a Vikings legend. Maddy smiled waiting for Diana to say what was on her mind. 
 
    “You’re a private investigator, right? And I’ve heard you’re a very good one,” Diana began. 
 
    “I try to be,” Maddy said. “Tell me what’s on your mind, Diana,” 
 
    “It’s, um, my husband, Parker. I’m pretty sure, no, scratch that,” she said waving her hands a bit. “I know, he’s cheating on me, the bastard. I’d, well like to hire you to find out for sure.” 
 
    Maddy bobbed her head very slightly from side-to-side then said, “I don’t do much of that. Mostly only as a favor to a few lawyers I know personally. 
 
    “If you’re so certain he’s cheating, what do you want to do about it? Do you want it to stop and save your marriage? Get a divorce? Cheat yourself to get even? That last one is always a bad idea,” Maddy quickly added. 
 
    Diana thought about the question while they heard a loud cheer come from inside. The second half had started. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I’m not one hundred percent sure. I don’t think I’d want to save the marriage. Not this time,” Diana said. 
 
    “It’s happened before?” 
 
    “At least twice,” Diana said. 
 
    “I see. Well, are you sure you want to do this?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll pay you,” Diana said. 
 
    You certainly will, Maddy thought. 
 
    “I tell you what,” Maddy said. “Christmas and New Years are here. Let’s both think about it and you call me after the holidays. If I don’t want to, I know a couple PI’s, women, who are good. Okay?” 
 
    The two women went back inside the stadium suite. Maddy found Marc sitting in the front row of a set of twenty very comfortable chairs watching the game. To his left was Parker Crane. To his right was an empty chair he was saving for Maddy. 
 
    Just before Maddy sat down she looked across the room. She saw a tall, well-built, very good-looking man standing at a tall table in the back of the room by himself. At that moment, the Vikings intercepted a pass and the room erupted. As this was happening, Maddy saw Diana Crane lightly bump this man with her hip, smile up at him and squeeze his hand. 
 
      
 
    On the ride home after the game, Marc went first. Breaking privilege, he told Maddy about his chat with Parker. When he finished, Maddy told him about Diana, including the part with the man she flirted with. 
 
    When Maddy finished, Marc said, “You realize that, because of what we just told each other, neither one of us can represent either Parker or Diana.” 
 
    “We can’t, can we?” 
 
    “Nope,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Well, I guess I have my answer for her.” 
 
    “You can recommend someone else,” Marc said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Christmas in Minnesota, or, more accurately the day after, the snow had been coming down with regularity for the past two days. Regular enough to cause “Armageddon-is-upon-us” near panic if it was hitting the East Coast. At least the East-coast media would be proclaiming that. 
 
    Even for the Upper Midwest, this storm was a dandy. Depending on where you lived, it had dumped between eight and sixteen inches. Out in flyover country the citizens had a big advantage in how to deal with it. Starting at an early age, they taught their children how to operate a snow shovel as their parents had been taught. This training helped keep the panic level under control. 
 
      
 
    Diana Crane was lying on her stomach naked, the sheet pulled up to her waist. The tall, good looking, much younger man Maddy saw Diana flirting with at the football game, was next to her. Naked and totally uncovered, Cole Hanson was a personal trainer at a trendy club and spa in the Chain of Lakes neighborhood of Minneapolis. They were in his apartment a couple blocks east of Hennepin in the Uptown area. They had just finished part two of Cole’s personal workout program for women. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta go,” Diana said. “It’s still snowing.” She tossed the sheet aside, got up and started dressing. She did not really have to go. This most recent frolic with the featherhead Cole Hanson was definitely the last. Of course, she had told herself that after each of the last three. 
 
    “I love a natural blonde,” Cole said as she pulled up her panties. 
 
    “How sweet,” she said, the words dripping with sarcasm that went over Cole’s head. “That’s another reason…” she quietly said. 
 
    “Another reason for what? To ride the Cole ecstasy express?” he said. 
 
    Diana zipped up her designer jeans while looking down at him. He was a magnificent looking specimen of the male gender she once again realized. If I just didn’t have to talk to him, she thought.  
 
    “Yes, that’s it.” 
 
    Diana went to the bathroom, brushed her hair, and straightened herself up. A minute later she was out the door and silently swearing she was done with this idiot. Maybe this time it would keep. 
 
    She rode the elevator down to the exit for the parking garage. Because of the snow, the lower level, underground part of the garage was almost filled with cars. Diana had parked in the very last row. She walked toward her car and checked her watch: 10:45. 
 
    The heels of her boots clicking along on the concrete floor were the only sounds in the entire parking area. Despite the fact it was much warmer in the garage, a chill ran through her as she got to her car. 
 
    The BMW was a keyless entry. She opened the door, slipped into the driver’s seat then saw him. A large shadow right on top of her. 
 
      
 
    He had been waiting for over an hour. Fortunately, the garage for her lover’s apartment was not the least bit secure. It was a haven for homeless in the summer. Tonight, the snow had lightened up and the temperature was dropping. Fifteen degrees outside and maybe thirty to thirty-five in here. He had dressed for it. Two layers under a clear plastic poncho. 
 
    He had arrived at 9:40 after parking several blocks away then walked to the garage. It took him a few minutes to find her car and then he waited in the shadow of a concrete support pillar conveniently close. 
 
    During the time he waited, he had to slump down between the pillar and the car next to it three times to avoid being seen. Twice when he heard someone leaving and once when a car arrived. He was determined to stay until morning if he had to, but he was confident she would not spend the night. She never did. 
 
    When he heard the sound of the boots clicking on the concrete floor, he knew it was her. Now was the moment of truth, he told himself. Her BMW was parked maybe twelve feet away, directly across from him, front end in so when she went to it, she would not see him come up on her from behind. A perfect plan. 
 
      
 
    At first, Diana was too shocked to know what was happening. When she saw who it was, she started to scream, but stopped when he thrust the knife into her midsection. There was a lot of pain, but she was unaware of what happened. Over the next ten to twelve seconds, he stabbed her a total of fourteen times. Quick short jabs. Over and over. She tried to scream, but by now he had his right hand over her mouth. The last jab was a little high and went through her sternum. He lost his balance, stumbled a bit, and bent the knife in such a way he could not pull it out. 
 
    Just then, he heard laughter coming from the elevator area. In a hurry, but not quite a panic, he knew he had to go. He looked in Diana’s eyes, still alive but fading. He pushed her over to hide her, quietly shut her car door and went back to where he had hidden. 
 
    He listened carefully and heard the people reach their car. Cautiously peeking, he saw the car drive off. He watched trying to decide if he should go back for the knife. Were his fingerprints on it? He was wearing gloves he would dispose of but could not be sure about his prints on the knife. 
 
    As he was trying to decide the elevator door opened and four more people exited. Was there a party taking place from which people were leaving? He decided not to chance it. It was more important to get to his escape plan. Time to get out of there. He watched these four people get in a car very close to the entrance. As they did, he quickly hurried to his escape hatch, crouching low between the cars to remain unseen. 
 
    In a corner of the parking garage was a stairway leading up to an emergency exit. He had previously found it while scouting out the area. Under the stairs he had hidden a complete change of clothes. He got there as several more people got off the elevator. 
 
    Within three minutes, while carefully keeping an eye out for more partygoers, he was finished changing. With the hidden clothing were three kitchen size garbage bags. He stuffed the clothing, including the shoes and socks, he wore during the attack into the garbage bags. 
 
    The emergency exit door would open from the inside letting him out but could not be opened from the outside. There was no alarm attached to it. Just a push bar to unlock it. 
 
    Walking quickly, but not fast enough to draw attention, he was back at his car in a few minutes. After reaching his car, he carefully drove away. He had previously located three dumpsters to toss the bags into. The closest one to the crime scene was two miles away. All were scheduled to be picked up Monday morning. The day after tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Parker Crane had attended a Holiday Party given each year by a wealthy client. After leaving the party Parker drove straight home. He arrived home a little earlier than he had expected he would. Of course, he knew Diana would not be home. Once in the house he poured himself a very short Drambuie to help settle him down so he could sleep.  
 
    

  

 
   
    THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    The snow stopped coming down during the night and the temperature dropped. It was Sunday morning, and the thermometer was barely registering a positive number. The jet stream had shifted south, pulling arctic air and a high-pressure system down into the Upper Midwest. The weather geeks were predicting sunshine and a single digit high for the next two days. After that, they were saying it was going to get cold. Real winter was descending on Northern Flyover Country. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes after 7:00 A.M., a man heading home after sleeping off a little too much alcohol at a friend’s party, went into the parking ramp to fetch his car. He was parked next to a white, BMW sedan. He casually looked inside and saw someone asleep in the front seat. It was still dark outside and there was not much light in the ramp. He took a closer look and saw a woman lying across the console who did not appear to be breathing and the windows were not at all fogged up. A closer look, his nose to the window, he saw what appeared to be blood. 
 
      
 
    “What is this about?” Detective Byron Watkins quietly asked his partner and supervisor, Detective Marcie Sterling. Watkins was looking past the parked cars toward the ramp’s entrance/exit when he asked Marcie the question. The two of them, along with another seven or eight uniformed cops, were standing near the BMW trying to keep warm as the CSU worked the area. They were also waiting for the medical examiner to finish looking over Diana. 
 
    “What is what about?” Marcie asked. 
 
    She turned her parka hood covered head toward what Watkins was looking at and said, “I don’t know. I don’t know why he’s here.” 
 
    Coming toward them was a tall, black man. He was Marcie’s immediate boss in the MPD, Lieutenant Owen Jefferson, head of the Homicide Division of the MPD. 
 
    Before he reached Marcie and Watkins, one of the uniforms said, “Hey, Owen, did anyone ever tell you, you look like Idris Elba?” 
 
    Jefferson stopped, looked at the man, a patrol sergeant, “Kiss my ass, Clark.” He was smiling and shaking his head when he said it. 
 
    “No, I mean it,” Clark said. “Hey People magazine named him the sexiest man alive a couple years back.” 
 
    Jefferson stopped, turned, and replied, “You should be ashamed of yourself even knowing that.” 
 
    This elicited a round of laughter from the uniforms. 
 
    “My wife gets it,” Clark said trying to cover up the mistake he had just made by admitting this. 
 
    “Nice try,” Jefferson said to more laughter. 
 
    “I never noticed it before, but you do look like him. Except he has a beard,” Marcie said. 
 
    “Don’t start,” Jefferson said, but realizing Marcie was sincere made him feel a little flattered. 
 
    “Morning, Lieutenant,” White said. 
 
    “Byron,” Jefferson replied. “What do we have?” he asked Marcie. 
 
    “Why are you here anyway? Early Sunday morning and you’re out here in the cold with the rest of us. Why?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “House full of holiday in-laws. This gave me an excuse to get out for a while,” Jefferson answered. 
 
    “I understand completely,” Marcie said. 
 
    Marcie was holding Diana’s purse and wallet. She held up the wallet to show the driver’s license behind the plastic while saying, “Diana Marie Crane. Shorewood address. We’ll run up there after Benny gets done.” 
 
    Benny was Buraid Shambhani, the medical examiner, an American born Pakistani. 
 
    “Why aren’t these guys canvassing?” Jefferson asked referring to the uniforms. 
 
    “They are,” Watkins answered. “At least a half a dozen are waking everyone up. These guys are just…” 
 
    “Extras?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Jefferson looked at Clark again and said, “Don’t you guys have anything better to do?” 
 
    “On a freeze-your-ass-off Sunday morning? Not really, Owen,” Clark said. 
 
    Doctor Benny came out of the car and walked toward them. 
 
    “What do you have?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “She’s definitely dead,” he answered trying to make a joke out of it. 
 
    “Doctor…” Jefferson said. 
 
    “Okay. Not funny. I get it. Looks to be multiple stab wounds. Lots of blood. The knife is still stuck in her chest. Because of the cold I can’t give you a time of death. By multiple stab wounds, I mean a lot. At least a dozen.” 
 
    “Somebody was pissed at the lady,” Marcie said. 
 
    “Seems to be,” Benny said. “She’s pretty stiff. Between rigor and the cold. It could be a day or two before we can do the exam. Probably tomorrow. But, with all the stab wounds, pretty likely that’s the C.O.D.” 
 
    “I don’t see this as random,” Marcie said. “Someone waiting, hiding back here waiting for a random victim?” 
 
    “Nope,” Jefferson agreed. 
 
    “Pretty unlikely. Possible but pretty unlikely,” Watkins said. 
 
    “Plus, she’s got a pretty good size rock on her left hand. Married and by the size of the diamond, I doubt she’s married to anyone who lives here.” 
 
    Marcie said to Watkins, “Call downtown and have them check on her address. See who else lives there. Probably a husband.” 
 
    “Suspect number one,” Watkins said. 
 
    “Don’t jump to conclusions,” Jefferson told him. 
 
    “No, sir,” Watkins replied. 
 
    As Watkins walked off to make the call, Jefferson muttered, “Even if you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    While the M.E. wagon was preparing to load the body, two of the uniforms were escorting a tenant toward the scene. The two uniforms were on either side of a tall, somewhat disheveled man wearing a too-thin coat. 
 
    “That’s Diana’s car,” the man said when they reached the detectives. “What happened? Is she okay?” 
 
    “Who is he?” Marcie asked one of the uniforms, a woman whose nametag read Bronson. 
 
    “Cole Hanson. Apartment three fourteen. Our vic was visiting him last night.” 
 
    “Is that her?” Cole asked looking at the body being loaded into the vehicle. “Oh my God! She’s dead? I mean we…” 
 
    “Come over here,” Marcie said then led him away.  
 
    “Okay. Now try to calm down. What time did she arrive?” 
 
    “Well, around nine, nine-fifteen. I was watching the hockey game while I waited.” 
 
    “Okay, then what? Is she a hockey fan?” Marcie asked. 
 
    Cole looked down at her with a confused expression and said, “I, ah, I don’t know. I mean, she maybe was.” 
 
    “Did you continue to watch the hockey game?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Oh! No, no. I, ah, made us a drink and we, well, fooled around on the couch then, um, well went into the bedroom.” 
 
    Cole stopped and looked around not sure what to say next. 
 
    Finally, Marcie said, “Okay, after you what, played a couple games of Parcheesi, then what?” 
 
    “What? Parcheesi? What’s that?” Cole asked with that same confused expression. “We had sex; I don’t know…” 
 
    “Never mind,” Marcie said. “What time did she leave?” 
 
    “Ten forty-five. I know because I looked. I was thinking about calling a friend, a girl, to come over.” 
 
    Jefferson and White looked at each with a look that implied they were impressed with this thought. 
 
    Doctor Benny was back with them and asked, “Did you use a condom?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Cole proudly answered as if he expected a prize. 
 
    “How many times,” Benny asked. 
 
    “Twice, then, ah, she wanted to leave.” 
 
    “She’s married, isn’t she?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Well, ah, yeah. But they weren’t getting along. She told me this a lot. How did you know?” Cole asked. 
 
    “Pretty big ring on her finger. Are they separated?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Ah, no. Not yet. Jesus, I’m freezing my ass off. I mean, I’m really upset about it, but I didn’t do it and I didn’t see nothing,” Cole said. 
 
    “Didn’t see anything,” Marcie corrected him. “You can go, for now.” 
 
    “And of course, we have TV people,” Byron said looking toward the garage entrance.  
 
    There were two uniformed cops guarding the entrance and they held up the TV people. There was a white van with the logo for Channel 6 on the side of it. A male reporter and male camera operator were arguing with the two uniforms wanting to get inside for an exclusive.  
 
    “Maybe you should go talk to them,” Marcie said to Jefferson. “At least that way your in-laws will know you really were on the job and not just trying to avoid them.” 
 
    “That’s not a bad idea,” Jefferson said. “I can give them a bullshit comment as well as the next guy.” 
 
    “Attaboy, Owen,” Marcie said and patted him on the shoulder. 
 
    Jefferson started walking toward the reporter as another van similar to the first one arrived.  
 
    “We gonna have a media shit storm on this?” Byron asked Marcie. 
 
    “Probably. Nothing like adultery and murder for the six o’clock news. Be sure to bring the kids to catch the show,” Marcie answered him.  
 
      
 
    Parker Crane was by himself in the back sitting room reading the Sunday Star Tribune. This was a favorite room of his. Quiet and a terrific view of the lake, even in winter. With the fresh snow, sunshine and the lake not completely frozen over yet, it was a stunning view. 
 
    The doorbell rang and when he answered it, he found three people. 
 
    A white woman in front and two black men behind her.  
 
    “Yes, can I help you?” Parker asked. 
 
    Having received the name of Diana’s husband from downtown, Marcie held up her shield and asked, “Are you Parker Crane?” 
 
    “Yes, why?” Parker tentatively asked. 
 
    “May we come in sir?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Sure, yes, what is it?” he said stepping back and letting them follow him in. 
 
    Standing in the entryway to the Parkers two-million-dollar lakeshore home, they introduced themselves. 
 
    Marcie asked, “Is your wife’s name, Diana Crane?” 
 
    Upon hearing that question, a panicky expression came over Parker’s face. Instead of answering, he turned and ran up the stairs. 
 
    “Go after him,” Jefferson ordered at the same time Marcie and Watkins drew their service guns. 
 
    Guns drawn they ran up the stairs after Parker, Watkins in the lead. They saw Parker go into a bedroom. The two detectives stopped on either side of the door. 
 
    Marcie yelled, “Mr. Crane! Come out hands first. Let me see your hands!” 
 
    “Where is she?” they heard Parker practically scream. “Where is Diana?” 
 
    “Come out with your hands up,” Watkins yelled. 
 
    A moment later, Parker’s empty hands appeared in the doorway. He was quickly handcuffed and led downstairs. 
 
      
 
    “I, ah, I mean we, Diana and I, have been going through a rough patch in our marriage,” Parker explained. 
 
    The four of them were sitting in the front living room. Parker was seated on a sofa while the three cops surrounded him in matching armchairs. The handcuffs had been removed. 
 
    While Jefferson and Marcie watched Parker’s reaction, Watkins, having been given the task, had already told him about Diana. Parker was obviously quite upset and fought back the tears. At one point he angrily asked if the personal trainer boyfriend was under arrest. 
 
    Continuing, Parker said, “We’ve been sleeping in separate bedrooms lately. When I got home last night…” 
 
    “What time was that?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Um, I came in through the kitchen at 1:10,” Parker answered.  
 
    “How can you be so sure of the time?” Watkins asked. 
 
    “When you come into the kitchen from the garage you’re looking right at a clock. You can’t miss it.”  
 
    “Okay. Where were you?” Watkins asked. 
 
    “I was at a Christmas party a valued client throws every year. He rents a large room at the Convention Center and throws a big bash. At least two hundred people. Booze, food, a classic rock band. His name is Leonard Ferrell.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of him,” Jefferson said. “He’s a client?” 
 
    “We’re not the only ones,” Parker said. “He uses other firms too. Doesn’t want all of his money in one place.” 
 
    Jefferson asked, “Could I get a glass of water? I’m really thirsty.” 
 
    “Ah, yeah, I guess,” Parker replied. 
 
    “In the kitchen? I can get it,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll have to check this out,” Marcie said as Jefferson started toward the kitchen. “You got home a little after one o’clock. Then what?” 
 
    “Okay, um, I noticed her car wasn’t in the garage. I figured she was, well, where you found her. At that guy’s apartment.” 
 
    “And do you know where that is?” 
 
    Parker hesitated to answer, aware of why she asked it. The husband is always the first suspect. 
 
    “Yeah, I do. I followed her there once. A couple weeks ago.” 
 
    “Okay, when you got up this morning, why didn’t you check to see if she was home?” 
 
    “I was going to, then I stopped. I didn’t want to make a scene about it. Get into it with her. So, I went downstairs…” 
 
    “What time was that?” 
 
    “A little before eight. I went downstairs, started the coffee, got the paper, and went into the back sitting room. That’s where I was when you showed up. 
 
    “And now, I’m going to call my lawyer,” Parker said. 
 
    “Why do you need a lawyer?” Watkins asked. 
 
    “Because in a case like this, a murdered wife at her boyfriend’s place, a troubled marriage, the husband is the main suspect.” 
 
    “We’re done here, anyway,” Jefferson said returning from the kitchen. 
 
    “We will need you to come downtown and make a formal identification and give us a statement,” Marcie said. 
 
    “Today? I mean, I don’t think I’m up to it. This is so…” 
 
    “Tomorrow will be soon enough. Ten o’clock at the medical examiner’s office. It’s on Chicago and Sixth. Right across the street from the stadium,” Marcie said. “You can bring your lawyer if you want to. Is that time okay?” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll be there,” Parker reluctantly agreed. 
 
      
 
    The three cops stood in the driveway as Jefferson asked, “Well, Detective Watkins, what do you think?” 
 
    “He seemed to be sincerely shook up. I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Marcie?” 
 
    “Guilty as sin. Don’t give me that bullshit about not checking on her when he got up. He knows she wasn’t home when he got home and he would have checked on her the minute he got out of bed,” Marcie said. 
 
    “I agree,” Jefferson said. “Nobody is that uninterested even if they’re going through a divorce. He didn’t check because he knew where she was.” 
 
    Jefferson took out his phone and opened it to the photos. There were several of them of the kitchen and most of the downstairs. He had taken them while getting a glass of water. 
 
    “Look at this,” he said. 
 
    On the screen was a wooden block on a kitchen counter used to hold kitchen knives. There were a dozen slots for knives and four of them were empty. 
 
    Seeing this, Marcie opened her phone to the crime scene photos. She found the one she wanted and expanded it. 
 
    Holding her phone next to Jefferson’s they could clearly see that the knife in Diana’s chest matched the set in the Crane’s kitchen. 
 
    “Is that enough for a search warrant?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” Jefferson said. “If that set is sold at Target, it could be a problem. How many hundreds did they sell just this holiday season? Check the brand and where it’s sold. Then check his alibi.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc Kadella hurried east on Sixth Street toward U.S. Bank Stadium. He was supposed to be there at 10:00 A.M. to meet Parker Crane and was already five minutes late. To make the trip just a little worse, there was a Northwest wind whipping through the downtown buildings. The air temperature was barely above zero. The windchill had to be minus twenty or more. And it was still December. What was January going to be like? 
 
    Rounding the corner of Sixth and Chicago, Marc slipped on a patch of ice and almost went down. In the process of keeping his balance, he managed to turn his left ankle. He hobbled up the exterior steps then gingerly made his way into the obscure building. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry I’m late,” Marc apologized while greeting Parker. 
 
    “What happened to your ankle?” 
 
    “I slipped on some ice right outside here,” Marc said. “Morning, Marcie,” he said to Marcie Sterling. “Who’s your new partner,” he asked referring to the younger man with her. 
 
    “Byron Watkins, Marc Kadella,” Marcie said as an introduction. 
 
    “Do you want me to do this?” Marc asked Parker. He looked at Marcie and said, “I can do this. I know Diana. We don’t need to put him through this.” 
 
    “I’m afraid we do,” Marcie said. “He’s the best one for it.” 
 
    Marc stared at Marcie who stared back expressionless. Realizing what the cops wanted, he held up an index finger, turned back to Parker then said to Marcie, “Give me a minute. I want to talk to my client.” 
 
    “Sure,” Marcie replied. 
 
    Marc took hold of Parker’s left elbow and gently led him away. They went through a set of double doors and into an empty hall. 
 
    “You’re their number one suspect,” Marc said. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “They want you to go into that room and see Diana. They’re looking for your reaction. I can’t coach you on how to act but…” 
 
    “I get it,” Parker said. “Marc, I didn’t kill Diana. I’m sick to my stomach right now.” 
 
    Throw up in there. That would be perfect, Marc thought. 
 
    Parker rubbed the palms of both hands on his overcoat then said, “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be. Let’s get it over with.” 
 
    Marc reached for the door handle then Parker said, “What if it isn’t her?” 
 
    “Then say so,” Marc said. 
 
    They filed into the exam room, Marcie in the lead, and found Benny Shambhani standing next to a stainless-steel table. On the table was a body completely covered with a white sheet. 
 
    “Doctor Benny,” Marc said. “It’s been a while.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella. Good morning. Nice to see you once without being attacked on the witness stand as being an incompetent quack.” 
 
    “Well, Benny, you should have gone to medical school,” Marc said but was smiling when he said it. 
 
    Benny lightly slapped himself on the forehead and said, “I knew there was something I meant to do.” 
 
    “All right you two,” Marcie said. “A little dignity please.” 
 
    “Sorry, you’re right,” Marc said. 
 
    Marc turned to Parker who was standing behind him and said, “Okay. The doctor will pull back the sheet, you take your time, get a good look and if it is Diana, indicate that it is.” 
 
    Marc then stepped aside next to Parker who was now standing almost on top of the body at the head. Marcie and Watkins were on the opposite side of the table looking at Parker. Benny was next to Marcie. 
 
    “Ready?” Marc asked Parker. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess. Go ahead.” 
 
    Benny pulled the sheet off the body. But, instead of stopping when he uncovered Diana’s face, he pulled all the way down to her waist. This revealed the fourteen separate stab wounds the killer inflicted. 
 
    Parker froze staring down at his wife’s abdomen. It was only two to three seconds but seemed much longer. 
 
    “Yes,” he quietly said as he nodded his head. He then clamped his left hand over his mouth and ran from the room. 
 
    Marc, who was also horrified at the sight, practically yelled, “Cover her up! Why was that necessary? He didn’t need to see that.” 
 
    Marc then went after his client who was down the hall entering a Men’s room. He found Parker bent over a sink splashing water on his face. 
 
    “You okay?” Marc asked. 
 
    Wiping the water off with paper towels, Parker said, “That was horrible. I had no idea…” 
 
    “They did that on purpose. They wanted to see you react to the sight of the stab wounds.” 
 
    The door opened and Detective Watkins came in. 
 
    “I’m talking to my client,” Marc tersely said. 
 
    “Sorry, I gotta go…” 
 
    “Hold it,” Marc said. 
 
    A chastised Watkins turned and walked out. 
 
      
 
    “Is your client going to stop and give us a statement?” Marcie asked. 
 
    Marc and Parker had exited the Men’s room and were met in the hall by the detectives. Interesting that Watkins did not rush back into the bathroom. 
 
    “No. Not today and probably not ever,” Marc said not hiding his anger. 
 
    “He said he would…” 
 
    “And now I’m saying he won’t. Especially not after that little stunt. And don’t say…” 
 
    “What?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “…what.” Marc said. “You know what stunt. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    When they got outside, Marc asked, “Is your car nearby?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s right across the street.” 
 
    As they crossed Sixth Street against a red light, Marc said. “I need a lift to my car. Do you have time to come to my office? We need to talk.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m taking some time off. They understand.” 
 
    “Of course,” Marc said. “Ouch, damnit,” Marc yelped after stepping on a rock and tweaking his ankle again. 
 
      
 
    Marc led the way as he and Parker went up the backstairs of the building. Once inside, he quickly greeted the staff and went directly into his office with Parker. 
 
    “Have a seat,” Marc said as he closed the door and hung up his overcoat. 
 
    “Where am I?” Parker asked while Marc took the chair behind the desk. He meant where I am in relation to Diana’s murder. 
 
    “Where were you Saturday night?” 
 
    “At the Convention Center. Leonard Ferrell throws a big, holiday bash there every year. Must be at least two hundred people there.” 
 
    “Were you alone? Did you take a date?” 
 
    “No, I didn’t take a date. I’m married…” 
 
    “Please Parker, I know you.” 
 
    “…and I wouldn’t bring anyone else to something like that. But I wasn’t really alone. There were six of us from the company and I knew a lot of other people who were there.” 
 
    “What time did you get there?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Around seven?” 
 
    “What time did you leave?” 
 
    “Around twelve-thirty, twelve-forty-five. I know I got home at 1:10. I parked in the garage, went in through the kitchen and there is a clock on the wall. You can’t miss it.” 
 
    “Were you with people who knew you the entire time?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Yes, I guess. I don’t know. I mean, it’s not like I was making sure I had an alibi. I know that’s what you want to hear, but I can’t say for sure.” 
 
    “Where were you parked?” 
 
    “Um,” Parker started to say then said, “Oh yeah, across the street. There are underground ramps across Twelfth for the Convention Center. Do you know them?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Marc said. “You told the cops this?” 
 
    “Yeah. When they came to my house, yesterday morning.” 
 
    All the while Marc was questioning him, Marc was closely observing Parker’s reaction. Parker appeared to be a very worried man. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, with his hands folded so tightly the knuckles were white. His face wore the expression of a scared little boy and he seemed to be genuinely on the verge of tears. 
 
    “Marc, I’m scared. I mean, I have never been involved in anything like this. I don’t know what to do. I feel so damn helpless. Right now, the cops think I murdered my wife. They’re trying to find evidence to send me to prison. I don’t know….” 
 
    Marc held up a hand and stopped him by saying, “First thing you do is make funeral arrangements. Take some time off. Here’s the name of a counselor I want you to see,” Marc said writing out a name and phone number. It was the name of a psychiatrist in Eagan, Lorraine Butler, a woman Marc had used many times. 
 
    “Why do I need…” Parker started to say as he took the slip of paper. “I have someone I know.” 
 
    “Go see Loraine. Grief counseling. Go see her.” 
 
    Marc removed a one-page document from a desk drawer. He filled in the blanks and handed it to Parker. 
 
    “Got your check book with you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Parker said. He placed the document on Marc’s desk and signed it, a retainer agreement. 
 
    “Write me a check for twenty-five hundred and we’ll take it from there.” 
 
    “If they charge me, what will it cost?” Parker said. 
 
    “You know that rainy day fund you have? Well, it’s raining.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marcie Sterling opened the bottom, right-hand drawer of her desk. 
 
    “Now what?” she heard Watkins ask. 
 
    Marcie dropped her purse in the drawer and closed it. She took off her overcoat and scarf then hung them on a coat tree. This done, she looked toward Owen Jefferson’s office and saw him at his desk. 
 
    “I’m thinking we need to talk to the boss,” she finally said, answering Watkins’ question. 
 
      
 
    Jefferson looked up from the never-ending stream of bureaucratic paperwork to see Marcie and Watkins walking toward his office. Grateful for the break, he waved them in. 
 
    “How did the ID of Diana Crane go?” he asked the two detectives. 
 
    “Your impression,” Diana said to Watkins. 
 
    “He seemed genuinely upset. He even ran out of the room covering his mouth like he might vomit.” 
 
    “Marcie?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “I’ve been around you longer than Byron. This makes me more cynical,” she answered. “But, if it was an act, it was a good one.” 
 
    “Did he bring a lawyer?” 
 
    “Your old pal, Marc Kadella,” Marcie replied. 
 
    Jefferson thought about this for a moment then said, “I don’t think Kadella would coach him to put on an act.” 
 
    “No, I don’t either,” Marcie said. “But he would prepare him in such a way that a smart guy like Parker Crane would get it. He’d figure it out himself.” 
 
    “We did pull the sheet down, so he had to see all of those stab wounds. That could have legitimately upset him. It didn’t do much for me,” Watkins said. 
 
    “Even if he did it?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Watkins answered. 
 
    “What do we need to get his cell phone company to give us his tracking from Saturday night?” Marcie asked. 
 
      
 
    Tracking cell phones through their GPS app was becoming a very useful tool for law enforcement. It was also setting off alarm bells in the civil liberties community. Every cell phone company can do it, even in live time. Another crack in the Fourth Amendment. At least that’s what the civil liberties bar insisted. The question for the courts is: Do you have an expectation of privacy to prevent the government from tracking you? Most states say no or have not ruled on it yet. 
 
      
 
    Jefferson answered Marcie by saying, “In Minnesota, we need a search warrant. I was at a seminar put on by the FBI on this a couple months ago. Right now, there are only nine states that require a probable cause search warrant. A few of the others, not many,” Jefferson continued, “have some minor restrictions. The vast majority of states have no restrictions at all.” 
 
    “Reasonable suspicion or probable cause?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Probable cause,” Jefferson answered. 
 
      
 
    Reasonable suspicion is a much lower standard. Probable cause requires a factual basis to believe that a crime has been committed and this person, the subject of the warrant, is the person who did it. 
 
      
 
    “Do we have probable cause? What do we have so far?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “A murdered married woman who was cheating on her husband,” Marcie said. 
 
    “A husband who knew she was cheating and where the boyfriend lived. He admitted that,” Watkins said. 
 
    “And a knife sticking out of the wife’s chest that matches the set of knives you took a picture of in their kitchen,” Marcie said. “Lying in wait for her surely indicates premeditation and first-degree murder.” 
 
    “And a suspect with what appears to be a rock-solid alibi,” Jefferson said. “Plus, I’m not sure my photo of the knives in the kitchen is admissible. Hang on, let me check with someone,” Jefferson said while dialing the phone. 
 
    “Steve Gondeck,” Jefferson heard a man say. Steve Gondeck was the number two man at the county attorney’s office. 
 
    “Steve, it’s Owen Jefferson. I have a question or two.” 
 
    “Okay, Owen. Go ahead.” 
 
    “We interviewed a person of interest in the murder of Diana Crane yesterday,” he said. 
 
    “The husband?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was at his house. I asked for permission to get a drink of water. He okayed it. While in the kitchen. I saw a knife set on the counter that I thought resembled the murder weapon. I took some pictures of it. Would those photos be admissible in court?” 
 
    “Yes. You had permission from the homeowner to go in the kitchen. Any photos you took of what you saw in plain sight are considered memorializing what you saw. You weren’t snooping around, were you?” 
 
    “No, the knife set was on the counter. Now, we compared the photo I took to a photo of the murder weapon––it was still stuck in her chest––and they match. Is that enough for a PC search warrant?” 
 
    “Hell yes, or, I guess it would depend on the judge,” Gondeck answered. 
 
    “Who would you recommend?” 
 
    “Carly Smith,” Gondeck said without hesitation. “She’s normally pretty good to use and we hear her husband just left her for a twenty-year-old pole dancer. At least that’s the courthouse gossip. If it’s true, she won’t be thinking too kindly about men right now.” 
 
    “He also admitted the marriage was on the rocks and he knew where the wife’s boyfriend lived. Which was also where she was murdered,” Jefferson added. 
 
    “Carly’s your judge. Tell you what, call Jennifer and have her write it up and take it to Carly. A woman requesting it can’t hurt.” 
 
    “What do you think, the judge will turn into a man-hating lesbian now? She’ll cut his balls off in court,” Jefferson said. “Actually, what I want is a warrant to send to Verizon to have them track this guy’s phone Saturday night.” 
 
    “Okay,” Gondeck said. “That is a little bit easier. Most judges don’t see that as being as intrusive as a search of someone’s home. Plus, you may find it to be exculpatory.” 
 
    “That’s a good point. Well, so be it. I think we should check it out.” 
 
    “I’ll call Jennifer and tell her you’ll be calling.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later Jefferson received a phone call from Jennifer Moore, the assistant county attorney handling the warrant. 
 
    “How did it go?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m done laughing. I went into her chambers, said good morning, and told her we needed to track the movement of a husband on the night his wife was murdered. She literally snatched it out of my hand, signed it without looking at it and handed it back to me. She looked at me, smiled and said, ‘Go get him.’ 
 
    “I talked to her assistant and she told me the rumors were true. Twenty-two-year marriage, three kids and this guy we shall now refer to by his Indian name, ‘Thinks-with-dick,’ runs off with a twenty-one-year-old pole dancer.” 
 
    “Exotic dancer,” Jefferson corrected her. 
 
    “Oh, yes, right, sorry. Exotic dancer. Anyway, tell Marcie she can stop by any time and get the warrant. Good luck with the phone company.” 
 
    “Marcie’s out doing interviews. We cracked open the wife’s phone and found a list of friends. Are the phone companies a problem?” 
 
    “Not usually, but sometimes. These big tech companies sometimes forget they’re subject to the same laws as the rest of us. Since Marcie’s out, I’ll have one of the clerks run it over. They like to get out sometimes anyway.” 
 
    “Okay, later,” Jefferson said. 
 
      
 
      
 
        *    *    *    *    *    *  
 
      
 
    Marcie and Byron Watkins were beginning their process of interviews. There were only seven women’s names and numbers in Diana’s phone. There were also four men including the boy toy she was with when she was killed, Cole Hanson. Byron was driving and he parked in the lot of an Edina Realty in Woodbury, a suburb east of St. Paul. A gust of wind blew some loose snow past them as they parked. 
 
    “I don’t want to go out there,” Marcie said as another, stronger, wind went by. 
 
    “Thirty below windchill today,” Byron said. “Come on the door’s right there. Twenty feet.” 
 
    Byron jumped out and ran while Marcie was still trying to open her door. Just as she did, another blast of cold air almost closed it on her. 
 
    “That was fun,” she said running through the door Byron held open for her. 
 
    Having called ahead to speak with the woman, the two detectives barely sat down in the reception area when she came out. She was pretty enough to be a model except for her ensemble. A Minnesota blonde, she was wearing a heavy, Minnesota Vikings sweatshirt, Levi jeans and warm boots. 
 
    “Hi,” she said walking up to the now standing Marcie, hand extended. “I’m Hope Slade,” she said. 
 
    “Marcie Sterling.” 
 
    “Byron Watkins.” 
 
    “God, it’s terrible. When I heard, I almost became sick. I’ve never known anyone…,” Hope started to say then stopped. 
 
    “Come on back to my office. Can I get you anything? Coffee, water?” she asked as she led them to her office. 
 
    “No, we’re good,” Marcie said. 
 
    Marcie decided Hope Slade must be a successful real estate agent. She had a large, first floor, corner office. In it was a couch and matching chairs along with a very chic desk area. They took the couch and chairs. 
 
    “I’m not sure what I can tell you, but whatever help I can be, please let me know.” 
 
    “Right now, we’re gathering general information about Diana. Looking for anyone who might have reason to do this.” 
 
    Hope leaned back in her chair, looked at the ceiling and drew a deep breath. Marcie took this as a signal she knew more than just a casual friend would know. 
 
    “When did you first meet?” Marcie asked tossing her an easy question to get her talking. 
 
    “Oh, boy,” Hope said. “Let’s see. It’s been a while. I’m thirty-seven, Diana was…” 
 
    “Thirty-eight,” Byron said when Hope paused. 
 
    “Right,” Hope said. “I guess about thirteen years. I was twenty-four. We met as Vikings cheerleaders. We did that for three years. It’s a lot of fun but really hard on the knees. Enormous amount of practice. 
 
    “Anyway, almost all of us had our sights set on landing the big fish. You know, the guy with money. It almost sounds childish, trivial. You know,” she continued looking at Marcie, “the school hot chicks who could get any guy they wanted. And when they did, they almost always lived to regret it. I did. I landed a big fish. A guy twelve years older with gobs of money. It lasted less than two years. A few of the other girls did too.” 
 
    “Diana?” 
 
    “Oh, especially Diana. She’s on her second one,” Hope stopped, realizing what she had just said. 
 
    “I guess she was on her second one,” she said more quietly. 
 
    After pausing to gather herself, Hope said, “All of the other girls learned to regret what they did, except Diana. She moved on to number two before even filing for divorce from number one.” 
 
    “What can you tell me about number two, Parker Crane?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “I don’t know him very well,” Hope answered. “Seems like a nice enough guy. The marriage was on the rocks, but I guess you know that.” 
 
    “Why was that?” Marcie asked. 
 
    Hope smiled and said, “I know Diana’s side of the story. He worked a lot. Didn’t pay enough attention to her blah, blah, blah. I don’t know if that was true or an excuse for Diana to have casual affairs.” 
 
    “So, you don’t think anyone she was seeing elsewhere was a serious relationship?” 
 
    “No,” Hope said chuckling a bit at the question. “Did you meet the young guy?” 
 
    “Cole?” 
 
    “Yeah, Cole. Even Diana made fun of him,” Hope said. 
 
    “What about Parker? Do you think he could have done this?” 
 
    Hope thought about the question for a moment then said, “Could have? Sure, in the sense that anybody could have if pushed far enough. That’s a lot different than saying I think he did it. I don’t know him that well.” 
 
    “Did you socialize with her much?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “After my divorce, yeah, I guess I did. I was still in my twenties and the divorce settlement kept me in money for a while. 
 
    “Then I met Rick, he’s a high school teacher here in Woodbury. Do you believe that? I settled down. Diana really didn’t. She was sleeping around a bit on husband number one. Although, he was at least twenty-five years older than her. Parker is only about three or four years older. 
 
    “As far as socializing with her now, we’d get together once or twice a month for lunch. A couple of the others would usually join us. We’re all still big Vikings fans. Even go to one or two games each year. 
 
    “I know Diana was seeing at least one guy, besides the empty-headed Cole. I hate speaking ill of the dead.”  
 
    “She doesn’t care. Not anymore,” Marcie said. 
 
    “No, you’re right. She doesn’t,” Hope quietly said. 
 
    “And it might help us catch who did this. Do you know this man’s name?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “No, I don’t. But she did let slip he worked for the same company as Parker.”  
 
    “Norland Financial?” Byron asked. 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. I know she wasn’t serious about him, either.” 
 
      
 
    They chatted for another few minutes looking for more background and people. Other than the man at Norland Financial, Hope had little else. There was nothing out of the ordinary except for Diana’s disdain for employment. 
 
    “Are these the women you are referring to as socializing with her?” Marcie asked handing Hope a sheet of paper with seven names on it, including Hope’s. 
 
     She looked them over and said, “Yes, this is the list.” 
 
    “Any others? Any other friends or acquaintances?” 
 
    “No, not really. I’m pretty busy,” Hope said flashing an almost perfect smile. “We have two kids, jobs, the whole bit. There could be more that I don’t know about.” 
 
    “Okay,” Marcie said as she stood. “I like the way you dress for the office.” 
 
    Hope laughed and replied, “Hey, it’s thirty below freeze-your-ass-off windchill out there. Plus, I don’t have any appointments today.” 
 
      
 
    Hope led them back out to the front door. They said their goodbyes then Marcie told her, “We may call again.” 
 
    “Anytime,” Hope said. 
 
    As she watched the two detectives go through the exterior doors. Hope was thinking. They’re gonna find out, Diana. 
 
    With that thought in mind, Hope hurried back to her office to make a phone call. 
 
    

  

 
   
    SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    Byron walked casually while Marcie almost ran to get back to the car. Byron settled into the driver’s seat and started the engine as Marcie said, “We need to find lover number two.” 
 
    “How do you want to go at that?” Byron asked. 
 
    “Let’s interview the other women on the list. Maybe one of them knows who he is.” 
 
    Byron began backing up the car as Marcie’s phone rang. She looked at the ID and answered. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said. 
 
    “We got the warrant signed to serve on his phone service provider. I’ll get it going myself,” she heard Owen Jefferson say. 
 
    “How do you know who to serve it on?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “I don’t. So, I’ll send it to all four major providers. Verizon, AT & T, T-Mobile, and Sprint. If he isn’t with one of them, we’ll go after the others. Since he’s a hotshot finance guy, the company probably provides his phone. Odds are about ninety-nine percent they’re with one of the big ones. 
 
    “Where are you two?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “Woodbury. We talked to one of Diana’s friends. Hope Slade.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “She told us about another man Diana was screwing. A guy who works with her husband, Parker. But she didn’t know who.” 
 
    “Another candidate?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Possibly, but she said Diana wasn’t serious about him,” Marcie answered. 
 
    “That doesn’t mean he wasn’t serious about her.” 
 
    “True. We’ll find him. We don’t want to leave something like that for a defense lawyer to find,” Marcie said. 
 
    “So, you’re thinking the husband is the guy?” 
 
    Marcie thought about the question then said: “You know, I am. I know I shouldn’t be, but I got a vibe about him. I think he’s a little too smooth.” 
 
    “Keep digging,” Jefferson said then ended the call. 
 
    After ending the call, Owen Jefferson sat back in his chair. In his twenty-years as a cop, he had known a lot of detectives, but none of whom had instincts as good as Marcie Sterling. 
 
      
 
    Marcie and Byron spent the rest of the day tracking down more of Diana’s friends. They only managed to get together with two more, Felicia Gilbert and Robyn Saunders. They spoke to a couple more who agreed to meet with them but could not do so today. 
 
    Felicia and Robyn, two more women who were Vikings cheerleaders with Diana, said the same thing about Diana that Hope Slade had to say, but had nothing else of substance to add. It sounded like both knew Parker better then Hope did and both agreed that it was possible he could have done it. Robyn made the point that a divorce would have cost Parker a lot of money. 
 
      
 
    Later that day, early evening, the two detectives were back at the Homicide Division to share notes. By now Owen Jefferson had gone home, but he left the warrant and supporting affidavit on Marcie’s desk. Along with them was a note that he had spoken to a tech supervisor at Verizon. Verizon was Parker’s service provider. The supervisor assured Owen they would have Parker’s phone tracked later that same evening. 
 
    Marcie showed the note to Byron who read it and said, “This is bull. They can track a phone almost immediately. Check your email.” 
 
    Marcie called up her email and saw one from Verizon. She opened it and said, “This is it.” 
 
    What they received was a series of red dots superimposed over a map of Minneapolis. A number of the dots also had a time next to it to indicate the time it was when the phone was at that specific location. 
 
    For the next ten minutes or so, the two of them individually followed the route and times the phone traveled. Byron Watkins finished first then waited for Marcie to see it. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she quietly said. “What the hell?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Finish it,” Byron said. 
 
    A couple of minutes later, Byron heard Marcie gasp and then swiveled her chair toward Byron. 
 
    “He did it,” she quietly said. “This is a map of where he went. He was at the idiot boy-toy’s apartment at precisely the time of the murder.” 
 
    “And then he took a circuitous route back to the Convention Center,” Byron said wheeling his chair to Marcie’s desk. He pointed at her map, traced the route, and continued. 
 
    “He got back downtown, right here at Second Avenue and Twelfth Street…” 
 
    “The Convention Center,” Marcie said. 
 
    “…at eleven-twenty-two. He stayed there until twelve-fifty-four and…” Byron finished then looked at Marcie. 
 
    She traced his route using a finger on the map then said, “Back home arriving at precisely one-twenty-five.” 
 
    The two of them looked at each other for several seconds. Then Marcie smiled and said, “He did it. We got him.” 
 
    They slapped hands then Marcie picked up her phone to dial Owen Jefferson. 
 
    Jefferson listened while Marcie explained what they had. 
 
    “Call over to the county attorney and get them rolling on both search and arrest warrants right now. We’re gonna take him tonight,” Jefferson told her. 
 
    Jefferson then whispered into the phone, “The in-laws are still here. I’ll be downtown in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “I’ll have Byron call Shorewood and have them standing by to serve it. Want to wait until three A.M.?” 
 
    “No, it’s too cold. We’ll go get him right away,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “Those three A.M. arrests are always fun. Drag them out of bed, throw the cuffs on them and…” 
 
    “It’s too cold. Get moving.” 
 
      
 
    Marcie called the county attorney’s office and got a young lawyer. He was new, but not so new that he did not know what to do. It took almost an hour to prepare a supporting affidavit with the factual basis for the warrants and get it signed. The lawyer brought it to the detectives personally hoping he would get noticed for his efficiency. 
 
    “Did you call Steve Gondeck?” Jefferson asked the lawyer.  
 
    “Um, no, I didn’t think…” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll do it. You did good. Thanks.” 
 
    Jefferson called Gondeck at home and filled him in. 
 
    “We’re leaving now to go pick him up. We asked Shorewood to drive by. They called and said the home was lit up. Looks like he’s there. 
 
    “Should we call his lawyer?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “Why? Why would you do that?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “It’s your old buddy, Kadella,” Jefferson answered. 
 
    “Now for sure don’t call him. But I want a taped reading of his rights. And don’t ask him anything. Read him his rights at his house. If he says anything, write it down. Then do it again on video.” 
 
    “You got it,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “Kadella’s his lawyer, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah. He was with him when the husband identified the body,” Jefferson replied. 
 
    “This sounds like a slam dunk. I think I’ll take this one myself. I’ll see if Jennifer wants to second chair. You got guys to do the search?” 
 
    “I called in four bulldogs. They won’t miss anything.” 
 
    “Good. Be sure to bring in the knife set.” 
 
    “Steve, I’ve done this before,” an annoyed Jefferson said. 
 
    “Sorry, Owen. Tell your guys, good work.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost midnight by the time the cops arrived at Parker’s home. Unfortunately for Marcie’s amusement purposes, Parker had not yet gone to bed. When he saw the headlights of the cars in his driveway, he knew immediately what was happening. He froze for a moment trying to decide if he should call Kadella. Then he heard the insistent ringing of the bell and figured it could wait. 
 
      
 
    “Are you Parker Crane?” a uniformed officer of the Shorewood police asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he quietly replied. 
 
    “We have representatives of the Minneapolis police here to serve you with a search warrant and an arrest warrant on suspicion of murder for the death of Diana Crane.” 
 
    “Come in, please. It’s freezing out there,” Parker said. 
 
    Marcie officially served both warrants. The four members of the search team spread out while she did this. 
 
    Byron started putting handcuffs on him then Jefferson said, “Hold on with that.” 
 
    Jefferson opened the closet by the front door and found a warm winter coat. He checked the pockets, found nothing in them, then held it for Parker to slip into. 
 
    “Now cuff him,” Jefferson said. “Marcie, read Mr. Crane his rights, please.” 
 
    While Marcie did this, one of the search team members came out of the kitchen carrying a block with knives in it. 
 
    “Is this it, Lieutenant?” he asked. 
 
    Jefferson saw it and said, “No.” Then to Parker, he asked, “What happened to the set of knives that you had yesterday?” 
 
    “I, ah, was at Target and got a new set. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Are they in the trash?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but the trash was picked up around four-thirty. Why?” 
 
    “They’re gone,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “I guess so, yes. Along with some other stuff I threw out. I want to call my lawyer.” 
 
    Jefferson looked at Marcie and, quite annoyed, said, “Get him out of here. Take him downtown.” 
 
    “I want to call my lawyer,” Parker repeated. 
 
    “When we get downtown,” Marcie said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc Kadella looked at his watch for the third time in the past half-hour. He was waiting in a private conference room––a rare privilege––for his client. It was now after 10:30 A.M. He had arrived at the downtown jail before 9:30, requested to see Parker and was still cooling his heels. Some of the sheriff’s deputies were conscientious and diligent. Others seemed to have the attitude that the Constitution’s right to counsel was, at best, a suggestion. 
 
    He was already late for a meeting with Steve Gondeck in Steve’s office. Marc wanted to get the ball rolling by having Parker’s first appearance today. According to Gondeck, Parker was charged with second degree murder. His case was going to be presented to a grand jury on Thursday, the day after tomorrow. 
 
    Marc looked up through the window in the door and saw a deputy leading Parker toward the room. The deputy unlocked the door and opened it for Parker. His hands were shackled to his waist and his ankles were chained together. When the guard made no move to at least free Parker’s hands, Marc did. 
 
    “Take those off of him, please,” he politely asked. 
 
    The deputy looked to be pushing sixty and had never missed a meal. With an indifferent look he said, “I don’t work for you, lawyer.” 
 
    “You worried he’s gonna run off? I can see why. If he got a step ahead of you walking you wouldn’t be able to catch him,” Marc said. 
 
    “It’s okay, Marc,” Parker said. 
 
    “No, it isn’t,” Marc replied. “He can take off the handcuffs. He’s just being an asshole,” Marc said. 
 
    By now Marc could just about see the steam coming out of the guard’s ears. With his mouth clamped shut, the deputy stepped forward and unlocked the waist shackle. While he did it, he was staring a hole in Marc’s forehead. Marc had all he could do to not laugh. 
 
    “Thank you,” Marc politely said. 
 
    “You got twenty minutes,” the deputy said still trying to protect his power. 
 
    “The Constitution says I have as long as I want,” Marc replied. “You should read it some time.” 
 
    The deputy left and Parker said, “Why did you do that? I’m stuck with this guy and he’s a major prick.” 
 
    As they shook hands, Marc said, “I’ll have a little chat with him. I’ve run into him before. He’s a lot of talk, like most bullies. 
 
    “So, how are you doing?” 
 
    “Scared shitless,” Parker replied. 
 
    “Did you get any sleep last night?” 
 
    “A couple of hours. There are some very bad people in here,” Parker whispered as if he did not want any of them to hear him. 
 
    “Yeah,” Marc agreed. “It’s a jail. Believe it or not, the cops aren’t raiding churches or randomly picking up people off the street just for something to do. 
 
    “Listen, I’m gonna go see the head guy at the county attorney’s office. A guy named Steve Gondeck.” 
 
    “You know him?” 
 
    “Yeah, I know Steve. He’s a hard ass but he’s honest and not a crusader. Anyway, I’ll get some information from him and see if we can’t get you before a judge this afternoon.” 
 
    “What about bail?” 
 
    “That’s what I’ll try to get. Likely the prosecution will argue for remand, for no bail, but we’ll see,” Marc said. 
 
    “Call Chris Jayden at my office. He’s a good friend. He can get whatever bail money we need.” 
 
    Parker told Marc the phone number and Marc said, “Okay. I’ll do that as soon as I leave here.” 
 
    Marc looked at his watch and said, “I gotta go. If I can get you before a judge, I’ll let you know. One way or another I’ll come back and see you.” 
 
    Marc called for a guard and the same one came back. While he replaced the waist shackles, Marc had another word for him. 
 
    “If I find out you retaliated against my client or mistreat him in any way, I’ll have you before a judge to explain yourself. And I’ll pick the judge. When I come back, I don’t want to wait an hour to see him.” 
 
    “We’re busy, what can I tell you,” the deputy said. 
 
    “I don’t know if you remember me, Carl,” Marc said. “But I have had problems with you before. As has every defense lawyer I know. If you want to see your pension, you should probably knock the chip off your shoulder and do your job, like a professional. 
 
    “I’ll be back,” Marc told Parker as the deputy led him away. 
 
      
 
    Marc stepped off the elevator on the twentieth floor of the government center. He had called Chris Jayden who had seen the local morning news reports about the arrest. Marc took a few minutes to explain what he needed. Jayden assured him he would come up with bail money. Depending on how much, it might take a day or two. 
 
      
 
    Marc took a seat in the reception area while Steve Gondeck was summoned. After almost fifteen minutes a secure door to the interior opened and a woman came through it. 
 
    “Hey, Jennifer,” Marc said standing to greet her. “Is his majesty too high up the food chain to fetch me himself?” 
 
    They shook hands and she replied, “He doesn’t want to be seen in public with a defense lawyer.” 
 
    Jennifer Moore was a seasoned and capable trial lawyer herself. Marc had known her for several years. They got along well but the gloves came off inside a courtroom. 
 
    “Next time I’ll bring Maddy,” Marc said as they walked along. 
 
    “Let me know. I don’t want Steve to run me over on his way out to get you. How is she?” 
 
    “Good. She’s in Chicago for a few days. Her dad’s been fighting cancer, but he’s in remission. So, we’re optimistic.” 
 
    “That’s good news,” Jennifer said. 
 
    They reached their destination and Jennifer rapped on the door and went in. Gondeck was at his desk and put on a show of looking past Marc. 
 
    “She’s in Chicago, Steve,” Marc said. 
 
    “Imagine my disappointment because you’re alone. Well, please come in. Have a seat. What can I do for you?” Gondeck pleasantly asked. 
 
    “Why is he being so nice?” Marc asked Jennifer. “Did his wife finally wake up to realize what she did and left him?” 
 
    “You trying to cheer me up?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “You two are disgusting,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “It’s a guy thing,” Marc said. “If she ever did leave, he’d be lost.” 
 
    “I have your guy scheduled for one o’clock in front of Judge Forrest,” Gondeck said. “Do you know her?” 
 
    “No. She’s new, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Yeah, two months. She’ll handle the first appearance. I don’t know who it’s been assigned to. Jennifer is going to handle it today. She and I are going to try it.” 
 
    “Wow! I’m flattered,” Marc said. “You must be expecting some media coverage. When are you running for the big office?” 
 
    “Sssh,” Gondeck said looking around. “She has the place bugged. Actually, I’m not sure I want the job. Too much politics. Felicia’s getting good at it. She’s done a good job. Morale has never been better.” 
 
    “I want copies of the warrants and supporting documents,” Marc said. 
 
    “Your client…” Gondeck started to say. 
 
    “My client got copies of the warrants but not the affidavits. I want to know what they were based on,” Marc said. 
 
    “I have the file in my office,” Jennifer said. “I’ll get them when we’re done here.” 
 
    “We’re asking for remand,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Why? He has no record, he’s not a threat to anyone and not a flight risk,” Marc said. 
 
    “Fourteen stab wounds say he’s a psycho killer, a threat to everyone. And he has the means to flee,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Marc looked at the clock behind Gondeck’s desk and said, “If we need to be back in court at one, I need to grab a bite to eat.” 
 
    He stood up and said, “Jennifer, if you would…” 
 
    “Let’s go,” she answered. 
 
      
 
    After the preliminaries of the hearing, making sure Parker understood his rights and the charges, Judge Forrest took the not guilty plea. She then brought up the issue of bail. 
 
    “We have a solid case, your Honor,” Jennifer said. “We have motive, means and opportunity. The knife found in the victim’s chest is identical to a set of knives the defendant conveniently threw out, but not before a police officer was able to get photos of them. We have a timeline and map of his cell phone travels on the night of the murder. He…” 
 
    “It,” Marc said. “It looks like the cell phone may have been at the crime scene. That doesn’t prove my client was there.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me, let me guess,” Jennifer said. “The victim’s husband’s cell phone was lost and whoever happened to find it was the one at the crime scene.” 
 
    “Knock off the sarcasm, Ms. Moore,” Judge Forrest said. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
     Marc said, “Have you found the phone?” 
 
    “We’re not trying the case, now,” the judge reminded them. “We have a bail motion. Mr. Kadella, address the issue of bail and only bail.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. My client has no criminal record...” 
 
    “Not true,” Jennifer interrupted. 
 
    “Okay, a minor in possession of alcohol and a controlled substance––a joint of marijuana––when he was in college over twenty years ago. 
 
    “He has deep ties to the community, is not a danger to anyone and why would he flee? This case is paper thin. Minimal bail,” Marc said. 
 
    “One million dollars,” Judge Forrest said while looking at Jennifer and before she could say anything the judge added, “And home monitoring with an ankle bracelet and he surrenders his passport.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Marc said. “The ankle bracelet is an unnecessary burden on my client’s ability to participate in his defense. That means I will have to spend an inordinate amount of time driving back and forth to his home…” 
 
    “Such is life, charge him for mileage. My order stands. You’ll both be notified when a judge is appointed. Probably tomorrow. 
 
    “Anything else? No? Good, we’re adjourned.” 
 
    As she stood to leave, Marc stepped up to the bench and quietly said, “You did good, Judge. You’re getting pretty comfortable up there.” 
 
    She leaned down and whispered, “Thanks. Yeah, I think I’m gonna like it.” 
 
    “Flirting with the judge,” Jennifer said as the two of them walked back to their tables. 
 
    “Who, me?” Marc said feigning shock. “Besides, never hurts to get on their good side right away.” 
 
    He turned back and said to the deputy leading Parker away and said, “Deputy, give me one minute, please.” 
 
    He met Chris Jayden at the railing and Chris said, “I’ll have it tomorrow. Probably early afternoon.” 
 
    “Okay, do your best.” 
 
    Marc gave Parker this news and again admonished him to speak to no one about his case. 
 
      
 
    “Philo Anson, what a pleasant surprise,” Marc said to a reporter in the hall. 
 
    “Give me a quote,” Philo said. 
 
    “When are you moving to the big time in New York?” Marc asked. 
 
    “That’s not a quote. Besides, every newspaper and media source in the country is laying off.” 
 
    “Well, practice bobbing your head up and down. That should give you a shot at MSNBC or CNN,” Marc said. 
 
    “I can read,” Philo said. “I think that alone disqualifies me for both.”  
 
    “Should you say that out loud in public?” Marc asked. 
 
    “A quote,” Philo said again. 
 
    “Okay, you ready? My client is innocent, and we look forward to proving it in court. Did you get it?” 
 
    “Wow, that was original, except most lawyers say that and then the jury comes back in ten minutes with a guilty verdict. That the best you can do? How’s Maddy? Are you two still engaged?” 
 
    “She’s okay except you wouldn’t recognize her. She discovered the joy of pasta, ice cream and baked goods right after we became engaged. She’s put on almost fifty pounds,” Marc said. 
 
    “Don’t even joke about that. I’ll have nightmares,” Philo said. 
 
    “I’ll tell her you said hello. See ya’, Philo.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc was at his desk working on a motion to suppress evidence on a hit and run case he had. The son of an executive with 3M, Tony Carvelli’s corporate clients, a PI friend, was the defendant. The nineteen-year-old kid had hit a Lance Armstrong wannabe on his twelve-thousand-dollar bike. Scared, the young man took off. According to Marc’s client, David Randall, “Lance”, without looking, cut in front of him and David could not stop in time. The bike was destroyed, which made Marc smile and “Lance” suffered several broken bones, which made Marc smile even more. 
 
    A witness had given the cops the first three numbers of the license plate. Unfortunately, David was driving a ‘68 Corvette which the witness, a seventy-two-year-old man, knew instantly. Mostly because he had once owned one. 
 
    The cops tracked down the car––a gift from Dad for David’s graduation from high school––found paint and scratches from the bike on it and arrested him. Marc was putting together a motion to suppress the evidence from the car, the paint, and scrapes, claiming they could have come from anything. Unfortunately, the kid was probably toast. 
 
      
 
    “What are you working on?” Marc heard Connie Mickelson, his landlord, officemate, and good friend ask. Connie was a loveable sixty-something “real feminist” she liked to say, who earned what she had. She also liked to joke about her numerous “successful marriages” and Jewish Princess background which wasn’t really true. 
 
    “Come on in, pull up a chair, open a window, smoke a cigarette,” Marc sarcastically said. 
 
    “Hey! Good idea. Thanks, I will,” Connie replied. 
 
    “You know how cold it is out there?” 
 
    “Sure, that’s why I don’t want to open a window in my office,” Connie replied pushing open the window behind Marc’s desk. 
 
    “What are you working on?” Connie asked again lighting her cigarette. 
 
    “A motion to suppress on my hit and run bike rider case,” Marc replied. 
 
    “The kid should get a reward just for destroying a twelve-thousand-dollar bicycle. What kind of anal moron spends twelve grand on a bike? Besides, who hasn’t wanted to run over any number of those dipshits out there in their fluorescent tights. They are all such arrogant pricks, too. ‘Look out for me because I’m too cool to look out for myself,’ They all have that attitude. What kind of a dickhead is out riding a bike in Minnesota in December? Serves him right.” 
 
    “So, I take it you’re not a big fan of bike riders,” Marc said. 
 
    “The ones who are on sidewalks, bike paths or stay by the curb, fine. It’s these idiots out in traffic. They think they have the right to be out there when they don’t,” Connie said. “If you can’t keep up with traffic, it’s actually illegal for them to be out there. We should put a bounty on them. Twenty bucks each.” 
 
    “And who owns a twelve-thousand-dollar bicycle?” Marc asked. “The insurance company is fighting the claim. I talked to the adjuster yesterday. The witness says the accident was the bike rider’s fault. The insurance company will probably win. There was a witness who agreed the bike rider cut in front of my client.” 
 
    “They’ll pay twelve grand just to make it go away,” Connie said. 
 
    “He’s suing for a million bucks. The car and insurance are in dad’s name. Lance is suing for his injuries.” 
 
    “His name is Lance? That’s another reason to run his ass over,” Connie said. 
 
    “No, his name is Vaughn,” Marc answered with. 
 
    “Vaughn? That’s even worse. That alone makes him an asshole,” Connie said. 
 
    Laughing, Marc said, “Stop it. I have to take this seriously.” 
 
    “Marc, there’s a collect call from the jail. It’s Parker Crane,” they heard Carolyn yell through the open door. 
 
    “Accept it and put him through,” Marc yelled back. 
 
    Connie closed the window, put the client chair back and closed Marc’s door as she left. 
 
    “Yes, Parker,” Marc said without saying hello. “No, I haven’t heard from Chris yet today,” he continued before Parker asked. 
 
    “Tell that sonofabitch to put his house up if he has to, but get me out of here,” Parker said. 
 
    “Is there any equity in your place?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Not much,” Parker admitted. “Not enough to cover a million-dollar bail. Chris can get it.” 
 
    “He said today, for sure,” Marc said. “I have a question. When the cops came to your house the Sunday morning after Diana was, well, killed, did you tell them where you were the night before? The night it happened?” 
 
    “Of course. In fact, I encouraged them to check it out. Why?” 
 
    “Because they didn’t mention that in their supportive affidavits for the warrant to get your cell phone tracking, or the search and arrest warrants,” Marc said. 
 
    “Is that good for us?” Parker hopefully asked. 
 
    “Maybe. Don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
    There was a knock on Marc’s door and Kellie Johnson, the office’s law clerk opened it. 
 
    “Yes, Kellie?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Sorry. There’s a Chris Jayden on line two. Carolyn said…” 
 
    “I’ll take it. Thanks, Kellie. 
 
    “Chris is calling,” Marc told Parker. “I’ll put you on hold.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Chris. What’s the news?” 
 
    “I have the money in a cashier’s check. Who do I fill it out to?” Chris asked. 
 
    “Don’t do anything. Bring it and I’ll meet you downtown. Twenty minutes? Second floor of the government center.” 
 
    “See you then.” 
 
    Marc went back to Parker and told him what Chris had said.  
 
      
 
    It took almost two hours for Parker to get released. After Marc and Chris Jayden paid the clerk of court the bail money, Chris left, and Mark went to wait for Parker. Again, today was another one of those weather days on which the people were thankful for tunnels and skyways. Even the streets looked frozen and there were very few pedestrians outside. 
 
    Marc found a bench near the door where Parker would be released. He worked on his hit and run suppression motion, as futile as he knew that was. When he finished it, he went over the documents he had for Parker. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me why it might be important that I told the cops where I was,” Parker said. 
 
    The two of them were walking through the tunnel under Fifth Street back to the government center. Marc’s car was parked in the underground parking ramp of that building. 
 
    “I don’t know that it is,” Marc said. “But I’m going to request a hearing on the validity of the search warrant for your phone tracking record. It’s called a Franks hearing. I’m going to argue that the cops withheld a material piece of information from the judge. The information being that you had provided them with an alibi. They should have included it in the application for the warrant.” 
 
    “What happens if the judge agrees with you?” Parker asked. 
 
    “Well, best case, they did not have grounds for that warrant and because of that, they did not have grounds for the arrest warrant and the warrant to search your house. Which means any evidence they obtained is out,” Marc said. 
 
    Parker, abruptly stopped, grabbed Marc’s arms, and excitedly said, “Then I’m done?” 
 
    “No, not necessarily. The cops can still look for evidence. They can still investigate. And, if they can prove they would have been able to get the warrant by independent means, the evidence could be back in. So, don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
    They started walking again while Marc continued. “The judge could decide that even if the cops had told the signing judge about the alibi, she would have issued the warrant anyway. Probable cause isn’t as hard to get as people might think. The photos of the knife used to murder Diana and the photo of the knives in your kitchen would have satisfied most judges.” 
 
    “Shit,” Parker quietly said. 
 
    “The idea that judges let murderers…” 
 
    “I’m not,” Parker almost yelled. 
 
    “I know. Let me finish. The idea that judges let defendants walk away over any trivial mistake the cops might make is nonsense. It just isn’t so. The mistake has to be legally significant. You’ll see.” 
 
    The rest of the way to Marc’s car passed in silence between them. It was not until Marc exited the ramp and they were back on the street that he broke the silence. 
 
    “I’m afraid to ask this question, but I have to. Why did you throw out the set of knives you had?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I really don’t. That day, Sunday, after they told me what happened to Diana, I was in a fog. I tried to find things to do to keep busy, keep my mind occupied. I went around the house trying to keep busy and threw out a bunch of stuff. The toaster, pots and pans dumb stuff like that. 
 
    “I went to the grocery store and wandered around the place. I spent over two-hundred dollars on things I’ll never eat. I went to Target and spent three hundred dollars on household things. Bath towels, enough laundry soap, shampoo, conditioner, razor blades, shaving cream and personal stuff to last a year. 
 
    “Marc, I bought ten bath towels and matching hand towels and wash cloths. We don’t have room in the bathroom closet for all of it. 
 
    “A new toaster, a couple of frying pans and a new set of knives. I don’t know why. Just for something to do.” 
 
    “Do you still have the receipts? The one from Target and the grocery store?” 
 
    “Hy-Vee. Yeah, I think so. Of course, I can’t be sure. I’ll see when I get home.” 
 
      
 
    They arrived at Parker’s home and while Marc waited in the kitchen, Parker looked for the receipts. He was in the cold, attached garage going through the trash. 
 
    “Got ‘em,” Marc heard him yell after a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    “You think this will help?” Parker asked while Marc looked over the receipts. 
 
    “If we need to back up your story, yes, these will help. For a suppression hearing I may get by just attaching it to an affidavit, but you may have to be on the witness stand…” 
 
    “I’m going to testify. I’m going to tell a jury I’m innocent,” Parker insistently said. 
 
    “We’ll see,” Marc replied. 
 
    “I mean it!” 
 
    “We’ll see,” Marc repeated. “Look if you’re not going to listen to me, if you’re not going to take my advice, then get yourself another lawyer. But any good one will tell you the same thing. We’ll see. Are you with me?” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Parker quietly replied. 
 
    “Now, sit down, we have to talk about money,” Marc said. “Sit down.” 
 
    Parker took one of the stools at the breakfast island, smiled and said, “You mean, you’re not gonna do this gratis for an old friend?” 
 
    “Sorry. It’s not me. It’s Maddy. She insists I get paid. Besides, because you are an old friend, I probably shouldn’t be doing this at all.” 
 
    With that, Marc slid a two-page document entitled Retainer Agreement across the marble topped island to Parker and handed him a pen. 
 
    Parker started reading the retainer then almost shouted. “Thirty-thousand dollars! At three-hundred bucks an hour! What happened to the friend’s discount? What the hell…” 
 
    “That is the friend’s discount. It’s raining hard, Parker. A frickin’ hurricane,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right. You think that will cover it?” 
 
    “Read on,” Marc said. 
 
    A moment later Parker said, “Three thousand dollars a day if it goes to trial?” 
 
    “That’s a discount. Trust me, I’ll put more than ten hours into it each day during the trial.” 
 
    “I’m beginning to see why people like lawyers so much,” Parker said while signing. 
 
    “Is the thirty-grand going to do it?” Parker said. 
 
    “If you want me to arrange a plea, yes. Otherwise, not even close,” Marc said. 
 
    “No plea, I didn’t do it.” 
 
    “I have to ask,” Marc said after placing the retainer in his briefcase. “Why was your cell phone tracked to the scene of the murder at the time of the murder?” 
 
    “What?” Parker asked with a genuinely puzzled look on his face. “I thought I told you, my cell phone was stolen that night. I called Verizon the next day, that same Sunday the cops came. I asked Verizon if they could track it. They tried while I was on the phone. They told me they couldn’t find it. The battery must have been pulled. They weren’t getting any signal.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you say something while we were in court?” Marc asked. 
 
    “You told me not to say anything. You made it very clear. ‘Don’t say a word unless you’re asked a specific question.’ Remember? So, I did what you told me. 
 
    “I heard you talking about it and I wondered what it was about. I meant to ask then I forgot about it. Jail can do that to you.” 
 
    Marc took a deep breath, leaned forward on the breakfast island, and quietly said, “Okay, tell me about the phone.” 
 
    “I had it in my overcoat, the inside pocket, when I went to the party. I hung up my coat on a coat rack along the wall with all the others. I didn’t notice it until I got home, but it was gone. Somebody stole it.” 
 
    Marc reached into his briefcase and pulled out a seven-page document. He quickly went to the last page and looked at the last typed entry. 
 
    He looked up at Parker and said, “This is a written report, item-by-item of Verizon’s tracking of your cell phone that night. If you didn’t have the phone with you when you got home, explain to me why your phone was at your house when you got home, according to Verizon.” 
 
    “I, ah, I don’t know. I swear, I didn’t have it. Show me what it says,” Parker replied. 
 
    Marc laid the document on the countertop and pointed at the last entry. 
 
    “Right here,” Marc said pointing with a finger. 
 
    Parker read it then said, “Marc, this says the phone got there at 1:25. I absolutely remember getting home at 1:10. I looked right at the kitchen clock when I went in from the garage. That one, right there,” he said pointing at the kitchen clock. “I always do. You can’t miss it. I swear, it was 1:10.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can see that,” Marc quietly agreed. “You come in from the garage and there it is.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc paced back and forth in front of the airport doors at the United Airlines sign. He looked at his watch for the fourth or fifth time, checked his phone and continued pacing. This week’s Polar Vortex was moving off and temperatures were in the low, positive double digits. It actually felt good to be outdoors. 
 
    Marc watched the people coming and going with a smug sense of satisfaction. He could tell the natives from those fleeing. The natives were calm, unhurried, and not overdressed. Those fleeing were the ones scrambling to get inside the terminal. 
 
    While Marc watched a small group of hard-core smokers getting one last fix, he heard a familiar voice from behind. 
 
    “Hey sailor, looking for a good time?” 
 
    “How much?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Everything you have,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “That’s what I’m afraid of,” Marc said. 
 
    While the male heads turned to check out Maddy, they hugged, kissed and in unison said, “I missed you.” 
 
    Marc looked at Maddy’s small suitcase and asked, “How do you get enough clothes in there to last six days?” 
 
    “My mom has a washer and dryer. And, if I throw my stuff in with everyone else’s, she’ll wash them for me. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    As they crossed the street to go into the parking ramp. Marc asked, “How’s your dad?” 
 
    “He’s doing pretty good. We’re hopeful.” 
 
    “He’s too young,” Marc said. 
 
    “They’re all mad at you for not coming,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t go there, please. Next time.” 
 
    “They were just disappointed. I finally have a boyfriend my dad approves of,” Maddy replied.  
 
    “The ex-cop approves of a lawyer?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yeah, do you believe that?” 
 
      
 
    Marc paid the parking ticket, then pulled out into traffic for the trip to his office. 
 
    Maddy said, “So, tell me about the Cranes. Did he do it? She was at her boyfriend’s and he caught her. TV movie of the week,” Maddy said almost gleefully. 
 
    Marc looked at her, smiled and said, “You like this kind of stuff, don’t you? Infidelity and murder.” 
 
    “I do,” Maddy agreed. “It’s juicy.” 
 
    “Juicy? You should be ashamed of yourself,” Marc said. 
 
    “I am, terribly. So, tell me.” 
 
      
 
    When Marc finished bringing her up to date, Maddy asked, “What do you think? Did he?” 
 
    “I don’t know. They have a pretty good circumstantial case. He insists he’s innocent.” 
 
    “He conveniently had his phone stolen by someone who went to his wife’s boyfriend’s apartment. Then this unknown stranger waited for her in a cold parking garage, then jumped her and stabbed her to death,” Maddy said. 
 
    “With a knife that matches the set Parker threw out, but not before Owen Jefferson took pictures of it,” Marc added. 
 
    “Also, conveniently. What’s your defense?” 
 
    “SODDI,” Marc answered. 
 
    “This time you’re gonna have to come up with a plausible some other dude who did it for the jury,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Yeah, I know. But the good news is that’s gonna be your job,” Marc said. 
 
    “I figured that.” 
 
    “When’s Tony getting back?” Marc asked referring to a PI friend of theirs. 
 
    “I talked to Paxton yesterday. They’re having a ball. Winter vacation in Cancun with a luxury condo thrown in for free. They’re in no hurry.” 
 
    “Did you remind her how old he is, and she needs to go easy on him?” 
 
    “Not my problem,” Maddy replied. 
 
      
 
    The two of them were climbing the backstairs to Marc’s office with Marc one stair ahead. 
 
    “You know something?” Maddy asked. “You really do have a nice butt.” 
 
    “So many women, so little time,” Marc said. “Owww!” he added after she slapped him hard on his nice butt. “That’s all women think about. You treat us like a piece of meat.” 
 
    “You should live so long,” Maddy replied as she walked through the doorway. 
 
    “Hey! You’re back,” Carolyn practically yelled. Carolyn was standing at the copy machine and started toward them, arms extended. 
 
    By now everyone in the office was calling out greetings. 
 
    “Yes, I made it,” Marc exclaimed. “Thanks for the greeting.” 
 
    “Not you, dummy,” Carolyn said. “Get out of the way.” 
 
    For the next few minutes, as usual, Maddy was the center of attention. Of course, everyone wanted to know how her dad was doing. Connie Mickelson came out into the common area to join in. 
 
    “Marc,” he heard one of them say, “I have a message for you from Steve Gondeck.” It was Kellie, the law clerk. She then sympathetically added, “I’m glad you made it back,” while smiling when she spoke. 
 
    “Thanks, Kellie. At least someone appreciates me,” Marc said. 
 
    “I didn’t say that,” Kellie added and laughed. 
 
    “The others have already poisoned you, haven’t they?” Marc asked. 
 
    While Marc was reading the message from Gondeck, Sandy Compton, another assistant brought him another phone message. 
 
    Marc quickly read that one and said to no one in particular, “So he emailed the list.” 
 
    Maddy walked up to him, saw the pink message slips, and asked, “What?” referring to them. 
 
    “Gondeck says they’re gonna empanel a new grand jury next week and present Parker then. 
 
    “This one is from Parker with some names for you to run down. Come on in.” 
 
      
 
    Marc, in his office with Maddy, read the email from Parker and said, “Two names. That’s all he could come up with. Two women friends of Diana’s. 
 
    “Write this down. Hope Slade and Paige Kolstad. Hope is a realtor for Edina Realty in Woodbury. Paige Kolstad is executive vice president of Forever Young Spas. They’re a… 
 
    “…high end everything for women with money. I know,” Maddy said. “If I ever catch me a rich one, I’m gonna join.” 
 
    “Good luck with that,” Marc said. 
 
    “Why are they taking Parker’s case to the grand jury?” 
 
    “They want an indictment for first-degree murder. They’ll get it, too.” 
 
    “Can you argue heat of passion? His wife was cheating,” Maddy asked. 
 
    “We’re going with some other dude did it, remember? Tough to argue my client didn’t do it, but if you think he did, how about heat of passion? That probably won’t fly,” Marc said. “Although we can get in some evidence for a jury to come up with that on their own and convict of a lesser offense. If Gondeck charges one.”  
 
    “Yeah, but it’s a strong circumstantial case. Do you believe his phone was conveniently stolen by the other dude who did it? And then drove to his house…” 
 
    “After Parker insists he got there,” Marc reminded her. 
 
    Marc folded his hands, leaned forward with his forearms on his desk and looked at Maddy. 
 
    “Hi,” he said looking in her eyes and smiling. “I’m glad you’re back. Including the obvious reasons, I like having you available to talk to about cases we have. You’re becoming a pretty good Devil’s Advocate.” 
 
    “Cynical ex-cop. And I’ve been hanging around Carvelli and that bunch of reprobate friends of his too much,” she replied. 
 
    “That’s for sure,” Marc said. 
 
    Marc turned to his desktop and typed in a search. It came up quickly then Marc said, “Only one Edina Realty in Woodbury. Address and phone,” he added writing them down then told her, “You might as well get started.” 
 
    “Should I take your SUV?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. You don’t have a car here.” 
 
    Marc looked at his watch and said, “Let’s get a bite then we’ll go pick up your car.” 
 
    “How about a nooner?” Maddy said with a sly look on her face. 
 
    “Deal,” Marc said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc and his client, Parker Crane, got off the parking garage elevator on the second floor. Marc had received the grand jury indictment the day before. One count each of first and second-degree murder. The prosecution was going for Parker’s throat. 
 
    It was almost 2:00 P.M. January 16th, and they were back in court for the first appearance on the new charge, additional bail arguments and some scheduling of procedural requirements. 
 
      
 
    “Is this the judge who will handle the trial?” Parker asked after they passed through security.  
 
    “Yeah, she is,” Marc said. 
 
    “A woman? Is that good or bad?” 
 
    “Very bad,” Marc said. “I never met a female judge who wasn’t a man-hating lesbian who wanted to neuter every man that appeared in her court.” 
 
    “What!” Parker almost yelled while grabbing Marc’s arm. “We gotta get rid…” 
 
    “I’m kidding,” Marc said. 
 
    The elevator came and as they rode up in the otherwise empty car, Marc said, “Evelyn Wilson. I’d guess late fifties. Been on the bench for at least ten or twelve years. Married and has kids and grandkids. I met her and her husband at a social event. Nice couple.” 
 
    “Is she fair?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d say so. Fair, tough and does not take fools gladly. She’s also African American, if that matters. I had a case with her once. She runs a tight courtroom but also lets the lawyers try their case. She’ll be fine. We could’ve done better; we could’ve done a lot worse.” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Crane,” Judge Wilson said looking down at Parker over the tops of her reading glasses, “have you received a copy of the indictment?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Parker said. 
 
    “Waive reading, your Honor,” Marc quickly added. 
 
    “Very well. Have you had opportunity to discuss the charges with your lawyer, Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “I have, your Honor,” Parker answered. 
 
    “And do you understand your Constitutional rights? Mr. Kadella has explained them?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Parker replied. 
 
    “And how do you plead to the charges contained in the grand jury’s indictment?” 
 
    “Not guilty, your Honor.” 
 
    “Bail?” Wilson asked looking at Jennifer Moore representing the prosecution. 
 
    “Remand, your Honor. This is a classic lying in wait, premeditated, brutal murder on a helpless victim as she was trapped in her car. She was stabbed fourteen times…” 
 
    “Save it for trial, counsel.” 
 
    “My point is, we have a very strong circumstantial case. Clearly the defendant is a threat to society and has the means to flee.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “He has already posted a million-dollar cash bail. He maintains his innocence and has made no effort to flee while he has been at his home. More bail is unnecessary, and remand is not necessary either.” 
 
    “I agree,” the judge said. “We’ll leave bail as is. 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “An omnibus hearing, your Honor. At which we can also do the Franks hearing I will be requesting,” Marc said. 
 
    “A Franks hearing? On what grounds?” Jennifer quickly asked. 
 
    “That’s my question, Ms. Moore,” Wilson sternly told Jennifer. 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor.” 
 
    “Fair question it is, Mr. Kadella. What are your grounds?” 
 
    “The affidavit for the order to trace Mr. Crane’s cell phone on the night of the crime was flawed. It should not have been issued. And since all of the so-called evidence obtained as a result is tainted, it must be excluded. It is fruit of the poisonous tree and must be suppressed.” 
 
    “What are your specific grounds…” 
 
    “Again, Ms. Moore, my question,” Wilson said. “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “They’ll be specified in my pleadings, your Honor. My client is charged with first degree murder. He didn’t kill his wife. We are going to vigorously fight it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Fair enough,” the judge said. 
 
    Wilson waved at the court reporter to indicate she wanted to go off the record. 
 
    “What’s my calendar look like for the first couple weeks of February?” she asked the clerk sitting next to her. 
 
    “You have a trial scheduled to begin Monday the tenth. There is room the week before.” 
 
    “How long is this going to take?” Wilson quietly asked the lawyers. 
 
    “Probably an hour or two for the hearing itself,” Marc said whispering back at her. No one wanted the crowd of media in the gallery to hear them yet. 
 
    “Witnesses?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Owen Jefferson for sure and maybe Marcie Sterling,” Marc said. 
 
    “I’ll schedule an afternoon. Is that enough?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Should be,” Marc said. 
 
    “Jennifer?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. That should be enough.” 
 
    Wilson looked down at her clerk, Shonda Bale, again who said, “Thursday afternoon, February sixth is wide open. One o’clock?” 
 
    Wilson looked back at the lawyers who were both looking at their phones. 
 
    “I’m good with that, Judge,” Marc said. 
 
    “Me, too,” Jennifer agreed. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go back on the record,” Wilson said. 
 
    For the benefit of the case record, Judge Wilson entered the information, date, and time, into the record. 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “No, your Honor,” both lawyers replied. 
 
      
 
    Because of the other people in the elevator, Parker waited until they were on the second floor to ask a question. 
 
    “What’s a Franks hearing?” he asked while they made their way to the garage elevator. 
 
    “I thought I explained it before. It’s a hearing to see if the information the cops used to get a search warrant is valid. Usually, you try to claim they lied about something or relied on the mythical reliable informant who lied. 
 
    “For us, I’m gonna claim they withheld a material fact that should have been presented to the judge.” 
 
    “What?” Parker asked. 
 
    “That you had a solid alibi. That you were at a party with two hundred people at the time.” 
 
    “That’s a good point,” Parker excitedly said. 
 
    “Down boy,” Marc said. “I doubt it will work.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because all they need is probable cause; something to tie you to Diana’s murder,” Marc said. 
 
    “The knife,” Parker glumly said as Marc pushed the button for the garage elevator. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s probably enough for most judges. Especially just to track your phone. I can see a judge signing off on that because it is not very intrusive. Plus, it could exonerate you,” Marc replied as the elevator arrived and the door opened. 
 
    They rode in silence down to the floor where Marc had parked his Buick SUV. 
 
    “Oh damn,” Parker said as they walked to the car. “I almost forgot.” 
 
    He reached in his overcoat pocket and came out with a key. It had a small chain attached with a tiny, round, brass tag with the number 172 imprinted on it. He held it up for Marc. 
 
    “What is it?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Parker said. “It’s a key for something. Probably a locker, a gym locker I would guess.” 
 
    Marc took it from him as Parker said, “It was hidden in her closet in the toe of a pair of high-heeled dress shoes.” 
 
    “Why were you looking through her shoes?” 
 
    “I was going through all of her things. Might as well get them ready to, I don’t know, do something with her clothes. Goodwill? I…” 
 
    “No, no, don’t do anything with any of it. Go through her stuff but keep it. You found this; you may find other things.” 
 
    “You think it’s important?” Parker asked. 
 
    As Marc was about to open the driver’s door, he said, “I have no idea. But she was obviously hiding something.” 
 
    Marc got in the SUV then started it up while Parker hurried around to the passenger side. Once Parker was buckled up, Marc started to pull out and said, “I’ll give it to Maddy. See if she can run it down.” 
 
    “It’s like looking for the needle in a haystack,” Parker said. 
 
    “Maybe. What gym did she go to?” 
 
    “I know she had a membership at Lifetime,” Parker said. 
 
    “Others?” 
 
    “Maybe, I don’t know. I’ll dig through her stuff and see what I can find. How’s Maddy’s investigation coming?” 
 
    “Not good. She’s been having problems meeting up with Diana’s friends. She thinks the cops got to them and now they don’t want to talk to us. Don’t worry, she’ll get to them. Did Diana have her own computer? A PC or a laptop?” 
 
    “Sure, she had a laptop she used. I never used it. I have my own. Why?” 
 
    “Did the cops take it?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I know they took mine. They asked me about one for her and I lied. Told them she didn’t have one. She has an iPad too. I know she had one. I assumed the laptop was in her bedroom. It wasn’t there. I don’t know where the iPad is.” 
 
    “Maybe in the gym locker,” Marc said. 
 
    “Maybe,” Parker agreed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    ELEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Where are you?” Marc asked Maddy. He was in his car on the way back to his office after taking Parker home. 
 
    “I’m almost at the Woodbury Edina Realty. Why?” 
 
    “You finally got ahold of her and she agreed to meet with you?” 
 
    “This morning,” Maddy said. “She was still reluctant, but I very politely, mildly threatened her with a subpoena. What’s up and why are you talking on the phone while driving. I thought you hated that.” 
 
    “I do, but I needed to talk to you. I have some more for you to do. Come by the office when you get done with, which one is it?” 
 
    “Hope Slade,” Maddy answered. “I’ll see you in a little while. Love you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Love you too,” Marc said. 
 
    After ending the call, Marc thought: Is this it? From now on, every time I talk to her, I have to declare my love for her?  
 
    “The price we pay for regular sex,” he said then quickly added, “and if she heard you say that the word regular would become infrequent.” 
 
      
 
    Maddy found the office building where she was to meet Hope Slade. She parked her car and as she walked toward the door, Maddy looked up at the dark, gray sky and quietly said, “Snow.” 
 
    Unknown to Maddy, Hope was coincidentally leaning back in her chair looking out one of her windows. While she did this, she noticed a tall, slender woman get out of a late model Acura. While she watched, the woman looked up at the sky and said something to herself. 
 
    “I wonder if that’s her?” Hope said. “Interesting.” 
 
    Maddy gave the receptionist her name then took a seat to wait for Hope. After watching Maddy walk toward the building, Hope almost ran through the back hall to get to the women’s restroom. Once there, she spent over five minutes in front of the mirror preparing herself. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” the receptionist said to Maddie, “she’s not answering. I know she’s here. I’ll page her… 
 
    “The receptionist looked to her right and saw Hope approaching from a different direction. 
 
    “Here she comes,” she told Maddy. 
 
    “Hi, are you Maddy Rivers?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, thanks for seeing me.” 
 
    “Come on back. Sorry to keep you waiting.” 
 
    Hope took the chair behind the desk, Maddy took a client chair in front of it. 
 
    “As you know, I’m an investigator working for the lawyer representing Parker Crane. He gave us your name as a friend of Diana’s,” Maddy began. 
 
    “I am. I mean was. I still can’t get used to that,” Hope said. 
 
    “I can only imagine,” Maddy replied. 
 
    For the next fifteen to twenty minutes, Maddy walked Hope through the same basic questions the cops had asked. And she got the same answers. 
 
    “Don’t you get the interviews the police do?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Maybe, if they write up a report that goes in the prosecutions file. Maybe. Even if we do, it’s still a good idea for us to do it, too. 
 
    “You think he did it?” Maddy abruptly asked, mostly to watch Hope’s reaction. 
 
    “Oh, um, wow, I, ah, no I don’t think so or, maybe, I’m….” 
 
    “You do think so, don’t you?” 
 
    Hope stopped, tried to look away, realized she did it then looked at Maddy, her eyes a bit downcast and quickly said, “Yes, the more I think about it the more I believe he did.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s just us girls here. You’re not on a witness stand. I just wanted to get your impression. 
 
    “Let me ask you this: Why? Why do you think he did it?” Maddy asked. 
 
    Hope thought for a moment then said, “Let me be clear. I don’t know Parker’s side of the marriage. All I’ve ever heard was Diana’s.” 
 
    “Okay,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Their marriage was over. A divorce, according to Diana was gonna cost Parker a lot of money. Diana always said money was very important to Parker. To be fair, it was important to Diana also.” 
 
    “I was gonna say, based on what you told me that was true,” Maddy interjected. 
 
    “That’s true, I won’t deny it. But the last year or so, she said they fought a lot. And I hate this,” Hope said. She paused before saying, “And he could get, the best word is physical, with her. I mean, he didn’t beat her up or anything Diana said, but he would push her around, grab her arms. Diana said one time he got so mad at her he grabbed her arms and pushed her down on a couch and held her there. She showed me the bruises on her arms, her biceps.” 
 
    “Did she ever report it?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “No,” Hope said shaking her head. “That’s what I asked, and we told her she should.” 
 
    “Who’s we?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “But she also said the time he grabbed her and pushed her down, she had slapped him across the face, first,” Hope said ignoring Maddy’s question. 
 
    “Who’s we?” Maddy asked again hoping to get more names. 
 
    Hope hesitated for a moment then said, “I hate to give out their names, but the police have them, so I guess it’s only fair to give them to you.” 
 
    With that, Hope opened her phone to the people in her contact list. Scrolling through it, she read off six names and numbers of women. The same ones she had verified for Marcie Sterling. 
 
    When Maddy finished writing them down, she said, “Thank you. This is very helpful.” 
 
    “I feel terrible telling you this,” Hope said. 
 
    “Hey, don’t. This is good. We need to know everything. Bad as well as good. 
 
    “When Diana told you about slapping him and then Parker pushing her down, was anyone else there?” 
 
    “Yes, Robyn and Justine were there,” Hope said referring to Robyn Saunders and Justine Gilbert. 
 
    “Have any of these others heard the abuse stories?” Maddy asked referring to the names Hope had given her. 
 
    “Probably all of them at one time or another. I shouldn’t tell you this, but maybe I should, I don’t know.” 
 
    “You started it now,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You’re right. Okay, I’m not sure about this. I met Diana for a drink one evening last summer. I think toward the end of June. She looked like there had been a bruise around her left eye. I asked her about it, and she said it was nothing. So, I let it go.” 
 
    Maddy thought this over and asked, “If he had hit her and gave her a blackeye, don’t you think she would have told you?” 
 
    “Yes. In fact, I remember thinking that very thing on the drive home. That’s likely why I dismissed it. But then, if she had hit him first, maybe she wouldn’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “Did you tell the police about this, the physical stuff Parker did?” 
 
    “Um, not at first. I didn’t want to hurt Parker. But then he got arrested and I figured I had to tell them what I know. So, I called the detective, the woman…” 
 
    “Marcie Sterling?” 
 
    “Yes, her. They came back and I told them what I told you. God, I hate this. Being in the middle of something like this,” Hope said. 
 
    “Did they re-interview the others?” 
 
    “I think so, yes. They had their names so, I’m sure they did.” 
 
    “This story about the possible blackeye, did you tell the cops that, too?” 
 
    “Yes, I did. But I made it clear that Diana denied it,” Hope answered. 
 
    “When you might have seen…” 
 
    “There was no might have seen it, Maddy. She had a bruise by her left eye. I would swear to it. But I asked her about it, and she denied it. Brushed me off.” 
 
    “Okay. My question is, did you tell any of the others about it?” 
 
     “No, I’m sure of that,” Hope said. 
 
    “Anything else you want to add?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “No, that’s it.” 
 
    “One last question,” Maddy said. “Did the police tell you not to talk to me?” 
 
    “Um, no, not explicitly. They did say I didn’t have to, but I got the message. I decided that wasn’t really fair so…” Hope answered. 
 
    “Okay. Thanks for being honest.” 
 
      
 
    While Hope was showing Maddy out she said, “If you ever want to change careers, give me a call. I’d take you on in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “Selling real estate? I don’t think so,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You’d be great at it. You could sell men just about anything.” 
 
    Maddy laughed then said, “That’s pretty sexist.” 
 
    “Please, spare me,” Hope dryly said. “We both know how shallow they are.” 
 
    Maddy laughed again and said, “Almost as shallow as we are.” 
 
    “Good point,” Hope replied. 
 
      
 
    Hope was back in her office watching through the same window as Maddy drove off. When she was gone, Hope went to her desk to make a phone call. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWELVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    While Maddy was meeting with Hope Slade, Marc arrived back at the office. As he walked past Connie’s open door, she yelled at him to come in and have a seat. 
 
    “How did it go?” Barry Cline asked. Barry was in a client chair and Marc took the one next to him. 
 
    “Okay, about as expected. No more bail, for now. You ever do a case in front of Evelyn Wilson?” 
 
    “Yeah, once. Haven’t you?” 
 
    “Once, but it was a short thing. One day to try my guy for burglary and convict him. She seemed okay,” Marc replied. 
 
    “She can bite,” Barry said. “I went home after one day with teeth imprints on my ass.” 
 
    “You haven’t practiced law unless that’s happened,” Marc said. 
 
    Barry laughed and said, “That wasn’t the first time.” 
 
    “And it won’t be the last,” Connie chimed. 
 
    “So, where’s your case?” Barry asked. 
 
    “An omnibus scheduled for February sixth and my Franks hearing same day,” Marc answered. 
 
    “You think they lied about a search warrant?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Withheld a material fact. I have Jeff researching that now and preparing a brief. Hopefully a very brief, brief,” Marc said. 
 
    “Think it will work?” Barry asked. 
 
    “Nope. But I need to get it on the record.” Marc stood up and said, “I gotta talk to Kellie.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m doing research for Barry,” Kellie said when Marc asked her what she was doing. 
 
    “Leave her alone,” Barry said as he walked by toward his office. 
 
    “Whatever you’re doing for him, put it in the shredder. I have something far more important,” Marc said. 
 
    “Don’t listen to him,” Barry said. 
 
    “You can finish his, first,” Marc conceded. “But I do have a job for you,” he said as he removed a photo from his briefcase. 
 
    “This is a photo of a knife set,” Marc began. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I need you to check Target, Walmart and anyone else you can think of until you find it. I asked Parker and he thinks it’s a Chicago Cutlery, but admits that’s the only kitchen knife brand he knows. 
 
    “See if you can find it and then get a phone number for the local distributor. Call it and see if they can tell you how many of those particular knife sets have been sold in the metro area.” 
 
    “Will do,” Kellie said. “I’ll finish Barry’s research today. I have class at four. Can this wait until tomorrow?” 
 
    “Sure, thanks,” Marc answered. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Maddy pulled out of the parking lot of Hope’s office building, she placed a phone call. Carolyn answered at Marc’s office and they chatted for a couple minutes. At one point she heard Carolyn say, obviously to Marc, “It’s your betrothed.” A few seconds later, Marc took the call. 
 
    “You’re gonna love this,” Maddy said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Hope claims Parker was physically abusive to Diana,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Oh, shit. Tell me,” Marc said. 
 
    When Maddy finished Marc was quietly thinking about what she had told him. 
 
    “You still there?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Marc said. “Well, we’ll have to deal with it.” 
 
    “It sounded mutual,” Maddy said. “Like Diana could dish it out, too.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. A jury won’t make the distinction. Where are you off to?” 
 
    “I’m gonna call a couple others and try to see them yet today. I’ll call you later. Love you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Love you, too,” Marc said with just a touch of reluctance in his voice. 
 
    When she ended the call, Maddy started laughing almost hysterically. She stopped and said out loud, “That’s too much fun. How long will it take before he says something about it?” 
 
      
 
    Later that afternoon, Maddy pulled into the small lot behind Marc’s building and parked next to his SUV. With the engine still running, she sat for a minute thinking about her interviews, almost in a trance. She looked at the dashboard clock. 
 
    “Wow, four-thirty and it’s still light out. The days are getting longer. And it’s starting to snow again. Just what we need.” 
 
    In front of her car, up against the back fence, the plows had pushed up a pile of snow five feet high and three feet deep. Spring was still a couple of months away. 
 
      
 
    When she entered the office the first thing she did, while greeting everyone, was stomp the snow off her boots. By then Marc had come out of his office. 
 
    “So, what’s bugging you?” Marc asked seeing the look on her face. 
 
    “These women,” Maddy replied walking toward him. “There’s something wrong here,” she continued as he led her into his office. 
 
    “What’s the weather doing?” Marc asked while Maddy took off her coat and scarf. 
 
    “Starting to snow,” she replied. 
 
    “They’re saying another three to four inches by morning.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s not so bad,” Maddy said sitting down. 
 
    “So?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Okay for two weeks they’ve come up with more lame excuses to meet me than a high school kid for not doing his homework.” 
 
    “You sound like the voice of experience,” Marc said. 
 
    “I was third in my class of over seven hundred,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Figures, suck up,” Marc said. 
 
    While shooting Marc a good look at her middle finger, Maddy said, “Now, all of a sudden, they decide to cooperate. Hope Slade told me the cops hinted that they shouldn’t talk to us. Told them strongly they don’t have to.” 
 
    “They always do that.” 
 
    “Right. I interviewed Hope, Paige Kolstad and Faye Reed. I wish I had recorded them. The three of them sounded like they were reading the same script. Almost verbatim.”  
 
    “The abuse?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Each of them almost word-for-word. The only deviation I noticed was the black-eye Hope said she saw. I specifically asked her if anyone else was there and saw it or did she tell anyone else. Hope definitely said no one else was with them. It was just Hope and Diana meeting for a drink. And she told me she had told no one else. But Paige said Hope told her about it.” 
 
    “A minor lapse of memory,” Marc said. 
 
    “Normally, I would agree. But their stories, well, there’s no other explanation, were rehearsed.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Marc said.  
 
    “I’ll know more after I’ve talked to the others. Did you get a copy of the autopsy?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Nothing in it to indicate any abuse,” Marc said. “Still waiting for the tox screen.” 
 
    “Did you ask Parker?” 
 
    “Not yet. I was waiting to see what else you might have come up with. You think they might have rehearsed their stories to stick it to Parker?” 
 
    “Your guess is as good as mine,” Maddy replied. “I got ahold of the other three women from their little group of ex-cheerleaders. If they’re as good looking as the first three, when they get together, they must have men buzzing around like flys. I’ll see the others over the next couple of days.” 
 
    “Norland Financial,” Marc said. “Any luck there?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m seeing Chris Jayden tomorrow. I should be able to get some more names from him,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You know who you need to talk to? Find a couple of secretaries or assistants. Women who have been there a while. They know all the dirt and office gossip on everyone,” Marc said. 
 
    “That’s always true and I already thought of it. I’ll see who I can find,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Oh, damn. I almost forgot,” Marc said. 
 
    He pushed his chair back and went to his overcoat hanging behind the door. 
 
    “Here,” he said to Maddy handing her the key Parker had found. Marc had told her about it during a call earlier that day. 
 
    “The needle in a haystack search. Can we get ahold of her purse? In it are her credit cards. We could use those to check for payments to any gyms. That would…” 
 
    “Good idea. But who pays their bills with credit cards? Most of us do it with their checking account debit card. I’ll check with Parker right now,” Marc said. 
 
    Using his office phone, Marc called Parker. 
 
    “Where did Diana bank?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Parker said. “I never paid much attention.” 
 
    “Why was your marriage in trouble?” Marc asked. “You paid so little attention to her you don’t know where she banked? Who gave her the money?” 
 
    “I did,” Parker said a little annoyed with the sarcasm. “I’ll check around and see what I can find, okay?” 
 
    “Hurry.” 
 
    “He’ll see what he can come up with,” Marc told Maddy. 
 
    “Where do I bank?” Maddy asked. “I know you bank with U.S. Bank. Where do I bank?” 
 
    “Um, ah, TCF?” 
 
    “Not even close. NorthStar Credit Union,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Walked right into that one,” Marc said. “But we’re not married.” 
 
    “I’ll start with Lifetime Fitness and go from there; you can call Parker and apologize.” 
 
    “Not a chance,” Marc said. 
 
    “You didn’t ask him about the abuse,” Maddy said. 
 
    “That’s something I have to do in person. I’ll wait until you interview the other women. See if they tell the exact same story. Then I’ll ask him about it in person so I can see his reaction,” Marc said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Hope Slade was in a hurry. She came into the office at 7:00 A.M. and had been busy ever since. At nine, she showed a house in Maplewood for four hundred grand. Hope was shocked when the buyers, a professional couple with no kids, wrote a check for the down payment. A hundred thousand dollars out of a cash account at an investment firm. Why a couple with no children and none planned––Hope had asked––wanted four bedrooms and three baths was a little confusing. 
 
    It was almost noon and Hope had plans for lunch. She finished up the paperwork and prepared the check for her escrow account. On her way out she dropped the file on the receptionist’s desk. She would take care of the rest. 
 
    “Easy sale,” Donna, the receptionist said. 
 
    “First showing. Was exactly what they wanted. They should all be that easy,” Hope replied. “I won’t be back. I have a lunch date with some girlfriends then a parent teacher conference later for Bobby. You can get me on my cell if it’s an emergency. Remember, I sell real estate. I don’t do heart surgery. No emergencies.” 
 
    “Got it,” Donna laughed. 
 
      
 
    The restaurant parking lot was almost full. It did not help, of course, that almost a third of the lot’s space was taken up with plowed piles of snow. Hope finally squeezed her BMW between a Tahoe and a six-foot pile of the dirty snow. 
 
    The women liked to meet here. The hostess was a high school friend of one of them, Cassidy Rogers. She would reserve a table off in a corner where they could talk without being overheard. By the time Hope arrived the others, all six of them, were already seated. 
 
      
 
    A half-hour later, they had been served and were carrying on a normal conversation. Husbands, kids, work, the winter were the normal topics. It was as if they were all skirting around the real issue. 
 
    “Are we gonna talk about this or not?” Faye Reed finally broke the ice by asking. 
 
    The table went silent––they were seated at a large, round one––while Faye looked at each one of them. 
 
    Hope, who was seated directly across from Faye, put down her knife and fork and said, “Talk about what, Faye?” 
 
    Faye leaned forward and quietly, yet forcefully said, “Jesus Christ, Hope. Diana. Are we gonna talk about her?” 
 
    This was the first time, except for Diana’s funeral, that the seven of them had gotten together. Three or four had briefly discussed Diana’s murder separately, but none as a group. They had concerns, especially Faye. 
 
    “What would you like to talk about?” Hope asked. If there was an Alpha among this group, all of them knew, it was Hope Slade. 
 
    “What happened? Why…” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” Hope said. 
 
    “She was murdered by a jealous husband to save himself a bundle in the divorce,” Paige Kolstad replied. “We’re all sick about it, but that’s what happened.” 
 
    Faye looked around the table and saw six serious women, her friends, dispassionately looking back. 
 
    “Katie?” Faye looked to her right at Katie McCormick. Katie was one of those who had discussed this with Faye, just the two of them. 
 
    “Parker’s been arrested. We’ve all talked to the police. Apparently, he did it,” Katie said with an indifferent shrug. 
 
    Faye, once again, looked around the table only this time the faces looking back were much softer. Smiling and nodding their heads in agreement. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Faye,” Hope asked. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Faye hesitated, glanced around the table again then answered. “It’s just, I don’t know. Diana says she’s had enough. She wants to get a divorce and quit. I mean…I don’t know. Two weeks later she’s murdered.” 
 
    “And you think we might have had something to do with it? That’s it, isn’t it?” Cassidy Rogers exclaimed. “Good God, Faye, what do you think we are?” 
 
    “No, Cassidy,” Faye quickly leaned forward, narrowed her eyes in an intimidating way and said, “No, I know you wouldn’t have anything to do with it. 
 
    “But, when Diana said she wanted out, everyone at this table was concerned. Why now? Was she gonna keep her mouth shut? Had she talked to someone? We were all worried.” 
 
    “Don’t be so melodramatic, Faye,” Hope calmly said. “I talked to Diana a couple of days before she died. She assured me she would not be a problem.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell us?” Faye asked. 
 
    “I didn’t see the need. By then, since we had not heard from anyone about anything, I believed we were okay.” Hope answered. “And Cassidy is right. Do you really think we could do that?” 
 
    Faye looked around at her table of friends and finally said, “No, I guess not. Thanks though. I feel better. I was, well, kind of worried.” 
 
    Paige reached over and took Faye’s hand and reassuringly said, “Hey, we’re all friends here. Next time just ask. We still love you.” 
 
    When the check came, Hope grabbed it and told them about the easy sale she had that morning. The others left a generous tip and they all left together. 
 
      
 
    Outside, Hope said to Faye, “Hey, come here.” 
 
    Faye came to her, the two of them hugged and Hope gave her an affectionate kiss on the lips. 
 
    “We good?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sorry,” Faye quietly replied. 
 
      
 
    As the others were scattering across the parking lot, Hope watched with Cassidy. 
 
    “Let me have one of those,” Hope told Cassidy who was lighting a cigarette. 
 
    While she held the lighter for Hope, Cassidy asked, “What do you think?” 
 
    “About Faye? We’ll keep an eye on her, but it’s not her I’m worried about.” 
 
    “What did happen with Diana?” Cassidy asked. 
 
    “Parker stalked her and murdered her,” Hope said, looking at Cassidy with a serious expression. 
 
    “Did you really talk to her about things a couple of days before?” Cassidy asked. 
 
    “Yes, I did,” Hope lied. 
 
    “How are things at home?” Cassidy asked. 
 
    “Boring, boring, boring. How do people do this for their entire lives?” 
 
    “Don’t know,” Cassidy replied. “How are Bobby and David?” Cassidy said asking about Hope’s children. 
 
    “They’re great. It’s Paul. I don’t know how long I can take listening to him talk about teaching math to snotty, spoiled high school kids. I gotta go.” 
 
      
 
    On her way to get to her older son’s school, Hope made a phone call. She explained the lunch, the conversation, and her concerns to the person she talked to. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Despite most of the streets and freeways were already plowed, the five inches of new snow received during the night had traffic slowed down. Maddy’s first appointment––an interview of Parker’s friend and partner Chris Jayden––was scheduled for 9:00 A.M. Fortunately, she was able to avoid the freeways to get there. 
 
    As Maddy pulled into the lot of the Yorktown Office Building, she checked the dashboard clock: 9:04. A little late, but not too bad. This high-end, expensive office building in Edina was apparently a priority customer for its snowplowing service. The parking lot and sidewalks were already clean. Maddy hurried across the parking lot and into the center courtyard. 
 
    Norland Financial had five thousand square feet on the second floor. Maddy skipped the elevator. Instead, she hustled up the stairs and into the reception area. 
 
    “I’m here to see Chris Jayden. I’m a little late,” she told the middle-aged receptionist. 
 
    “Trust me, honey, one look at you and he won’t mind,” she said. 
 
    “Great. He’s one of those?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “And then some,” she replied while calling back to Jayden’s assistant. 
 
      
 
    “Please, go right in,” his assistant said while opening the door to Jayden’s office. 
 
    “Mr. Jayden, I’m Maddy Rivers,” she said. 
 
    He came out from behind is desk to shake her hand while saying, “Please, call me Chris. Let’s sit over here,” he said indicating a couch and chairs. “More comfortable.” 
 
    Jayden sat on the couch hoping Maddy would join him. Instead, she took one of the chairs. 
 
    Jayden was pushing fifty, maybe even past it, and looked every minute of it. Obviously, he had lived a good life of wine, women, and song. At his age, it was catching up with him. Despite a mostly full head of hair––the hairline was creeping back––he looked plenty worn around the edges. Although, with his money and ego, he still considered himself to be quite a catch. 
 
    “You look familiar,” Jayden said. “Oh no, that’s the oldest line ever. I didn’t mean it like that,” he quickly added although, at least in part, he did. 
 
    “I was at the Vikings game when you guys rented the suite. I was introduced to you by Parker. He’s a friend of my fiancé, Marc Kadella,” Maddy replied with definite emphasis on the word fiancé. 
 
    “Okay, sure, now I remember. Marc’s a lucky guy. So, what can I do you for?” 
 
    “We’re looking for background. People who knew both Parker and Diana especially. Looking for…” 
 
    “Do I think Parker did this?” Jayden abruptly interrupted her. “No, I don’t. If you strap me to a lie detector, I’d probably admit he is capable of it. Capable in the sense that just about all of us are. But, no, I don’t believe he did it. At least not like it happened. Stalk her to her boyfriend’s apartment and wait for her? No. 
 
    “An act of anger, passion, something along those lines, sure. I think we’re all capable of that if pushed hard enough.” 
 
    “What about Diana? How well did you know her?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said, his eyes roaming around a bit. “She was my friend’s wife,” he continued now looking straight at Maddy. “You want to know if I knew she was cheating on him. He said some things, so, yeah, I knew.” 
 
    “Did he ever say anything about a divorce?” 
 
    Jayden frowned and leaned back on the couch as far as he could go. He rubbed the palms of his hands on his trousers and avoided looking at Maddy for at least twenty seconds. 
 
    “Chris?” Maddy said. 
 
    Jayden sighed then said, “Yeah, yes he did. Not all the time and not around the office. We stop for a drink once or twice a week and he’d, you know, mention it. It would be more like a friend venting frustration to another friend,” 
 
    “You’re holding something back. What is it?” 
 
    “No, nothing, not really…” 
 
    “Come on Chris. It’s better we know than maybe get hit with something later,” Maddy said. 
 
    After hesitating for several more seconds, Jayden replied, “Okay, this is gonna sound worse than it is.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He, once in a while, he would bitch a little about how much a divorce would cost him. He said he knew Diana would hire some quote, ‘man-hating lesbian lawyer who would want to clean him out.’ Those were his words, not mine,” Jayden quickly added. 
 
    Maddy smiled at his quick PC confession then said, “It’s okay. I’m a secure feminist. But you’re right. That doesn’t sound good. Did you tell that to the police?” 
 
    Jayden thought about the question then said, “No, I didn’t. They never asked about it.” 
 
    “Okay. Anyone else in the office you think I should talk to?” 
 
    “No, not really, I mean some of the partners and financial advisors knew Parker pretty well, but I’m really his best friend. The guy he would confide in. If you want, I could give you some names for character witnesses.” 
 
    “Tell you what, hang onto that thought. We might need that later. Anything else you can think of that I should know?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe, probably, but I can’t think of anything right now.” 
 
    “What about abuse, of any kind, physical or emotional?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “What! No, never, nothing. Where is this coming from?” Jayden almost yelled and a little too quickly.  
 
    “Just checking. It’s one of those questions we have to ask. What about Parker? Did he ever roam? Any affairs with him?” 
 
    Jayden hesitated just long enough to be sure Maddy got the message and the answer, which was yes. 
 
    Not waiting for him to try to lie, Maddy asked, “When and how many times?” 
 
    “Okay, so he was no angel. Yeah, he had a couple of flings, but nothing recently. That was a marriage that was never gonna last. Okay?” 
 
    “I’m not here to judge either one of them, Chris. I’m here to find out things about him that we may not know, and he may not want to tell us,” Maddy said. “Do you know the names of any of the women he had a fling with?” 
 
    “No, he never said, and I never tried to find out.” 
 
    Maddy smiled a bit because she knew he was lying. She reached in her purse and came out with a business card. Maddy handed the card to Jayden while saying, “Here’s my card. If you think of anything, call me. It’s likely I’ll need to come back and talk to you again.” 
 
    “No problem. Any time,” he replied. 
 
    While Maddy was walking out, it occurred to her that the last statement was the only sincere one he had made. Something was tickling her brain that good, old Chris was not quite good, old Chris. 
 
      
 
    Jayden went back to his desk and sat thinking for a minute. He opened the middle drawer and found the business card he wanted. He flipped it around in his fingers a few times, then reached a decision. With his personal cellphone, he made a call. 
 
    “Marcie Sterling,” he heard the detective say. 
 
    “Officer Sterling this is Chris Jayden, Parker Crane’s partner. You remember?” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Jayden, I remember,” Marcie said letting the use of officer rather than detective go. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well, there’s something I forgot about but remembered a few minutes ago. Something Parker said. I don’t think he really meant it, but I suppose, legally, I have to tell you this.” 
 
    Jayden paused for a moment, long enough for Marcie to say, “Mr. Jayden, it sounds like something you need to get off your chest. You seem reluctant, but I believe you’ll feel better if you just tell me.” 
 
    “You’re right, I am reluctant. But it’s because I’m sure he was just letting out some frustration,” Jayden said. “Venting a little bit.” 
 
    “I tell you what,” Marcie said, now she believed it was something really damaging, “you tell me, and I’ll decide how important it is. Okay?” 
 
    Jayden hesitated again then said, “All right, all right. Here goes. About a week before Christmas, a bunch of us were at the Vikings Packers game. We rented a suite and had a party.” 
 
    “Okay, sounds like fun,” Marcie said. “What happened?” 
 
    “At halftime, Parker was sitting with Kadella, his lawyer. Kadella is also a longtime friend of Parker. 
 
    “Anyway, they were sitting off by themselves and I just went over to join them. I didn’t know I was intruding, but I overheard Parker say, ‘I’m better off killing her.’ I said, ‘whoa, killing who?’ Then I said, you must be talking about Diana or something like that.” 
 
    As soon as Jayden said, “I’m better off killing her,” Marcie immediately thought, gotcha. 
 
    “Parker quickly said I didn’t mean that or something like it. That’s why I know he didn’t mean it; you know what I mean?” 
 
    “Sure, of course. Listen, don’t worry about it. People say things in an angry moment all the time. I’m glad you told me, but like I said, don’t worry about it. I’m sure it was nothing.” 
 
    “You know you’re right. I feel better already. So, you don’t think it’s a big deal?” 
 
    “No, not at all,” Marcie pleasantly said. “Like I said, people say things they don’t really mean all the time. Um, anything else?” 
 
    “No, that was it,” Jayden said. 
 
    “Well, you have a nice day, Mr. Jayden. If you think of anything at all, don’t hesitate to call.” 
 
    “I won’t, officer. Thanks.” 
 
    When the call ended, Jayden sat at his desk with a smug, satisfied look on his face. 
 
    “She’s on the phone to the prosecutor right now,” he quietly said to himself. 
 
      
 
    On her way out of the Norland office, Maddy stopped at the receptionist’s desk. There was a nameplate for the woman: Helen Wright. 
 
    “Hi, Helen,” Maddy said. 
 
    “How’d it go? Did he hit on you?” she said with a disapproving look. 
 
    Maddy held up her left hand to show her the ring. 
 
    “Nice,” Helen said. 
 
    “I made sure he knew. May I ask, how long have you worked here?”  
 
    “Since they opened the doors, honey,” she replied. 
 
    “Perfect. Could I give you a call and buy you coffee, some time? I’m a private investigator…” 
 
    “I know,” Helen said “You work for Parker’s lawyer. That Kadella guy. So, you want to get together and get all the dirt, right?” 
 
    “Well, um, yeah. I guess you could say that,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “You’ve come to the right place, and I’m sure I can count on your discretion?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Call me in a couple of days,” Helen said. “You can call here. But it’s gonna have to be something a little stronger than coffee.” 
 
    Maddy smiled, handed her a business card and said, “No problem. I can expense it and Parker will pay for it.” 
 
    “Deal,” Helen replied. 
 
      
 
    “Come in,” Marc replied to a knock on his door. 
 
    “Are you busy?” Kellie, the office law clerk asked. 
 
    “It’s okay. Come on in. What’s up?” 
 
    “I have some information you wanted on the knife set,” she said taking a seat. 
 
    “Good. What?” 
 
    “It’s weird,” she said. “The knives in the photos are pretty expensive. They are a Lamson brand,” she continued reading from her notes. “Fire forged 10-piece block set with walnut handles.” 
 
    “They looked like a nice set. How much?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Six hundred, twenty-five dollars.” 
 
    “That’s a lot to pay for a set of kitchen knives,” Marc said. 
 
    “The ones he bought at Target, fifty dollars,” Kellie said. 
 
    “He threw out a six hundred dollar set of knives and replaced them with ones he got at Target for fifty bucks?” 
 
    “That’s what it looks like,” Kellie said. “That doesn’t look good,” she added. 
 
    “If you were sitting on a jury…” 
 
    “I’d think he had something to hide,” Kellie replied. 
 
    “Most people would,” Marc agreed. “Let me see that photo again.” 
 
    Marc looked at the photo of the original knife set and said, “It looks like there are three or four missing. That could be a reason to toss them and get a new set.” 
 
    “Will the prosecution check into this?” Kellie asked. 
 
    “We did. Assume they will too. Write up a memo about this and stick it in the file. Be sure to put at the top of the page in big, bold letters, work product. Thanks, Kellie, you did really good.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Maddy took the right-hand turn from France Ave. onto American Blvd. a little too fast. The streets were quite wet and even though her three-year-old Audi had all wheel-drive, the sharp turn made her slide a bit. 
 
    The slide stopped, she hit the gas again and flew down the hill to get to her meeting. As usual, she was running late. And as usual, she had called and made sure the person she was meeting would wait. 
 
    Maddy made the turn into Senser’s Restaurant too fast and bounced over the entryway. Twenty minutes late already and it took her another five minutes to find parking. 
 
      
 
    “How many in your party?” she heard the hostess ask at the same time Maddy saw Helen Wright wave to her from a booth. 
 
    “I’m with someone,” Maddy told her as she hurried off. 
 
    “Sorry I’m late,” Maddy apologized. 
 
    “No problem,” Helen replied. “Traffic?” 
 
    “Ah, no, not really. I’m perpetually late. It always seems to take me longer to do what I’m working on than what I schedule. 
 
    “I’m famished,” Maddy said. “Should we have a bite? I’m buying.” 
 
    “Sure, why not?” Helen agreed. 
 
    “Actually, I’ll expense this, and it’ll go on Parker’s bill.” 
 
    “Even better.” 
 
      
 
    The waiter left with their order for chicken salads and the women got down to business. Helen tossed down the last of her first scotch and soda then said, “First thing we have to agree to,” Helen started off by saying, “this is off the record. All background. I am not testifying. Okay? Agreed?” 
 
    “That’s fine, yes,” Maddy said while simultaneously thinking, we’ll see. 
 
    “I guess you’re looking for the dirt on Norland Financial.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d put it quite like that,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “It’s been a good place to work, but like every place, it has its good and bad. I’m pretty sure financially they’re doing well. I see what goes in and out and they’re doing pretty good.” 
 
    “But,” Maddy said. 
 
    Helen smiled at Maddy’s perception skills. “You’ve been an investigator for a while, I guess.” 
 
    Maddy just smiled while slightly nodding her head in acknowledgement. 
 
    “Okay, but there’s an undercurrent of tension, especially among the partners and even a few of the associate financial planners. It all runs through Chris Jayden. He makes the most money and probably does the least amount of work. He is also the company’s number one sales guy.” 
 
    “The main Rainmaker,” Maddy said. 
 
    “That’s the word,” Helen agreed. “Rainmaker. I’ve heard him say it to just about all of the partners. He brings in wealthy clients, sets them up and hands off the work to junior associates. Then he goes off for his two favorite activities. Golfing or skirt-chasing.” 
 
    They chatted for another ten minutes or so along these lines. Helen was a bit of a gossip and she dished out the office trash. It was mostly the ordinary things dealing with money and egos. 
 
      
 
    Their meals came and the conversation turned to lighter topics while they ate. Helen, having gone through two husbands, one of whom she outlived, was curious about Maddy’s engagement. 
 
    Maddy told her as little as possible and about the same time they finished their salads, Helen said, “So, you’re gonna marry a lawyer? And he’s a really great guy who does criminal defense for murderers and rapists and other members of society’s better class.” 
 
    “You put it that way and…” 
 
    “I’m kidding, sweetheart. I’m sure he’s a terrific guy.” 
 
    “He is,” Maddy smiled. 
 
    “You know who you should talk to? Jayden’s assistant, Cindy Gray.” 
 
    “She seems a little young. What does she know that you don’t?” Maddy asked. 
 
    Helen hesitated for a moment then said, “At the firm’s Christmas party, or holiday party or whatever PC nonsense they’re calling it, I saw Chris and Diana Crane being pretty cozy.” 
 
    “How cozy? Friendly or groping at each other?” 
 
    “Friendly. But there’s been a rumor, a whisper actually that she and Chris are very friendly. And with Chris’s history, I wouldn’t be surprised.” 
 
    “Would Parker have known about this?” 
 
    “Don’t know,” Helen said crunching an ice cube from her glass. “I’m not sure if it was that level of common knowledge, know what I mean.” 
 
    “Yeah. Interesting. What do women see in Chris?” 
 
    “Chris can be a very charming guy. Especially to lonely, maybe neglected, wives. 
 
    “Call me tomorrow at the office. Afternoon. I’ll ask Cindy and see if she’ll talk to you. She despises Chris. He treats her like a servant. But she’s only a couple years out of school and not much work history. She’s trying to find another job.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll call tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    The next day, Marc was early at his desk with the door open. Around 9:00 he heard the normal ‘Maddy has arrived’ commotion out in the work area. He looked at his empty coffee cup and decided to join them. 
 
    “Hi,” Marc said as he walked past Maddy to the coffee pot. 
 
    “Why didn’t you wake me?” she asked. 
 
    “I thought I’d let you sleep. You’ve been pushing lately. How did things go with the other friends of Diana interviews?” 
 
    “Almost word for word like the others. All very pleasant but not very forthcoming. That reminds me,” Maddy said. She dug around in her purse and pulled out a plastic sandwich bag with a key in it. It was the key Parker found hidden in one of Diana’s shoes. 
 
    “I’m out of high-end fitness clubs to check for this locker,” Maddy said. 
 
    She leaned forward and gently tossed it onto Carolyn’s desk. “Pass it around. Check out this key. Does it look familiar to anyone? Anybody know where it might have come from?” 
 
    By now all of the staff including the two lawyers, Barry and Chris were huddled over Carolyn’s desk. Everyone except Kellie. She had been down the hall in the women’s restroom. 
 
    She walked in, looked around and asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Look at this key. Have you ever seen one like it?” Maddy asked. 
 
    Kellie took the key from Carolyn while the others moved away. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Kellie said. 
 
    She went to her desk, opened a drawer, and removed her purse. She found her key chain and compared Maddy’s key with one of hers. By now, Maddy was looking over Kellie’s shoulder. 
 
    “They’re the same,” Maddy said. “What…” 
 
    “It’s my locker key at Grady’s Great Gyms,” Kellie said. “I rent a locker there for ten bucks a month.” 
 
    “Where’s this located?” Maddie excitedly asked. 
 
    “The one I go to is in St. Paul near my parent’s place and school. It’s on Snelling, a block south of Selby.” 
 
    “Great! Give me the key. I’ll…” 
 
    “Maddy, there a twenty-two of them. Maybe more, scattered all over the Metro area.” 
 
    Maddy stopped in her tracks as she reached for the door. “Twenty-two?” she asked. 
 
    “At least,” Kellie said. 
 
    Maddy looked at Marc who shrugged and said, “Keep track of your mileage. 
 
    “Come on in,” Marc said. “I want to hear about what you found out yesterday.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Kellie said as Maddy walked toward Marc’s office. 
 
    “No, no don’t be. This is the best lead I’ve had yet. Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    While Marc and Maddy were in his office discussing her investigation. Tony Carvelli quietly slipped into the outer office. Holding his index finger to his lips, he hurried to Marc’s door. He pointed at the door, looked at Sandy and mouthed the words, “Are they in there?” 
 
    Sandy said yes and Tony put his ear to the door. At that same moment, having been told by Marc to do so, Maddy quickly opened the door. 
 
    “Gotcha,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I knew something was going on out there,” Marc said. “Too quiet. Welcome back.” 
 
    By now the staff was laughing at Carvelli’s expense, who graciously went along. 
 
    “How’s Paxton?” Maddy asked after Carvelli closed the door and sat down next to her. 
 
    “Worn out,” Carvelli said then leaned across Marc’s desk for a fist bump. 
 
    “Atta boy,” Marc said. 
 
    “Nice try, tiger. You look great. All fit and tanned and ready to get back to work.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    Marc took a couple of minutes to give him a brief version of Parker Crane’s case. 
 
    “Wow. Cheating wife, jealous husband, grisly murder. What more could you ask for?” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Movie of the week,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Except, I have several of my less than interesting clients howling at me. Business stuff they want done right away, and I’m certain to get paid for it,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Marc indignantly asked. “You usually… never mind.” 
 
    “Usually what, counselor? Usually get paid what I’m owed? I already called these people. I’ll need, maybe, at most a couple weeks,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I have something now I need you to do,” Marc said. “I need a subpoena served on someone.” 
 
    “Who?” both Carvelli and Maddy asked. 
 
    “Leonard Ferrell…” 
 
    “The rich guy? I’ll have to fight my way through his security people,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “What do you need from him?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “The guest list from the Christmas party Parker attended on the night Diana was killed. If what Parker says is true, that’s where we’re gonna find our SODDI.” 
 
    “Some other dude did it?” Carvelli asked. “How many people were at this party?” 
 
    “A couple hundred,” Marc said. 
 
    “A lot of customers to work with,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Give the subpoena to me,” Maddy said. “I’ll get it served in one attempt.” 
 
    Carvelli turned to his right and gave her a skeptical look. 
 
    “I have charm,” Maddy said. “A wager?” 
 
    “That you can get it served on the first attempt?” Carvelli asked. He paused for several seconds then said, “No, I’m not touching that.” 
 
    “He’ll move to quash,” Maddy told Marc. 
 
    “I know. We’ll see. First degree murder and I have a significant need for that list. We’ll win it. I think.” 
 
    “Vivian asked about you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” Carvelli slowly said. “What?” 
 
    “I didn’t lie to her,” Maddy said. “She told me to tell you, you owe her a vacation on a sunny beach,” 
 
    “Did she really say that?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Yes, she did. You better call her,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “So many women, so little time,” Marc said. 
 
    “I’ll call her,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “There’s something else I need you to do,” Marc said.  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “Who do you know that works security at the Convention Center in Minneapolis?” 
 
    Carvelli thought about it for a moment then said, “No one comes to mind off the top of my head. I can probably find out. Get a couple names. Why?” 
 
    “I’ve been in those rooms myself a few times and I am almost positive they have security cameras in them. I need you to get the recording for the night of Leonard Ferrell’s Christmas party. The Saturday night after Christmas,” Marc said while looking for that date on his phone.  
 
    “It was the twenty-sixth,” Maddy said.  
 
    A few seconds later, while still looking at his phone, Marc said, “Yep, that’s right, the twenty-sixth.” 
 
    “You know that’s insulting, don’t you?” Carvelli said.  
 
    With his phone still in his hand, Marc looked back and forth at Carvelli and Maddy then sheepishly said, “Sorry. We need the recording to see if we can spot someone stealing Parker’s phone,” he quickly added to change the subject.  
 
    “I’ll get it,” Carvelli said. “It may take a little time and a monetary incentive. Maybe a subpoena.” 
 
    “Whatever you need.”  
 
  

 
   
    SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Leonard Ferrell was a seventy-two-year-old uber rich entrepreneur, corporate raider and, probably, full-time crook. You don’t make his kind of money without testing the bounds of legality, so to speak. 
 
    When Leonard hit sixty, having recently paid off wife number three, he vowed to himself, no more marriages. This unleashed the true hound in him. That and a lot of help from the little blue pills. 
 
    It also helped with his quest for the female of the species that, now, at seventy-two, he looked better than most men half his age. Trim and vainly well-dressed along with a collection of five to ten-thousand-dollar toupees. And, of course, mega-bucks. Dollars, after all, are a girl’s true best friend. 
 
      
 
    Maddy pushed her way through the crowded elevator to get off on the thirty-eighth floor. She was in the IDS Center in the heart of downtown Minneapolis. As soon as she cleared the elevator, Maddy found herself staring at her destination. The front door of the office of LenFer Enterprises, LLC. The office of Leonard Ferrell. 
 
      
 
    “May I help you?” the receptionist, a pretty, fresh-faced kid no older than twenty asked. 
 
    “Yeah, um, hi,” Maddy said putting on her ditsy-chick charm. “I need to see Leonard Ferrell. It’s um, well, personal and very important.” 
 
    “Do you have an appointment?” 
 
    “Ah, gosh, no, but like I said, it’s very important.” 
 
    The girl punched a couple buttons on her phone console while Maddy looked past her at the busy office. 
 
    The receptionist briefly spoke to someone, ended the call, and started to say, “I’m sorry, Mr. Ferrell…” 
 
    “Is right there,” Maddy said and pointed a finger at him as he was walking past. 
 
    “Mr. Ferrell,” Maddy practically yelled. 
 
    Ferrell turned to the sound of his name. He saw Maddy standing at the receptionist desk, smiling at him and did a ninety-degree turn. Without missing a step, he walked toward her with the determination of a heat seeking missile. 
 
    “I heard my name,” he pleasantly said staring at Maddy. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Ferrell, this woman asked to see you, but she doesn’t have an appointment.” 
 
    Without taking his eyes off Maddy, Ferrell said, “It’s okay, Tiffany. I can always take time.” 
 
    Dropping the ditzy-chick voice, Maddy said, “This won’t take long. You are Leonard Ferrell?” 
 
    “Yes, I am. What can…”  
 
    “This is for you,” Maddy said as she handed him the subpoena. 
 
    Ferrell read the word subpoena while Maddy said, “Have a nice day.” 
 
    When Maddy reached the exit doors, she heard Ferrell say, “You bitch. I’ll get this quashed in a heartbeat.” 
 
    Tempted to respond but realizing the futility, Maddy simply left. 
 
      
 
    While Ferrell read the subpoena, poor Tiffany literally kept her head down. Ferrell was notorious for giving vent to his anger by firing someone. Instead, forgetting where he was going when he was served, he turned and headed back to his office. 
 
    He stormed past his two female assistants and went into his office while saying, “I’m not to be disturbed.” 
 
    Ferrell dropped into the executive chair behind the black walnut desk still steaming. The man’s corner office was more expensively furnished than ninety-plus percent of America’s homes. 
 
      
 
    “Nelson Collier’s office,” he heard a woman say answering his call. 
 
    “Is he in?” Ferrell asked. 
 
    “Just a moment, Mr. Ferrell, I’ll put you right through.” 
 
    He was calling a lawyer with the firm Collier, Benson and Amundson, LLC. A white shoe firm of sixty-some odd lawyers located on a couple of floors several stories above him. Nelson Collier was the third Nelson Collier; grandad having founded the firm long before Ferrell was born. Nelson III was now managing partner. 
 
    “Yes, Leonard,” Nelson pleasantly said, “What is it?” 
 
    “Get down here and bring your best litigator with you.” 
 
    “I can’t just drop…” 
 
    “Yes, you can. This is important. Ten minutes,” Ferrell said and hung up. 
 
      
 
    Eight minutes later, Nelson Collier was led into Ferrell’s office by an assistant. 
 
    “Why are you alone? I wanted your best litigator,” Ferrell demanded. 
 
    “He’s in court. Do you need him right this minute?” Collier casually asked dropping down on one of the couches. 
 
    “Here,” Ferrell said handing the subpoena to Collier. 
 
    Collier took a minute to read it then looked at Ferrell and said, “What’s the problem? Give him the list. Sooner or later, he will get it if he can show any need. I know this case. It’s been all over the news. First degree murder. If Kadella can show even a minimal need for it, he’ll get it.” 
 
    “I don’t like being ordered around by some piss-ant lawyer looking to make a name for himself,” Ferrell snapped. 
 
    “The name doesn’t look familiar? This piss-ant lawyer has handled some pretty big trials. He’s the guy that crashed Stafford, Hughes for drug smuggling, money laundering and the sex slave business. You might want to take him seriously. He doesn’t need you to make a name for himself.” 
 
    Much more calmly, Ferrell said, “Okay, point taken. Can we get this thing thrown out or…?” 
 
    “Quashed,” Collier said. “On what grounds?” 
 
    “There’s a lot of very important people on that list. They deserve their privacy.” 
 
    Collier shrugged then said, “We can take a shot at it. Make him prove the necessity of getting it. It’s a murder one case. Judges tend to be willing to go along with any reasonable request. Did he ask you for the list?” 
 
    “His client, Parker Crane, did.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I told him I’d get it, but I stalled.” 
 
    “You only have until Monday. We’ll have to go see the judge assigned to the case tomorrow. I think we can get a temporary ex parte order.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “We go to court without Kadella and tell the judge to quash the subpoena or, at least, give us more time to prepare for a hearing. We’ll probably get that,” Collier answered. 
 
    “Okay, get that. Do what you have to do. I don’t want anyone I know dragged into some grubby domestic murder trial,” Ferrell said. 
 
    “We’ll get right on it,” Collier replied less than enthusiastically. 
 
    “Hey! Take it seriously…” 
 
    “We always do,” Collier snapped back. “Hell, my name is on this list and several other partners.” 
 
      
 
    After serving Leonard Ferrell, Maddy drove over to Bloomington for her next appointment. She entered the same restaurant in which she had met Helen Wright. It was lunchtime and very busy. Maddy had met Cindy Gray when she interviewed Chris Jayden so Maddy knew what she looked like. She saw Cindy wave from a booth when she saw Maddy. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” Maddy said to her. “Maddy Rivers,” she continued holding out her right hand. 
 
    “Cindy, Cindy Gray,” the younger woman nervously replied. “We met before.” 
 
    “I remember,” Maddy replied while sitting down. 
 
    Cindy was twenty-three or twenty-four and looked even younger. Medium height, a short, stylish haircut, brown hair and eyes and a dazzling smile. 
 
    To break the ice and allay her nervousness, Maddy said, “You have a great smile. The guys must melt.” 
 
    “I wish,” Cindy laughed. “I should have a great smile. It cost my parents enough.” 
 
    “Mine, too,” Maddy said. 
 
    The server arrived and they both ordered a lunch salad. He hurried back with Maddy’s Diet Coke then left again. 
 
      
 
    “So, you want all the dirt on Norland Financial, especially my boss, Attila the Asshole,” Cindy said.  
 
    “That bad?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “No, I guess not. When I was first hired, a couple of the other girls warned me he would take a shot at me. Hit on me to sleep with him. I politely, but firmly, made it clear that wasn’t going to happen. He seemed to graciously accept it, but sometimes he can be a prick. The other girls have told me that’s just the way he is. He can be very demanding and rude.” 
 
    “First of all, I’m not looking for the dirt. I’m looking for background and maybe, who might be a good character witness,” Maddy said. 
 
    “And hoping you can find someone to fill the SODDI shoes,” Cindy said. 
 
    Maddy sat for a couple of seconds with a surprised look on her face. 
 
    “I’m a murder mystery fan. Especially people like John Sandford. Plus, I took a lot of criminal justice courses in college. I was thinking about law school. Just so you know, I’m a fan of Marc Kadella. I recognized you as soon as I saw you. It must be interesting work. In fact, you’re, I hate to say this, sort of my hero.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say to that. Ah, I’m flattered? Thanks? I feel sorry for you?” 
 
    The last one made them both laugh as their meals arrived. 
 
    “Tell me about Chris?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “He’s a hound. He’s been married three times…” 
 
    “Divorced now? I saw photos in his office of four kids but not a single woman,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Right. His third divorce became final a month or so after I started there. Right after that is when he hit on me.” 
 
    “How long have you worked there?” 
 
    “Almost two years. I have a degree in finance. I’d like to use it. That’s why I went to work at Norland.” 
 
    Getting back on track, Cindy took a drink of water and said, “I’m not sure I’d put Chris on as a character witness.” 
 
    “He found the money to make bail for Parker,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I know, he bitched about it for days. I think he may have money problems. Three divorces and four minor children; he complains all the time about the greedy bitches and spoiled brats.” 
 
    Cindy took a deep breath before continuing. “Okay, here goes. I’m pretty sure, about eighty percent, that Parker’s good friend Chris, was having an affair with Diana.” 
 
    “Oh?” Maddy quietly said using the word as a question. “And how do you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know for sure, but a couple of times she called through the switchboard for him, and he answered with his cell phone in front of me. They would talk briefly, then, he would leave. Plus, like I said, he’s a total dog and she, I hate to speak poorly of the dead, she was…” 
 
    “Less than faithful.” 
 
    “That’s a nice way of putting it.” 
 
    “When was this?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Last fall, October, maybe through November. I don’t think it lasted long. At least the phone calls stopped. I’m trying to remember. Probably early December.” 
 
    “Does Chris have a temper?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’ve seen him ripping into guys who aren’t making enough money, not bringing in enough new clients.” 
 
    While Maddy was making some notes in her notepad, Cindy was looking at Maddy’s left hand. 
 
    “Anybody else?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Helen would know more about the others, especially the partners. I didn’t have a lot to do with them. 
 
    “I would type up meetings of minutes and business memos to be circulated, but none of those things contained anything but business stuff,” Cindy said. 
 
    “How is the company doing? Just generally,” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Okay, I think. They’re all greedy people, I can tell you that. I’ve seen bonus checks that made me drool. And yet, they’re always complaining about money and other people making more than them.” 
 
    She stopped, took another drink of water then said, “Nice ring. May I?” 
 
    “Sure,” Maddy said. “That’s what it’s for, to show it off.” 
 
    “Beautiful. Who’s the lucky guy?” 
 
    “Marc Kadella,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Oh, don’t tell me that! There goes my fantasy. Just kidding,” Cindy quickly said but Maddy was laughing. 
 
    “Listen, can I call you if I have other questions?” 
 
    “Sure. Call me on my cell,” Cindy replied. “I keep it off at work, but I’ll call you back. I check it during the day when Attila isn’t around.” 
 
    Maddy put the number in her phone library and gave Cindy her card. 
 
    

  

 
   
    SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Judge Evelyn Wilson was on the bench early Friday morning. Her sole caseload for the morning session was a Motion for Summary Judgment on a civil case. It was brought by a team of insurance defense lawyers against the widow of a man killed when a gas service line exploded in his yard. 
 
    The lawyers for the gas company were arguing that their client could not be held liable. The deceased husband had been carelessly digging in his garden and that was what caused the explosion. How could their incredibly responsible corporate client be held accountable for this man’s reckless behavior. The lawyer droned on citing case law about gas company’s limits of liability for someone digging up gas lines and throwing around a lot of big words to make himself sound very smart and current on the law. The lawyer finally summed up by claiming, not only should the case be dismissed but costs and attorney fees totaling $118,000 must be awarded to the gas company.  
 
    Evelyn Wilson had been at a fundraiser the night before and was out late. Listening to the monotone, flat speaker drone on was a serious challenge. The day before she had read the pleadings and defendant’s sixty-eight-page brief and knew how she was going to rule. 
 
    While the defense lawyer sat down, the lawyer for the widow was starting to stand. Wilson waved him back down. 
 
    “Mr. Lockhart,” she said looking at the lead defense lawyer, “plaintiff’s expert dug up their yard and found that the service line had only been buried to a depth of ten inches…”  
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Lockhart said standing again. “But we don’t know to any degree of certainty how deep it was buried where Mr. Higgs was digging. It is clearly upon him to call to make sure it was safe to dig where he was.” 
 
    “We don’t know because of the explosion is what you’re trying to say?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Well, um, yes your Honor,” Lockhart admitted. 
 
    “The standard is eighteen inches, is it not, sir?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, normally, but…” 
 
    “Yes or no, I don’t need a speech.” 
 
    Lockhart’s jaw visibly tightened, his eyes narrowed, and he fought his self-control. Answering to a woman clearly beneath him was difficult enough. Now, she was admonishing him. 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. 
 
    “Motion for summary judgment denied. We’ll begin jury selection two weeks from this coming Monday morning, nine o’clock. You might want to consider making a much more reasonable settlement offer between now and then.” 
 
      
 
    While this was taking place, two well-dressed men entered the courtroom. They silently took seats together in the empty gallery and patiently waited. At a combined nine hundred dollars per hour, they could afford to wait. 
 
    While the lawyers for the case she had just heard were filing out, Wilson waved to the two newcomers to come forward. 
 
    “Come on up, gentlemen,” she said. 
 
    While the two men, obviously lawyers, were passing through the gate in the bar, Wilson looked at her clerk. 
 
    “I don’t know,” her clerk said to her boss’s inquisitive expression.  
 
    Wilson looked at the lawyers who were now in front of her. 
 
    “Your Honor, thank you for seeing us,” the older of the two said. 
 
    “Names,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Robert Duncan.” 
 
    “Kyle Bruns.” 
 
    “We’re with Collier, Benson your Honor,” Duncan said while each of them handed Shonda a business card. 
 
    “We’re here for an emergency ex parte order to quash a subpoena,” Duncan continued. 
 
    “In the matter of…?” Wilson asked. 
 
    Bruns removed a half-inch stack of papers from his leather folio and handed them to the judge. 
 
    “The State of Minnesota versus Parker John Crane, your Honor. The defendant’s subpoena…” 
 
    “Hold it,” Wilson said stopping him. She looked down at Duncan and said, “You know this is a first-degree murder case?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor.” 
 
    Wilson was paging through the multiple documents while saying, “Where’s the subpoena?” 
 
    “It’s the last two pages, your Honor,” Bruns said. 
 
    Wilson found it and took a couple of minutes to look it over and read what was being requested. When she finished, she said, “Seems in order. What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Undue burden,” your Honor. “And it is overly broad.” 
 
    Wilson frowned and said, “You two go sit down, please. I’ll be back.” 
 
      
 
    “Marc, there’s a Judge Wilson calling. Line one,” Sandy yelled through Marc’s open door. 
 
    Without responding, Marc took the call. 
 
    “Yes, Judge, what can I do for you?” Marc said. A direct, personal call from a judge is never good news. 
 
    Wilson quickly told him about the two lawyers waiting in her courtroom and what they wanted. 
 
    “My clerk just indicated Jennifer Moore was coming down. Can you?” 
 
    “I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” Marc said. 
 
    Before he left, he made a quick call to someone. 
 
      
 
    Twenty-two minutes after the judge called, Marc walked into the courtroom. To his right, at the table near the jury box, were two men in business suits. To his left, at the other table was Jennifer Moore. Sitting behind her and trying to chat with Jennifer was the man Marc had called. A reporter for the Star Tribune, Philo Anson. 
 
    When Jennifer saw Marc, she stood up, looked at Philo and sternly said, “No!” She looked at Marc and said, “We’re supposed to go back.” 
 
    The two lawyers there for Leonard Ferrell heard Jennifer and also stood up. 
 
    “Nope, sorry,” Jennifer said to them. “Just us.” 
 
    They found Wilson on the phone and while waiting for her in the hall, Marc asked, “Philo hitting on you?” 
 
    “Yes, the little creep,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Hey, his family has money.” 
 
    “Would have to be Rockefeller level money,” Jennifer replied. 
 
    “So, you do have your price, huh?” 
 
    “Shut up,” Jennifer said but she was laughing when she said it. 
 
    “Think about it. Hot tub, soft music, candles, champagne, roses and strawberries…” 
 
    “And Philo?” Jennifer said. 
 
    “You can come back now,” Wilson’s clerk said. 
 
    “We’ll come back to it,” Marc said. 
 
    “No, we won’t,” Jennifer emphatically replied. 
 
      
 
    “Come in,” Wilson cheerfully greeted them. “Have a seat.” 
 
    She held up the paperwork and said, “You’re after the guest list of a very prominent citizen’s Christmas party. Why?” 
 
    “With all due respect, your Honor, I don’t have to divulge my theory of the case.” 
 
    “He’s going with, some other dude did it and he’s fishing,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “And you think it’s somebody on this list?” Wilson asked. “Their claim here is that there are a lot of very important people that were attending this little soiree. If word leaks out…” 
 
    “It will, Judge,” Jennifer said. “There’s a reporter for the Star Tribune in the courtroom. Philo Anson.” 
 
    “Is this your doing?” Wilson asked looking at Marc. 
 
    “I will be the soul of discretion your Honor,” Marc said, avoiding the question. “Somewhere on that list is the name of a murderer…” 
 
    “Parker Crane,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “…and I’m going to find him…or her,” Marc said. 
 
    Wilson sat silently for a moment then said, “Go on out. I’ll be out in a couple minutes. We’ll hear what everyone has to say, on the record.” 
 
      
 
    “Your Honor, the governor, a couple members of Congress and assorted legislators, judges and lawyers are on that list,” Robert Duncan said. 
 
    When he said this, Marc––sitting at the table with Jennifer––swiveled around, looked at Philo and smiled. Philo was quickly jotting it all down with his own personal brand of shorthand. 
 
    By this time, somehow through the courthouse grapevine, word had spread. Along with Philo there were at least a dozen court watchers in attendance. These were citizens, mostly retirees, who hung around courts for free entertainment. 
 
    When Duncan finished saying this, Wilson removed her glasses and rubbed her eyes. Before Duncan could say anything else and do anymore damage, she waved at him to sit down. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    Marc rose and said: “It’s a murder one case, your Honor. I’m not fishing. I need the list. My client asked for it three weeks ago and was told we would get it. My patience is at an end. I will be very discreet, and careful,” Marc quickly added. 
 
    Duncan jumped up and said, “Your Honor, word will inevitably leak out. This is not something the public needs to know.” 
 
    “That prominent people went to a rich guy’s Christmas party? I don’t think anyone will be shocked,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Mr. Duncan,” Wilson said, “do you know who that gentleman is seated in the front row behind Mr. Kadella and Ms. Moore?” 
 
    Duncan looked at Philo who smiled and wiggled his fingers at him. “Um, no, your Honor.” 
 
    “His name is Philo Anson and he’s a reporter with the Star Tribune.  
 
    “Mr. Kadella,” Wilson said while Duncan stared at Philo, his face turning beet red. “I’ll rule in your favor. You’ll get your list, but I better not see any gossip in the Star Tribune. Am I clear?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Ms. Moore?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Obviously, we will need a copy of it as well,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Certainly. Mr. Duncan, I’ll give you until Tuesday,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Your Honor, I’m not sure…” 
 
    “Give me a break, sir. It’s on a computer. Get them the list. 
 
    “We’re adjourned.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Maddy Rivers, still dressed in white women’s boxer shorts and a heavy, extra-large T-shirt of Marc’s, was standing in the kitchen pouring herself a cup of coffee. 
 
    “Morning, sunshine,” Marc said as he entered the kitchen. 
 
    “Hi,” she replied as he kissed her cheek. “Where are you going?” 
 
    It was a few minutes past 8:00 A.M. on a Saturday morning. Marc was already shaved, showered, and dressed, wearing jeans, sneakers, and an old gray sweatshirt. Comfort clothes. 
 
    “Connie wants me, Barry and Chris to meet her at the office. She says she has plans for the office and wants to discuss it with us.” 
 
    While Marc was telling her this, they both wandered into the living room. 
 
    “Plans?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I don’t know what it is,” Marc said. 
 
    Marc went to the front door and brought in the morning paper. He took it out of its plastic bag, opened it and looked at the headline. It almost jumped off the page to slap him in the face. 
 
      
 
    GOVERNOR’S NAME ON SUSPECT LIST 
 
      
 
    “Dammit,” Marc said while reading the first couple of paragraphs. “I asked that little shit to downplay this.” 
 
    “What? Who? What little shit?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Philo,” Marc replied. 
 
    “You asked Philo to do something, and you’re surprised he didn’t? That would be your fault,” Maddy said. “Let me see it.” 
 
    While Marc got ready to leave, Maddy read the story. “It does say, down in the…tenth paragraph, that quote, ‘defense attorney Marc Kadella did admit that the governor and none of the other elected officials were suspected of anything. They just happen to be on a guest list of two hundred people.’” 
 
    “You’re probably the only one who will read down that far. I have to go. Where are you off to today?” 
 
    “I’m tired of chasing witnesses. I thought I’d go back to the search for the mysterious gym locker,” Maddy said. 
 
    Marc zipped up his coat, pulled on his gloves and said, “I better keep an eye out for cars following me. Some of these people are gonna be displeased.” 
 
    “You’re right. Until this trial is over, I’ll be driving myself,” Maddy said. 
 
    Marc bent down to kiss her, looked at her and said, “Thanks for having my back.” 
 
    “Hey, I said I’d marry you. I never said I’d take a bullet for you.” 
 
    “I’m leaving,” Marc said. 
 
    When he reached the door, he heard her say, “Love you.” 
 
    He stopped, turned his head, and replied, “Love you, too.” 
 
    After closing the door, Maddy covered her mouth to stifle a laugh. 
 
      
 
    Maddy parked her car in the strip mall lot where the next Grady’s Great Gyms on her list was located. She had made a list of all twenty-four of them––Kellie had underestimated how many there were. Starting with the one closest to the Crane home, she was now at number six. 
 
    Since all of them had young men at the counter, Maddy could easily get them to let her into the women’s locker room. So far, no luck finding the locker that the key unlocked. 
 
    Once again, there was a twenty-something, probable college kid manning the counter. Maddy walked up and made her pitch. 
 
    “Hi, Bill,” she said reading his name tag. “I need a little favor.” 
 
    Bill had both hands flat on the countertop. Maddy lightly placed her left-hand on top of his right. She showed him the key. 
 
    “I have this key and I was told it could be to one of your lockers. It’s really important that I find it.” 
 
    She tilted her head a little to the side, smiled and said, “Could I just slip into the women’s locker room and check, please?” 
 
    “Sure, I mean, ah, why not. Um, let me…” 
 
    “What’s the problem?” a woman’s voice asked. 
 
    Maddy looked and saw a female weightlifter come out of the office. Her name was Janice, and she was several years older than Maddy. She also had broad shoulders, a tight stomach and a man’s haircut. 
 
    Bill quickly told her what was going on. Janice looked Maddy over smiled and said, “I’ll go with you, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Maddy said while swallowing hard. 
 
      
 
    As they went downstairs to the locker area, Janice said, “You look like you work out. You take care of yourself.” 
 
    “Well, um,” Maddy said. “I do try to get to the gym three or four times a week.” 
 
    “I could get you a really good deal on a membership,” Janice said. 
 
    “I’m pretty happy where I am,” Maddy replied. “Plus, I’m paid up for almost a year,” she lied. 
 
      
 
    They found the locker and Maddy noticed and said, “It’s one of the larger ones.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s the…” 
 
    Maddy had slipped the key in and it opened. 
 
    “…largest we have,” Janice replied. 
 
    They stood looking for several seconds. Maddy brought out her phone, took three photos of the contents, then locked it. 
 
    “Whose locker is this?” Janice asked. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I want to know…” 
 
    “I’m a licensed private investigator. The contents of that locker are evidence in a criminal case. The lawyer I work for will want to take possession of it,” Maddy said. She was looking right into Janice’s eyes leaving no doubt who was in charge even though she really wasn’t sure of her legal grounds. 
 
    “I, I don’t know…” 
 
    “I’ll get a subpoena. If anyone tampers with that locker and removes anything, I’ll see to it you go to jail.” 
 
    By now, several women had gathered around. Maddy looked at them and said, “And anyone who touches this locker will go to jail with her.” 
 
    The onlookers scattered. 
 
    “I have to call somebody…” 
 
    “Upstairs,” Maddy said. 
 
      
 
    “I found it,” Maddy told Marc. She had called him at the office. 
 
    “Where? What’s in it…” 
 
    Maddy told him the address and described what she had seen of the contents. 
 
    “I’ll need a subpoena,” Maddy heard Janice say. She had called the owner. 
 
    “I know,” Maddy replied covering her phone. “I got one coming.” 
 
    Maddy went back to her phone and harshly whispered to Marc, “Get your ass over here with a subpoena for the contents of locker one seventy-two and be quick about it. This woman has been looking at me like she wants to get to know me a lot better.” 
 
    “What?” Marc asked. 
 
    “She’s gay, dummy. Hurry up.” 
 
      
 
    A half hour later, Marc came through the door. Maddy was waiting for him at the counter. When Marc got to her, he showed her the subpoena. 
 
    “Does that identify the contents without opening the suitcases or gym bags?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it,” Maddy said. “Marc, this is Janice. She’s the gym’s manager.” 
 
    Marc handed her the subpoena and asked for her full name to fill out the affidavit of service for the subpoena. 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, Maddy was following Janice up the stairs to the main floor. Janice was carrying two mid-size suitcases with handles and wheels while Maddy trailed behind her carrying both of Diana’s gym bags. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” Marc said. “Help me get these things up the stairs.” 
 
    They were back at the office and Marc was struggling with the two suitcases up the back stairs. Even with handles and wheels they were awkward and heavy. To be fair, Maddy was also carrying her purse and the two gym bags Diana had in the locker. 
 
      
 
    Once inside, Barry helped Marc lift the suitcases onto the conference room table. Connie found a small pair of wire cutters and Marc used them to break the locks. He zipped it open and threw back the flap exposing the contents. 
 
    In one there was a small laptop and an iPad on top of what appeared to be clothing. Marc picked up both the laptop and iPad and set them on the table. The second one was filled with clothing and strange paraphernalia. Maddy then started to remove the clothing. As she did, she held up each article for everyone to see. 
 
    “What the hell has this girl been up to?” Connie rhetorically asked. 
 
    “Be still my heart,” Barry said staring at Maddy. 
 
    “No kidding,” Marc quietly said in agreement. He looked at Maddy and asked, “You want to try some of this on?” 
 
    “Really? Does this get your motor going?” Maddy disapprovingly asked. “Maybe later,” she quietly added. 
 
    Maddy pulled out several more pieces of what could only, very generously, be called clothing. Each was a skimpy piece of lingerie or black leather outfits. 
 
    “Here we go,” she said. She held up one of the leather outfits against herself. Maddy then picked up a leather cat-o-nine-tails whip. It had a leather, ten-inch handle and nine, twenty-inch-long, braided, leather strips. 
 
    Holding the whip in her right hand, she narrowed her eyes to small slits, snarled at Marc and said, “You will learn to obey, slave. Starting tonight.” Then she whacked the table with the cat-o-nine tails. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” both Marc and Barry replied.  
 
    Maddy removed the remaining outfits and helped the others spread them out on the table. Some of it was black leather but there was also sheer, see-through lingerie. All of it black or red. 
 
    Underneath the clothing of both bags was an assortment of equipment. Various types of restraints, ball gags, leather hoods, dog collars, handcuffs, two paddle boards, 3 whips, several vibrators and dildoes. Enough to set up a B & D sex shop. 
 
    When the astonishment wore off, Marc said, “The first thing we have to do is get inside that laptop and iPad. I think our list of suspects just grew.” 
 
    “Or narrowed,” Connie said. “You need to get that list from the party and compare it to any customer list we may find.” 
 
    “You think she was doing this for money?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “What else?” Connie replied. 
 
    “I need to call Tony. We need his guy to get into her laptop,” Marc said. 
 
    “Put that down!” Connie admonished Barry. He was holding up one of Diana’s leather outfits. “It wouldn’t look good on you anyway.” 
 
    “What are you gonna tell Parker?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Marc said. “Um, Parker, we found out Diana had a hobby as Madame du Marquis de Sade. That should be an interesting conversation.” 
 
    “Maybe he knows,” Connie said. 
 
    “And maybe this is all Halloween gear,” Barry said. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Marc said into his phone. “I got a job for your guy, Paul.” 
 
    “What?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “I have a laptop and iPad I need him to get into.” 
 
    “Okay. When do you…”? 
 
    “Now,” Marc said. “Or as soon as you can get here.” 
 
    “You at your office?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Ten minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Carvelli’s coming here? We better hide this stuff before he gets here,” Connie said. “I’m not sure he’s old enough.” 
 
    “Why did you come in today?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Connie’s thinking about expanding the office,” Marc said. 
 
    “Come here, I’ll show you,” Connie told her. 
 
      
 
    Maddy––with Marc and Barry trailing––followed Connie into the office’s work area. 
 
    “The guys next door, the accounting firm, aren’t gonna renew their lease. So, I’m thinking we could knock down this wall and double the size of the office. Have a lot more space for everybody. Maybe even enlarge everyone’s office, give us more closet and storage and room for the girls. 
 
    “And being the generous soul that I am, I won’t even raise their rent. Although, I might lease out space to a couple more lawyers.” 
 
    “Why don’t you guys quit screwing around and form your own firm?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Kadella and Cline, LLC,” Marc said. 
 
    “Has a nice ring to it,” Barry agreed. 
 
    “Have these two as partners?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Where’s Chris?” Maddy asked referring to the other lawyer in the office. 
 
    “Had to go home,” Marc said. “I hear Tony coming up the stairs.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    NINETEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Two days later, Carvelli arrived at Marc’s office before 9:00 A.M. which was a most unusual occurrence. Both by vocation and personality, Carvelli was a night owl. His job as a PI often required late hours and was one of the things he most enjoyed about it. Carvelli being up and out before 9:00 was a rare occasion. He greeted everyone while going straight to the coffee. This morning, Maddy had stopped at a Hy Vee and loaded up on pastry for everyone. Carvelli helped himself to that as well.  
 
      
 
    “Is it always like this around here this early?” he asked. “A little gloomy.” 
 
    “We’re sorry,” Carolyn said. “We forgot. Everyone is supposed to stop what they’re doing when you show up.” 
 
    “And don’t forget it,” Carvelli said through a mouthful of raised chocolate donut.  
 
    “You’re looking for trouble already?” Maddy asked from the doorway of Marc’s office.  
 
    “Might as well get it started,” Carvelli replied. 
 
    Marc walked around Maddy and said to Carvelli, “Did you bring it?” 
 
    While Marc went to Connie’s door Carvelli answered that he had brought what Marc was inquiring about. He knocked on Connie’s door, opened it and asked her to join them. 
 
      
 
    The four of them, Marc, Maddy, Connie and Carvelli, were in the conference room. There was a 42” flat screen Hi Def in there and they were watching the recording of Leonard Ferrell’s party. The recording itself was seven hours long. The party started at 7:00 and lasted until 2:00 A.M.  
 
    “Do we really need to watch this entire thing?” Marc asked. 
 
    “No, I did, and I can tell you now, there is no film of anyone lifting Parker’s phone out of his coat,” Carvelli answered.  
 
    “You could’ve told me that over the phone,” Marc said.  
 
    “I know, but there is one thing I wanted you to see before we go to Paul’s. I’ll fast forward to the spot.” 
 
    It only took a few more seconds to forward to the place on the film he wanted. Just before it, he stopped and pointed at the screen to a particular spot.  
 
    “Watch closely, right here,” he said. He was pointing at one of the entryways. He started the disc again and all three of the others spotted what he wanted them to see. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Maddy almost squealed. “It’s Vivian. What is she doing…”? 
 
     “And who’s that man with her?” Connie asked. 
 
    Carvelli looked at Marc who had a big smile on his face and Marc said, “Hey, you were lying on the beach with Paxton.” 
 
    “I know,” Carvelli laughed. “It just took me by surprise to see her.”  
 
    “Have you called her?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m taking her to dinner tomorrow night. I’ll get a thorough briefing about this shindig.” 
 
    “Do that,” Marc said. “Did you see her leave?” 
 
    “Yeah, she, or should I say they, left around 10:30.  
 
    “Back to the party,” Carvelli said. “I skimmed through it watching along the wall where the coat racks were. I saw nothing that looked like anyone was going through anyone’s coat. Every time I saw anyone over there, I slowed the film and watched it very carefully. Even if someone did lift his phone, he was so good I couldn’t see it. I’d like to have a couple of the guys watch it and see what they think. See if they can spot anything I might have missed.” 
 
    “Couple hundred bucks each?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yeah, that should do it,” Carvelli said.  
 
    “Go ahead, we’ll bill it,” Marc told him. 
 
      
 
    Marc and Maddy were in Marc’s SUV following Carvelli to his hacker’s home. Paul Baker lived in a two-story, brick sided house just two blocks from the Mississippi River off E. 42nd St., a nice quiet neighborhood of South Minneapolis. 
 
    Two days ago, Carvelli had delivered Diana’s laptop to Paul. The next day, Sunday, it took him less than fifteen minutes to get into it. There was a treasure trove of information in it about Diana’s personal business. A business that Marc had still not told Parker about. But there was a problem. 
 
    While following Carvelli on the street where Paul’s house was located, Marc took his hands off the steering. The car continued running straight, bouncing along the snow and ice rutted street. 
 
    “Nice job plowing,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Minneapolis,” Marc said. 
 
    “I’m aware. This is particularly bad,” Maddy replied. 
 
      
 
    Because of the winter plowing schedule, parking was allowed on just one-side. Unfortunately, it was the same side Paul’s house was on. Carvelli found a spot four houses down from Paul’s. Marc had to stop to watch him get the Camaro parked. The ice and snow piled on the curb caused Carvelli to take three shots at it before he got it done. 
 
    Marc continued on and found a place on the next block. Driving the SUV like a tank, Marc rammed it up on the snow piled on the curb and stopped. Maddy tried to open her door but the snow pile stopped it. 
 
    “I can’t get my door open,” she said. 
 
    “Climb over,” Marc told her. 
 
    “Thanks,” Maddy replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, come in,” Paul said after opening the door. Having been forewarned that Maddy was coming, Paul had showered and was wearing clean clothes. 
 
      
 
    Paul Baker, christened Pavel Bykowski by his devout Roman Catholic mother, was a world class hacker and computer geek. Whatever there was to know about someone, Paul could dig it out of the internet. 
 
    Carvelli, through a long-ago snitch when he was a cop, had known Paul for years. He had used him, off the books and under the table, to locate and/or obtain information about certain, less-than-desirable people.  
 
    Tony knew of at least two FBI agents, four and maybe five or six MPD cops who also used him. He suspected the man had another dozen or more cash clients as well. It was enough to keep Paul Baker supplied with the latest equipment, at least three or four luxury vacations each year and all the best weed he desired. 
 
      
 
    “So, what’s the problem?” Carvelli asked as they filed into Paul’s living room. They all sat on his couch and Paul began. 
 
    Paul was sitting cross-legged on the floor. Diana’s laptop was on the coffee table. Paul hit a button and the laptop’s desktop came up on his 65 inch, HD flat screen TV. 
 
    “Getting in wasn’t a problem. All I had to do…” 
 
    “Paul, please spare us the details,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “You’re a killjoy, Carvelli. What I found was a lot of business records. Apparently, she has some kind of personal service business that she runs.” 
 
    The three on the couch had trouble holding in the laughter. “We’re aware of that,” Marc said. “Please continue.” 
 
    “Most of the business records are contained in this file,” Paul said opening it on the TV screen. “She’s actually a pretty good record keeper.” 
 
    He opened one of the documents which was an excel spreadsheet. “Whatever her business is, and I suspect prostitution or drugs, she’s making a lot of money. Three to four sometimes five or six thousand dollars a week. The excel is pretty easy to read. 
 
    “This one, is the one I can’t crack,” he said opening a calendar. “These look like her appointments.” 
 
    He hit a couple more keys and the excel sheet was alongside the calendar. 
 
    “As an example, she collected fifteen hundred on December eleventh. The excel sheet covers last year as does the calendar,” he continued. 
 
    “Look at the calendar. It appears that she had an appointment at two P.M. with someone she identifies as the number three seven.” 
 
    “Who is three seven?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “And that’s the problem. I can’t crack her code.” 
 
    “Why not?” Carvelli asked. “I thought you were a genius.” 
 
    “I am, but without something to get started even the NSA’s code breaking computers can’t crack this. 
 
    “I believe, and I’m not sure about this, she is using a very simple but very effective code.” 
 
    “Which is?” Marc asked. 
 
    “If we assume that these numbers, three seven for our example, represent someone’s initials, what she probably did was assign a number to each letter of the alphabet. In fact, I’m at least ninety-nine percent sure that’s what she did. 
 
    “I checked. I found number one and the largest number I found was…” Paul said then pointed a finger at Carvelli. 
 
    “Twenty-six,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Yep,” Paul said. “Which is good. She could have assigned each letter an entirely random number. Like, fifty-two for A. Then thirteen for E and on and on and you’d never crack this. But, unless you have a photographic memory, she would have to write down the code. With a simple one through twenty-six in order of assignment of numbers…” 
 
    “She would only have to remember which letter she assigned the number one,” Maddy said. “Easy enough,” 
 
    “Exactly. Unless, of course, she changed it from time-to-time. Even that could get confusing. But I’m pretty sure she didn’t do that,” Paul said. 
 
    “Why do you think that?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Because our guy number three seven––I assume it’s a man––has the same appointment every month on the second Friday. And I checked a couple others and found some regulars. In fact, it looks like most of them have regular appointments, two or three, sometimes more, appointments each month.” 
 
    “We need to know a name of one of them. Match the initials to the numbers…” Carvelli started to say. 
 
    “And hope it’s a simple one through twenty-six code matching letters in order,” Marc said. 
 
    “Now all we need is a name of one of her customers and a date and time he had an appointment with her to crack it,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Or the key,” Paul said. “The actual written key.” 
 
    “Any chance it’s in here?” Marc said referring to her laptop. 
 
    “No and it’s not in the iPad either. I tore them apart,” Paul answered. 
 
    “What other things does she have in here?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Mostly financial account documents. I made a list with firm names, account numbers and account balances. But, no bank names. Without the name of the bank or an ABA number, can’t tell where the money is. It’s in this file on her desktop,” Paul said pointing at a file on the TV screen. “Interesting that she doesn’t have email on here.” 
 
    “None?” 
 
    “Nope, none. She must have used a different computer. She could go to a library or any number of places to retrieve email to avoid using the laptop or iPad,” Paul said. 
 
    “How could she remember all of the names attached to the numbers and initials?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I only found twelve different sets of two-digit numbers,” Paul said. “It wouldn’t be that difficult to remember them. She was very protective of these people.” 
 
    “How far back did you go on her appointment book?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Twelve months. I went back a year,” Paul replied. “I only found the same twelve numbers or, sets of initials. It looks like she had these twelve and kept them.” 
 
    “I told him to do that. We figured anyone not within that time wouldn’t know she was thinking about getting out,” Carvelli said.  
 
    “Okay,” Marc agreed. 
 
    “No phone numbers. Appointment only and by email that she did not have set up on her own devices,” Maddy said. “Smart lady.” 
 
    “Twelve sets of numbers. I wonder how many of them are on the party list,” Marc said. “You know,” Marc said snapping his fingers, “maybe this is why we don’t have it.” 
 
    “You think Leonard Ferrell is on it?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Who’s Leonard Ferrell?” Paul asked. 
 
    “Maybe, or someone he knows. Someone he told about handing over that list and he’s being told to stall or get around it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Who’s Leonard Ferrell?” Paul asked again. 
 
    “Rich guy,” Carvelli said. “That reminds me, we need all the information on him you can get.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Marc said. 
 
    “I’m glad I came up with it,” Carvelli quickly replied. “I get one about once a month.” 
 
    “At least,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Paul, why don’t you tear his life apart? He’s hiding something. Or covering for someone,” Marc said. 
 
    “Maybe someone who is on Ferrell’s list and in here,” Carvelli said referring to Diana’s laptop. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the governor. How much fun would that be?” Maddy said. 
 
    “Philo Anson,” Marc quietly said. “My Franks hearing is coming up this Thursday. Maybe Maddy’s not-so secret admirer isn’t doing anything Thursday and would like to cover my hearing when, once again, I have to ask the judge to kick Ferrell in the ass.” 
 
    “Better still,” Maddy said, “leak it to others as well.” 
 
    “Who’s this guy you want me to check out?” Paul asked. 
 
    Between the three of his guests, Paul got enough information on Ferrell to get started. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Before we get started, your Honor,” Marc said standing to address Judge Wilson, “I need something from you.” 
 
      
 
    They were in court for the mandatory omnibus hearing and Marc’s requested Franks hearing. The omnibus hearing is required to determine the admissibility of evidence. Both sides are supposed to present their evidence and argue why it should be allowed into evidence or excluded. 
 
    Marc’s specific request was to determine if the warrant issued for Verizon to track Parker’s phone had sufficient facts to meet the threshold for probable cause. The Franks hearing was restricted to that warrant. If it was determined that the affidavit submitted to provide the probable cause for the warrant was insufficient, that would nullify all of the evidence obtained. A long shot, to say the least. 
 
      
 
    “May we approach?” Marc asked.  
 
    “Certainly,” Wilson replied. 
 
    Marc and Jennifer walked up to the bench and Wilson turned on the white noise machine so the gallery, especially the media, would not hear them. 
 
    “What do you need?” Judge Wilson asked. 
 
    “I still don’t have the list of guests from Leonard Ferrell’s Christmas party I requested several weeks ago,” Marc replied. 
 
    At this point, they were still not on the record. Judge Wilson said, “You have an Order to Show Cause?” 
 
    “I do your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Bring it up, I’ll sign it.” 
 
    Marc handed the judge his affidavit and proposed order. Wilson skimmed over the affidavit while, without looking up, asked Jennifer Moore, “Have you seen this?” 
 
    “No, your Honor,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “You left the date blank,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Yes, deliberately, your Honor,” Marc said looking over his shoulder as he retreated to his table. He came back to the bench with a copy of the affidavit and order and gave them to Jennifer. 
 
    “I have a trial starting next week,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I remembered your Honor. That’s why I left the date open,” Marc replied. 
 
    “This trial is scheduled to last three weeks. When do you think you’ll get him served? You have to give him seven days.” 
 
    “Can I serve his lawyer?” Marc asked even though he knew the answer. 
 
    “No, sorry. You’re asking that I put him in jail. You’ll have to serve him personally,” Wilson said. 
 
    “We’ll get him Monday at the latest.” 
 
    “How about Tuesday, February eighteenth at four o’clock?” Wilson said looking at a calendar on the top of her bench. “If the trial is still going, I’ll stop then and hear this. Does that work?” 
 
    “Do I have to be here?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “You probably should, but we won’t wait for you,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I’ll be here,” Jennifer said. A judge’s suggestion is, in reality a yes, you need to be here. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “That’s fine. Hopefully, he’ll comply before that,” Marc said. 
 
    “Be sure to call and cancel if he does,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Certainly, your Honor,” Marc replied. 
 
      
 
    The lawyers retreated to their tables, Marc with his signed order to serve on Leonard Ferrell. Judge Wilson started the hearing by reading the court’s case name and case number into the record. It wasn’t until she did this that she noticed Philo Anson, once again, seated in the front row behind the defense table. When she noticed him, Wilson took a moment to look around the gallery. There were another seven or eight reporters and a dozen or more court watchers. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, you may proceed,” Wilson said. 
 
    In three to four minutes Marc presented what he hoped to prove to the court, that the information concerning Parker’s alibi on the night of Diana’s murder was missing and was a material fact that should have been included. The police knew about the alibi and deliberately excluded it from the affidavit to deceive Judge Smith to get her to sign the search warrant. 
 
    When he finished, Jennifer Moore stood and made the exact counter argument. The police did not deliberately withhold material information. At best, the defendant’s claim to an alibi was irrelevant at that point. The police were barely beginning their investigation, they did not have time to check any alibi claim and the warrant to track the defendant’s cell phone could have just as easily exonerated him. 
 
    When Jennifer finished, Marc once again stood and asked the court if he could present a witness. 
 
    Wilson folded her hands, leaned forward, looked at Marc and said, “If you insist, I suppose we’ll hear from a witness.” 
 
    The way she said it made it quite obvious that unless the witness had some great revelation to make, Wilson’s decision had been made. 
 
    “The defense calls Lieutenant Owen Jefferson.” 
 
    “Ask Lieutenant Jefferson to join us, please,” Wilson told the deputy standing by the door. 
 
      
 
    Jefferson was sworn in, took the stand and in less than five minutes, figuratively, stuck a knife in Marc’s argument. 
 
    “I didn’t deliberately leave out his alibi claim to deceive Judge Smith. In fact, I resent that implication, Mr. Kadella. You know me better than that.” 
 
    “Address me, Lieutenant,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Sorry. It’s the implication that angers me.” 
 
    Knowing cops as well as he did, including Owen Jefferson, Marc had to place his left hand over his mouth to avoid laughing. 
 
    Realizing he had lost the argument, Marc decided to have a little fun with Jefferson. He spent the next five minutes or so jabbing at Jefferson about cops withholding evidence or making up fantasy claims from the good old ‘reliable informant’ to get warrants. 
 
    Jefferson knew what Marc was up to and gamely went along sparring with him. Finally, after a few minutes, Judge Wilson called a halt to it. Jennifer did not bother to ask the lieutenant a single question. 
 
    On his way out, as he passed Marc, Jefferson winked at him while scratching his chin with the middle finger of his left hand. Marc quickly looked down so Wilson wouldn’t see him smiling. 
 
      
 
    Wilson allowed each lawyer a few minutes to make a summation. Marc insisted that the alibi information must be included for the judge to make a fully informed decision. Without the alibi information Judge Smith could not have made a fully informed decision. 
 
    “We have the federal government, your Honor, the FBI itself, withholding material facts from a secret court to obtain search warrants for surveillance of a presidential candidate’s campaign. Where does this end? How much longer before the government simply fills out its own search warrants? We are headed down a dangerous, slippery slope toward an authoritarian, if not a totalitarian government. 
 
    “We give our law enforcement enormous power over us. Including the right to kill citizens. We need to make damn sure they never abuse it, which they all too often do. 
 
    “Throw out the warrant and all of the evidence subsequently obtained, your Honor. We must keep control of our police.” 
 
      
 
    Marc’s last words had a serious effect on Jennifer. She believed this was a slam dunk. That even with the alibi claim, the warrant would have been issued. She had a sinking feeling that Marc had made a valid point. Jennifer took a deep breath and in two minutes swung the decision back in her favor. 
 
      
 
    Wilson decided to rule from the bench. Looking directly at Marc, she said, “You made a pretty good argument, Mr. Kadella. The behavior of the government does require scrutiny. But, in the case before me, I believe the knife used to commit the death of Diana Crane and the photo that was taken of the exact same knife set in defendant’s kitchen, by themselves, would be sufficient for a probable cause warrant. Therefore, I will not overturn Judge Smith’s grant of the search warrant. I’ll have my order out by the end of business today. 
 
    “Before I adjourn, I have one more item to discuss. It seems the media has a bit of an interest in this case. Salacious, no doubt. I am tempted to issue a gag order. I don’t want to see this played out in the media, by either side.” 
 
     Marc stood up prepared to object, but before he could Wilson held up a hand and waved him down.  
 
    “I know what you’re going to say, Mr. Kadella. That a gag order mostly works to the detriment of the defense,” Wilson said. 
 
    Now it was Jennifer’s turn to stand and again Wilson waved her down also. “Don’t bother Ms. Moore. It’s true and you know it. The county attorney’s office and the police department leak like sieves. But you are going to do your best to prevent that, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Jennifer quietly agreed.  
 
    “I’ll hold the gag order in abeyance, for now. We’re adjourned.”  
 
      
 
    As Jennifer was leaving, she bent down to whisper to Marc, “You had me worried at the end.” 
 
    “We should all be worried about police abuse of power, Jennifer. See you,” Marc said as Jennifer passed through the gate. 
 
    Parker, who had silently sat next to him throughout, had been escorted to court by a deputy. That same deputy, a woman, came to the table to take him home. 
 
    “I need a few minutes with him,” Marc told her. “We’ll use the conference room.” 
 
      
 
    “So, that didn’t go well,” Parker said. 
 
    “I didn’t think it would. Most of these things are done just to make the judge rule in the event of an appeal. You already have grounds for an appeal. Her ruling today was legally wrong.” 
 
    “It was?” 
 
    “No, not really. But it can be argued on appeal. There is case law that goes both ways. 
 
    “What I wanted to talk to you about is, a couple of Diana’s friends say Diana accused you of abuse, and she showed them bruises to back it up.” 
 
    “That goddamn bitch. I should’ve known…” 
 
    “Hey, stop. What about it?” 
 
    “The only time I ever, ever, laid a hand on her was to protect myself. She was nuts! The least little thing and she would blow up. Sure, we argued, I knew she was out screwing around. We fought…” 
 
    For the next ten minutes Marc sat silently, just listening to Parker. He made the same excuse every man who had ever abused a woman always makes. “She did it, too.” Although there is usually some truth to it, in the eyes of society and the law, men should never lay a hand on a woman in anger. Marc had found out what he needed. Parker had done it and Marc had to find a way to minimize the damage it would cause. 
 
    Doing divorce work, Marc had known several women, including a couple of clients, who dished it out as well as the man did. But it didn’t matter. The consequences in a murder trial of this news would be devasting. 
 
    “You need to calm down,” Marc quietly said. 
 
    “It pisses me off! She can slap me across the face, and I can’t defend myself!” 
 
    “I needed to hear your side of it. Now I have. Let me figure out how to deal with it. I have some ideas. 
 
    “Take a deep breath. Relax. Calm down. Nothing’s being done today. Let the deputy take you home. 
 
    “What I want you to do is go home, write down every incidence of this and be complete and honest. What started it, what you did, what she did. The cops already have this. We’ll have to deal with it. 
 
    “One more thing,” Marc continued causing Parker to drop back onto his chair. “Don’t try to bullshit me. I want the names of the woman or women you were having affairs with during your marriage. Don’t,” Marc said when he saw the shocked look on Parker’s face, “try not to treat me like a child. I’ve known you too long. Besides, the cops will find them.”  
 
    Looking guilty, Parker asked, “How long does it have to go on for it to be considered an affair?”  
 
    “What are we talking about?”  
 
    “Well, is one time an affair?” 
 
    “How many, Parker?” Marc impatiently asked. 
 
    “Okay, there were two that lasted a while and two, no, three that were pretty much one night. But I’m reluctant to say because…” he paused then said, “I can’t remember the names of two of them and they are married.” 
 
    “And” Marc said.  
 
    “And what?” Parker asked. 
 
    “What aren’t you telling me?”  
 
    Parker hesitated then Marc reminded him the cops were going to find out, so he better spit it out. “Some are friends of Diana’s.” 
 
    Marc silently shook his head then said, “It just keeps getting better and better. Did Diana know?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” Parker emphatically said.  
 
    “You don’t think so?” 
 
    “Well, she might have known. You know how women are. They can’t keep quiet about anything.”  
 
    “Names,” Marc said.  
 
    Reluctantly Parker gave him the names of the three he could remember. Or was willing to admit to.
  
 
    By the time Marc exited the courtroom Jennifer was gone but most of the media was waiting for him in the hall. The first one on him was, of course, Philo Anson. 
 
    “What was that conference at the bench about?” Philo asked. 
 
    “There’s a reason you weren’t allowed to listen in,” Marc said. 
 
    “Don’t you agree in the people’s right to know everything?” Philo asked. 
 
    By now the other media people had gathered around and a couple of cameras were rolling.  
 
    “Not necessarily, no,” Marc answered. “And you certainly don’t have the right to know everything about everybody.” 
 
    “We’ve been told that the case against your client is a slam dunk,” one of the TV reporters asked, a pretty boy with perfect hair, teeth, and smile.  
 
    “My client is innocent, and we look forward to proving it in court,” Marc said. 
 
    “That’s novel,” Philo said.  
 
    “You heard Judge Wilson. I’m not gonna try my case through the media. Other than that, I have nothing for you. Have a really nice day. Especially you, Philo,” Marc said then walked off.  
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Saturday morning, barely 6:00 A.M. and Maddy was lying in bed unable to sleep. Wide awake, she stared at the ceiling listening to Marc snore, obviously soundly sleeping. She raised herself up on one elbow and looked across Marc to read the clock. Too early to get up, but no way was she going back to sleep. 
 
    Annoyed, she elbowed Marc in the shoulder then quickly closed her eyes. 
 
    “What?” Marc growled. 
 
    “What, what?” Maddy said trying to sound asleep. 
 
    “Why did you hit me?” Without waiting for an answer, he pulled the covers up to his chin and rolled onto his side facing away from her. 
 
    Feeling a little guilty, but not too much, Maddy tossed the covers aside and got up. She took one more disapproving look at Marc before heading to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    “Would Mr. Ferrell be in this morning?” Maddy asked the receptionist. It was after 9:00 and she had decided to take a shot at serving Ferrell. The receptionist this morning was not the same as the first one. This one was even younger than Tiffany, the first one. 
 
    “His assistant called and said he was on the way. Don’t tell him, but we usually get a heads up to let us know he’s coming in on Saturday.” 
 
    “Place seems pretty busy for a Saturday morning,” Maddy remarked. 
 
    “Always,” she replied. “He should be here any minute. Do you have an appointment?” 
 
    “No, it’s a sort of personal matter. Mind if I wait?” 
 
    “No, not at all, have a seat.” 
 
    Maddy took a seat in one of the very nice, very expensive client chairs. She sat in one that gave her a view of the door. If anyone came in, she could be up and on him before he knew it. 
 
    Bored, she was casually leafing through a copy of a sailboat magazine. Fifteen minutes after sitting down, the exterior door opened. The instant she heard the door opening Maddy started to stand up. A man came in and held it open for Leonard Ferrell who failed to see Maddy coming at him. 
 
    “Hi, Leonard,” Maddy pleasantly said. 
 
    “Oh, shit. Now what?” Ferrell said. 
 
    The man who was holding the door reached for Maddy’s arm to stop her. 
 
    “Touch me and you’ll be singing soprano when you get off the floor,” she snarled. 
 
    The man took a step back and Maddy handed the Order to Show Cause to Ferrell. 
 
    “Goddamnit,” Ferrell almost yelled. 
 
    “There are people on that list who don’t want their names made public,” he pleaded. 
 
    “Then they shouldn’t hang out with you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Look,” she continued as she started digging in her purse. 
 
    Ferrell could see inside her purse and asked, “Is that a gun? You carry a gun?” 
 
    “Yes, Leonard, I carry a gun. Now this is Marc Kadella’s card. Give him a call. Make an appointment. Bring a lawyer and the list. He’s not unreasonable. Talk it over with him.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I got him,” Maddy told Marc. She was in her car still downtown. 
 
    “Got who? Did you hit me this morning? My shoulder’s sore.” 
 
    “Hit you? Ah, no. Why would I hit you? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Gotcha,” Marc said. “I remember waking up after you elbowed me in the shoulder. I just wanted to see if you’d lie about it.” 
 
    “Oops, sorry,” Maddy quietly said. “You were snoring…” 
 
    “And you were awake and in a bad mood, so you hit me to wake me up. Sometimes I don’t think you realize how hard you can hit. 
 
    “Who did you get?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Leonard Ferrell. I jumped him at his office when he came through the door.” 
 
    “You jumped him? I’ll bet he liked that.” 
 
    “Shut up. Where are you?” 
 
    “The office.” 
 
    “See you in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    Gretchen Stenson, as she often did while preparing for a date, even one for lunch, took a closeup look of her face in her vanity mirror. Despite the fact she was now on the north side of forty, Gretchen was still pleased with what she saw. Over the years, Gretchen had worked hard to maintain her looks, her health, and her figure. In many ways, she was probably more desirable as a grown up, adult woman than she had been as a twenty-year old, blonde, hottie, which she had been. Also, much more worldly, more educated, more sophisticated. All excellent qualities for her profession. 
 
    Gretchen Stenson was a high-priced, high-class, call girl. A thousand dollar a night prostitute with a high-end list of clients. The vast majority of them were men––mostly older––stuck in a dead marriage. Much more interested in companionship and a pleasant evening than wham, bam, thank you ma’am sex. 
 
      
 
    Gretchen checked her watch, an elegant gold and silver Movado, took a last moment to touch up her hair and prepared to leave. The Uber driver called up while she was slipping into her overcoat. 
 
    *    *    *    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    “Hey, kid,” the maitre’d whispered to her as he kissed Gretchen’s cheek. “How’ve you been? Haven’t seen you for a few weeks.” 
 
    “I’m good, David. How are you? I’m looking for Lloyd Cramer,” Gretchen answered. 
 
    “Got a nice table for you. Come with me.” 
 
    By this point, the four couples who were waiting to be seated were becoming increasingly annoyed. At least the women were. The men seemed to be amused. Gretchen had walked in and was immediately seated. Two of the women, older with well-off husbands, glanced at each other with clear distaste believing Gretchen was in fact, what they thought she was. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, darling, how are you?” the elderly gentleman waiting for her said. He stood up and kissed her cheek while the maitre’d held her chair. 
 
    “Hello, Lloyd, I’m good, and you?” she replied. Lloyd Cramer was one of Gretchen’s more interesting clients. He was in his late sixties, thinning gray hair slicked back, slender, and still quite handsome, very charming, and rich. Lloyd had made his money the old-fashioned way. He stole it. In fact, he may have been––and probably still was––the most successful burglar in North America. Having successfully plied his trade for forty years, making a fortune doing it and not spending more than one night at a time in jail. He did so because he had never once harmed anyone. Stealing is one thing. A homicide brings serious cops. 
 
    Lloyd lived in Minnetonka, in a smaller than normal house, almost a cottage, located on a small piece of lakeshore. The cops knew who he was and would love to bust him, but he never did business locally. In fact, most of the cops in burglary departments admired him, but would still like to be the one to lock him up. 
 
      
 
    For the next two hours they had a wonderful meal at one of the most prestigious restaurants in Minneapolis. When it was time to go, Gretchen asked the question and Lloyd replied, “Not tonight, I’ve been out of town on business, and I needed some pleasant company and a good meal. However, there is something I need to ask you about.” 
 
    “Okay, what is it?” 
 
    “I have a friend, more of an acquaintance and no, it is not me,” he quickly added when Gretchen’s eyebrows went up. 
 
    “This friend has a certain, I’m not sure, fetish? Anyway, he was being serviced by a lovely woman and, being out of town since before Christmas, I didn’t know about this.” 
 
    “Lloyd, come to the point,” Gretchen mildly chided the man. 
 
    “Yes, of course, sorry. It’s just, well, a little distasteful. I mean, I’m certainly no prude and consider myself to be open-minded. What people do is their own business. I’ve known this man for years and I’ve also known about his particular fetish.” 
 
    “Lloyd,” she said again. 
 
    “Okay,” Lloyd said. He leaned on the table and whispered, “He’s into B and D. On the receiving end…” 
 
    “I don’t and won’t,” Gretchen quickly said. “I did a little of that in the past, but I haven’t for years.” 
 
    “I know that,” Lloyd protested. “I thought maybe you knew someone. Someone discreet. As I said, he had a woman who would come to his home, but,” Lloyd took a moment to look around to check for eavesdroppers. “But the poor woman was murdered. Apparently by her husband.” 
 
    “Seriously? There’s been one like that in the news. Infidelity and murder. Cheating wife and jealous husband. But nothing about B and D.”  
 
    “Could be it,” Lloyd said. “Do you know anyone? It needs to be someone who will go to his home. He doesn’t want to be seen going to one of those places.” 
 
    “One of what places?” Gretchen asked with a smirk and a gleam in her eye. “I don’t think I have ever seen you this uncomfortable with a subject. Are you sure this friend,” Gretchen said while making air quotes around the word friend, “isn’t you?” 
 
    Lloyd laughed and said, “Yes, I’m sure. Besides, how long have we known each other? Don’t you think I would have mentioned it before?” 
 
    “Good point. What’s your friend’s name?” 
 
    “I can’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you can and must. I need to know who we’re dealing with. This particular business, the women and men involved, need to be very careful. That’s a big reason I got out. The clients can get a little too attached. Name.” 
 
    “Burt Chayson,” Lloyd whispered. 
 
    “Oh, that’s perfect,” she laughed. “Probably the number one political mover and shaker in this state. Friend of both Republicans and Democrats is a B and D recipient,” Gretchen whispered back. “I’ll see what I can do. Wait a second, isn’t he married?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. Not anymore,” Lloyd said.  
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc and Maddy passed through the security checkpoint then walked to the elevators. 9:45 A.M. and most of the employees in the Government Center were at their desks, leaving the elevators almost empty. Almost but not quite. As the car doors opened, three men, one woman, all lawyers, scurried on before the doors closed. Of course, all four got off separately on floors below sixteen, making Marc and Maddy first on, last off. 
 
    “First on, last off,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I know. Always seems to work that way. It’s like sitting alone at a long red light. Then, as soon as it changes three cars pull up behind you.” 
 
    “Really? That never happens to me,” Maddy said rolling her eyes toward the ceiling. 
 
    “That’s because God is paying special attention to you,” Marc replied. 
 
    Marc opened the door to 1650 and said, “After you, your Majesty.” 
 
    Maddy stepped past him with a smile and said, “And don’t you forget it.” 
 
    “You’ve gotten a little cocky since you got that ring,” Marc quietly said. 
 
    He took two steps up the aisle before noticing the crowd. There were easily thirty people in attendance, most of them crowded into the first few rows. At least a dozen were media types from various sources. 
 
    At the table to their right sat Leonard Ferrell and two lawyers from Collier and Benson. The same two who had tried to quash the subpoena, Robert Duncan, and Kyle Bruns. At the left-hand table, sitting alone was Jennifer Moore. 
 
    Because there was not an empty chair for Maddy in the front row, Marc held the gate open for her. She sat down behind Jennifer Moore on a chair in front of the bar. 
 
    “Hi, Leonard,” Maddy said more loudly than necessary. She noticed Leonard Ferrell looking at her and added, “Nice to see you again.” 
 
    Ferrell’s two lawyers turned and were staring at Maddy while Ferrell made a growling noise and looked away. 
 
    Seeing this, Jennifer said to Marc, “Have we finally met a man that doesn’t like her?” 
 
    “It does appear so,” Marc said. “Although it seems she picked up a couple of new ones.” 
 
    Marc stood up, stepped over to the other lawyers and asked, “So, what’s it gonna be? We gonna get the list today?” 
 
    Ferrell’s lawyers stood and shook hands with Marc. Bruns replied, “Well, we’re gonna make an argument against it.” 
 
    Marc shrugged as he said, “Okay. Give it a shot.” 
 
    While Marc was talking to Ferrell’s lawyers, Judge Wilson’s clerk came into the courtroom. She went to both tables and quietly told everyone the judge wanted to do this in chambers. 
 
    Upon hearing this, one of the bolder reporters stood and said, “We object! We have a right to be here to report to the public. We…” 
 
    “Overruled,” the clerk said then turned to lead everyone back to Wilson’s chambers. 
 
    Maddy leaned forward and asked, “Can I come with?” 
 
    “Sure,” Jennifer answered. “Come on. This should be fun.” 
 
    The reporter who had objected, made his way to the gate and was going to follow. Except, there was a large, surly-looking, black man, a deputy, who stepped forward toward him shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    As they filed into Wilson’s chambers, Marc said, “You’re gonna get some bad press, Judge.” 
 
    “And probably an appeal,” Jennifer added. “The mob is angry.” 
 
    “I was afraid of this.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Duncan said, “We strongly urge you to keep this in camera. There is no need to splash this all over the news.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “Your call. I don’t care one way or the other. If I had to vote, I’d go with Mr. Duncan. But…” Marc said with a shrug. 
 
    “Ms. Moore?” 
 
    “I agree. There are likely a lot of names on this list that don’t need to be made public by attaching them to a murder trial. They deserve their privacy.” 
 
    “Sold. Okay, everybody find a seat,” Wilson said. She looked at Maddy and asked, “Who are you?” 
 
    “She’s my assistant and investigator, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Okay,” Wilson said. She smiled at Maddy, pointed at a couch, and said, “Have a seat.” 
 
    By now Marc was sitting in front of the judge who winked at him and quietly said, “Lucky you.” 
 
    “You have no idea, your Honor,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Her court reporter indicated he was ready, and Wilson began to read the case name and number into the record. Half-way through it she stopped and said, “Marty, you know it as well as I do. Just add it in.” 
 
    Judge Wilson removed her cheaters, looked at Ferrell and said, “Mr. Ferrell, how much jail time do I need to sentence you to so you’ll take my orders seriously?” 
 
    “Your Honor!” Duncan almost yelled. 
 
    Wilson held up a hand to stop and said, “I’m talking to your client. He’ll be the one to go to jail, not you. Mr. Ferrell?” 
 
    Marc, Maddy and Jennifer, were looking at Ferrell with obvious amusement. 
 
    “Your Honor,” Ferrell almost choked saying, “I sincerely want to comply…” 
 
    “Good. Hand over his list and we’re done,” Wilson said. She looked at Duncan and said, “Please, Mr. Duncan, explain to the court why I shouldn’t hold your client in contempt.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Duncan began, “there are some very prominent people on this list…” 
 
    “We’ve been down this road,” Marc quickly said. 
 
    “Yes, we have,” Wilson agreed. 
 
    “We will be discreet. We’ll be careful. No media here. I have no interest in embarrassing anyone. My client is accused of a most heinous crime and he has every right to a zealous defense,” Marc said. “We truly believe someone, at least one person, maybe others, were involved in the theft of his phone to set him up. And I’m going to find out who. There is no one on that list whose name should be removed.” 
 
    “The governor?” Duncan asked. 
 
    “Your Honor. I do believe the governor is not involved. But what if I found out that’s not true. Or someone close to him? Then what? Are we supposed to keep it quiet?” 
 
    “Careful, Mr. Kadella,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Your Honor, I’m not accusing anyone of anything. I’m just saying, at this point we need the complete list,” Marc said. 
 
    “Do you have the list with you? You better say yes,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Duncan answered. Ferrell reached in a pocket and handed Duncan a thumb drive. 
 
    “Mr. Ferrell, is it the complete list including staff and service personnel?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Ferrell answered. 
 
    “Good. We don’t want to waste precious jail space. 
 
    “Anything else, Mr. Duncan? Any other argument that might change my mind?” 
 
    “No, your Honor. I don’t believe so,” Duncan replied. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, guard it carefully. I don’t mind wasting jail space on careless lawyers,” Wilson told Marc, looking at him with a mischievous grin. 
 
    “The Hope Diamond, your Honor.” 
 
      
 
    While Ferrell and his lawyers were leaving, Ferrell gave Maddy a dirty look. She replied with a smile and a wink. 
 
    “I’ll email the list to you once we get it open,” Marc told Jennifer when they were in the back hall. 
 
    “Why don’t I take it upstairs and copy it?” 
 
    “And if it gets accidentally erased? Not a chance. I’ll be careful,” Marc said. 
 
    “You don’t trust me,” Jennifer said. She looked at Maddy and repeated, “He doesn’t trust me.” 
 
    “Cynical lawyer,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “I’m terribly offended,” Jennifer told Marc. 
 
    “Somehow, I think you’ll get over it,” Marc said. “You are becoming the same type of cynical lawyer as the rest of us.” 
 
      
 
    Later, Steve Gondeck, the chief felony litigator for Hennepin County, and Jennifer Moore were late for a meeting. The two of them had been in Gondeck’s office going over the list of names of attendees at Ferrell’s Christmas party. Total, including security and the catering service staff, was two hundred and twenty-four. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer went through the conference room door first, Gondeck right behind her. 
 
    “All right everyone,” Gondeck said to those in the room, “let’s everyone take a seat.” 
 
    There were six people in the room: four men, two women. They were investigators with the county attorney’s office. 
 
    Gondeck took the seat at the head of the table, Jennifer to his left. To his right was the senior investigator for this group. His name was Isiah Turner, a black man double dipping for retirement. Turner had spent twenty-two years with the Minneapolis police. After retiring with a detective’s pay, he transferred to the county. As did several others in this room. 
 
      
 
    “In case you haven’t heard, we were given a list of names this morning in regard to the Crane homicide. I’ll let Jennifer explain who they are,” Gondeck said. 
 
    Jennifer held up a document of several pages and said, “This is a list of people the defense has shoved up our…well, you get the picture.”  
 
    She gave a brief summary of who these people are and why they needed to be investigated. 
 
    “The defense claims that someone at that party stole Parker Crane’s phone and murdered his wife,” Jennifer said. “The phone was used to create a trail from the Convention Center to where Diana Crane was having, um, sexual relations with a man other than her husband.” 
 
    “How many names on the list?” one of the women asked. 
 
    “Two twenty-four,” Jennifer answered. 
 
    “And we have to investigate every one of them for ties to Diana Crane?” the same woman asked. 
 
    “Yep,” Jennifer answered then slid the list across the table to Isiah. 
 
    “We have to take this seriously,” Gondeck said. “The defense only needs one name, one person on this list that they can point to and create reasonable doubt.” 
 
    “Names only. No addresses, phone numbers…” Isiah started to ask. 
 
    “These are all prominent people,” Gondeck said. “You can skip the governor,” he told Isiah, “I don’t see him sneaking away without anyone noticing.”  
 
    “We need to find anyone with a connection to either Diana or Parker Crane,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “What about the women?” Isiah asked. 
 
    Gondeck looked at Jennifer who said, “Single women, yes, but you’re not likely to find many. Others can be skipped unless you find a connection with a husband to Diana. If Diana was having an affair with someone, and this is pretty possible, well, check the wife as well. She would have motive. 
 
    “We sent the list to IT and put a priority on it. They’re gonna run all the names and get as much information as possible. Addresses, phone numbers, employment,” Jennifer said. “Isiah gets the pleasure of dividing it up. 
 
    “He has the security camera recording of the party. Go over that and see if anyone slips away then comes back later, around eleven-thirty that night. Leaves around nine, nine-thirty then comes back.” 
 
    “Any questions?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll divide up the list and use the internet ourselves. When you put a rush on the IT guys, they get insulted,” Isiah said. 
 
    Several heads nodded and a couple of the investigators said, “Good point.” 
 
    “Get to it guys. And thanks. This is a gruesome, premeditated murder and the husband did it,” Jennifer said in conclusion. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tony Carvelli opened one eye and tried to focus it on the alarm clock. It read 7:40. Considering how tired he was, it had to be 7:40 A.M. and not P.M. Plus there was light coming through his bedroom window. 
 
    Carvelli had been working a case of his best client, Best Buy, whose headquarters were in a first-tier, Minneapolis suburb, barely south of Minneapolis itself. As many truck hijackings as the giant retailer dealt with, if Carvelli wanted to expand outside Minnesota, he would die of exhaustion chasing them down. 
 
    This time it was a load of washers and dryers. The truck itself was empty when he found it, less than a day after the crime. It took him until almost 3:00 A.M. to locate the fence. Not too many of them handled appliances. This one was in Oklahoma. Tony had notified the feds. If the contraband did not turn up today, there would be a tiny addition to America’s trade deficit with Mexico. The feds were confident the shipment had not arrived in Tulsa as of 3:00 A.M. this morning. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli reached over to the bedside table. Next to the clock he kept a large, plastic water bottle. When he was finished with it, he put it back, rolled over, closed his eyes and tried to go back to sleep. As his mind was slipping into the last bit of consciousness, a thought flashed through his head. A serious thought that snapped Carvelli totally awake. 
 
    He lay on his back, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling. Because of what had occurred to him, a huge mistake, he knew sleep was not going to come. 
 
    “Shit,” he quietly said. 
 
    Tossing the covers aside, Carvelli got up and headed downstairs to the kitchen. He started the coffee maker and went back up and into the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Marc’s phone buzzed with an incoming call. Maddy picked it up off the living room coffee table, checked the ID, and answered it. 
 
    “Hi, paisan,” she said. “Why are you up so early?” 
 
    “You guys up?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Yeah. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Where’s Marc?” 
 
    “Getting ready to leave. Why?” 
 
    “I screwed up something. When I got the surveillance video from the Convention Center, I only got the film from inside the party room. I should have gotten the recordings from the hallway. There could be something on there.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right. I, of course would have thought of that,” Maddy said. “I’m kidding. We all thought, if the phone was stolen, it would have been taken out of his coat on the rack along the wall.” 
 
    “I’m gonna call Mike Stern, the security guy and see if I can get it this morning.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, let me tell Marc,” Maddy said. “It’s Tony,” Maddy told Marc. She then quickly explained why he called. 
 
    “You want some company?” Maddy asked Carvelli when she finished telling Marc. 
 
    “Sure, why not? It’s still winter out there, you know. Freeze your ass single digit temps,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Don’t be such a wuss. Marc wants his phone. Pick me up in what, an hour?” 
 
    “See you then.” 
 
      
 
    Having called ahead, Carvelli’s security contact at the Convention Center was waiting when they arrived. 
 
    “Hi, Mike,” Carvelli said as he shook hands with the man. Folded into the palm of Carvelli’s hand were two fifty-dollar bills. 
 
    “My pleasure,” Mike replied. 
 
    Carvelli introduced Maddy and the three of them walked toward a bank of elevators. Once onboard, Mike said. “I have what you want all set up. I started at six o’clock. Most of the crowd was in by seven-thirty.” 
 
    “When did Parker say he arrived?” Carvelli asked Maddy. 
 
    “Around seven. The report we got from Verizon confirmed that. A few minutes before seven,” Maddy replied. 
 
    The elevator stopped and as the doors opened, Carvelli said, “We can start about six forty-five.” 
 
    They went into a viewing room full of TV monitors. There were two security people watching the monitors. Even early in the day, there was already a significant amount of activity in the building. It is a 480,000 square foot building with four main rooms, a ballroom, and an auditorium with seating for over thirty-four hundred. Monitoring all of this is a significant undertaking. Ferrell’s party was held in one of the smallest rooms. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Mike began after they took seats in front of a large monitor. “I pulled the video for the hall directly in front of the Ferrell party room. You will have a good look at everyone going in.” 
 
    Mike started the feed and pushed it up to 6:45 P.M. From there they watched at normal speed. Just before 7:00, they spotted Parker Crane among the crowd. 
 
    They watched as he shook hands with several people. There were seven of them in a little group standing away from the door. Parker turned to his right, away from the line waiting to go inside. He raised his left hand to wave at someone. At that moment, a couple was walking by and the woman bumped into him. 
 
    “There!” both Maddy and Carvelli said when they saw it. 
 
    Mike stopped the video and backed it up to the point just before Parker turned. Maddy and Carvelli leaned forward until their noses were almost touching the screen. 
 
    “Okay, super slow, Mike,” Carvelli said. 
 
    They watched it again and Maddy said, “I couldn’t see it. Did you?” 
 
    “Run it again,” Carvelli said. 
 
    Mike ran it four more times and on the fourth viewing, Carvelli said, “Stop! Right there, See it?” 
 
    “She has her left hand against his chest. At least that’s what it looks like. But the man’s shoulder is in the way, almost enough to block it. I can’t be sure,” Maddy said staring at the frozen image. 
 
    “That’s gotta be it,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “If it is, she is really good,” Maddy said. “If you blink, you won’t see it.” 
 
    “Gotta be it,” Carvelli said again. He removed a small notebook from his coat pocket, opened it and noted the time on the video. 
 
    “Okay, Mike let’s see the rest of it. We’ll watch until Parker goes inside.” 
 
    Parker and his friends got in line and within a minute, it happened again. The line was tight, and Parker bumped into the man ahead of him. That man turned and Parker must have said excuse me. The man patted Parker on the shoulder and turned back around. 
 
    “That can’t be it,” Maddy said after they watched it two more times. “Parker initiated the contact. How would someone who was after his phone know that would happen?” 
 
    “You’re right. He couldn’t,” Carvelli agreed. 
 
    They watched until Parker got past the security at the door. 
 
    Mike stopped the video and asked, “Want to see more? Or watch it again?” 
 
    “Can we get me a copy?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    Mike picked up a plastic CD container with a disk in it and handed it to Carvelli. “This is it from six to seven-thirty. After that, there’s not much going on in the hall. If you want more, let me know.” 
 
    “This is fine, thanks,” Carvelli replied. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” Carvelli asked Maddy as he started his car. 
 
    “If she got his phone, she’s very good and probably wearing a disguise. A wig and the glasses,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Is it enough for reasonable doubt?” Maddy said. “Thinking like a lawyer...” 
 
    “Don’t make that a habit.” 
 
    “No kidding. If she picked him and his phone was used to set him up, we have a conspiracy here. Unless the woman who took his phone acted alone, which is highly unlikely.” 
 
    “What is the motivation for a conspiracy? We gotta have at least two people who want Diana dead and Parker framed for it. Why?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    He pulled up to the exit and used a card to pay the parking. As he pulled away, Maddy was staring at the parking payment machine. 
 
    “If Parker paid to leave with a card, there will be a record of it on his bank debit card statement or his credit card. We could find out the precise time he left and how long it took him to drive home,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Better still, we could check to see if he left during the party and drove to kill Diana at the boyfriend’s place,” Carvelli said. 
 
    Maddy thought for a moment then said, “I think he’d be smart enough to pay cash if he did that. Then come back, get a new ticket and use a card to use as proof of what time he left.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably. Let’s run it past Marc.” 
 
      
 
    Marc leaned back from the TV and shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “What do you guys think?” he asked referring to Barry and Connie. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Connie said. She left the conference and went to her office. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Barry said. “What do you two think?” he asked Carvelli and Maddy. 
 
    “I think she did it, but using this in court…” 
 
    “Is not likely gonna fly,” Barry said. He looked at Marc who nodded his head in agreement. 
 
    “Not by itself,” Marc said. 
 
    A moment later, Connie came back carrying a Sherlock Holmes style, large magnifying glass. 
 
    “Okay, let’s see it again,” she said. 
 
    All five of them took turns viewing the potential pick pocket of Parker’s phone through Connie’s magnifying glass. Maddy was last and when she saw it for the second time they stopped and looked at each other. 
 
    “That didn’t help,” Barry said. “I mean, yes, we got a magnified look, but the guy’s shoulder is still in the way.” 
 
    “If Parker could say yes, the phone was missing before he went inside, you’d have something,” Connie said. 
 
    Marc said, “We’ll hang onto this. If we can find something to confirm it more than what Parker says, then we’ll see.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Maddy said. “Run it again only slow it down when that girl and the guy she’s with get to the door to go inside.” 
 
    Tony started the video again and let it go at normal speed until the couple got to the door. 
 
    “Stop it,” Maddy said. “See it? He’s the one who’s name is on the list.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s talking to the security guy,” Marc said. “So?” 
 
    “We need to identify him. We should take this to Parker and see if he knows who they are. If not, maybe run it past Leonard Ferrell,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Yeah, like he’s gonna help us out,” Marc said. 
 
    “Maybe Paul,” Carvelli said. “Maybe he can do facial ID.” 
 
    “Let me have the disk,” Marc said. “I’ll take it to Parker today.” 
 
    Carvelli’s phone buzzed, he looked at the ID, smiled, answered it and said, “Hey kid. How are you?” 
 
    “Hi lover,” he heard the sultry voice of a long-time friend say. “Been a while.” 
 
    “Too long, Gretchen,” he replied. 
 
    Upon using her name, the eyebrows of the other four people in the room went up. They all knew exactly who and what Gretchen Stenson was. 
 
    “You can take me to lunch,” she said. “Make it a nice place…” 
 
    “How about Arby’s?” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I’ll pretend you didn’t say that,” she replied. “Seriously, Tony. I think I may have some information for you. About the murder case in the papers. The one where the husband is accused of stalking his cheating wife and stabbing her to death. Isn’t your pal Marc representing the husband?” 
 
    “You want to talk to him? He’s right here,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Maybe but let me run what I found out by you first.” 
 
    “Okay. So, no Arby’s. Burger King?” 
 
    “Clamenza’s,” Gretchen said referring to a quaint, Italian place with a gangster motif and good food. 
 
    “Deal. Twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Bring Maddy. I want to see the ring,” Gretchen said. 
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    Clamenza’s was an Italian restaurant on Nicollet Mall and Fourth Street. It is kitty corner from the downtown library which takes up an entire block. Fortunately, there is a large parking lot directly across Fourth. Otherwise, parking down there would be a Manhattan level nightmare. 
 
    Carvelli and Maddy waited on the corner for the light to change and saw Gretchen arrive in an Uber. The light turned green, and both took two quick steps back as a van blew through the red-light spraying street sludge barely missing them. 
 
    “Get your gun out and blow out his back window,” Carvelli said. The van had to stop for another light behind a line of cars less than half a block away. 
 
    “It is tempting,” Maddy said. “Easy enough shot.” 
 
    Gretchen spotted them crossing the street and waved while she waited. Having seen the van run the red light, when they reached her, she said, “Downtown, you learn to wait until everyone’s done running the red light before crossing. 
 
    “Hi, gorgeous,” Gretchen said to Maddy. “And you too, Tony,” she added while she kissed Maddy’s cheek. 
 
      
 
    Having tipped the hostess ten bucks, Gretchen, with Carvelli and Maddy following, were led to a booth toward the back. The three of them made the usual small talk chatter until their order was taken. 
 
    “I’m not sure if this is news to you guys, but I thought I’d pass along what I found out. 
 
    “Your victim, Diana Crane, was a very naughty girl.” 
 
    “We probably know where you’re going,” Carvelli said. “But, please continue.” 
 
    “You know about her sideline as a B and D dominatrix?” Gretchen asked. 
 
    “We found…. evidence,” Maddy said. “Why? What do you know about it?” 
 
    “I have a client, more of a friend, really. You may know him, Tony,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “Oh? Who might that be?” 
 
    “Lloyd Cramer,” Gretchen replied. 
 
    “Seriously? Is he still around?” 
 
    “Doing well,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “Would he like you telling me this?” 
 
    “Who is Lloyd Cramer?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “He wouldn’t care,” Gretchen said answering Carvelli’s question. 
 
    “He must be, what, pushing seventy?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Early sixties.” 
 
    “Who is Lloyd…” Maddy started to ask again. 
 
    “One of the best, most successful burglars, probably, ever,” Carvelli told Maddy.  
 
    “Did he ever get caught and do time?” Carvelli asked Gretchen. 
 
    “Nope, not that I’m aware of and he’s been a client for over twenty years.” 
 
    “Tell me about him,” Maddy eagerly said. 
 
    “You’d like him, most women do. He’s a gentleman. Educated, sophisticated, kind and considerate,” Gretchen said. “Think, Cary Grant in To Catch a Thief. Only not that good looking. Not bad, though.” 
 
    “He’s a crook and he should be in prison,” Carvelli said. “He’s lived locally for as long as I know. But he supposedly never worked here.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “Sounds interesting. I want to meet him,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Seriously, you’d like him,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “I’ve met him, and I like him, but he’s still a crook,” Carvelli said. “What about him?” 
 
    “He knows someone who is a client or rather was, of a woman in the business who went by the name, Mistress Topaz. She was recently murdered by her husband. I checked the papers and there was the name Marc Kadella representing someone who recently murdered his wife. Coincidence?” 
 
    “Nope,” Carvelli said. “It’s him and her.” 
 
    “We need the name of this customer,” Maddy quickly said. “We need it to help us crack her code.” 
 
    For the next couple of minutes Maddy told Gretchen about finding the gym locker and its contents. She also explained the calendar and appointments. 
 
    “Why do you need to know who her clients are?” Gretchen asked. 
 
    “Our guy, the husband, insists he is being set up,” Carvelli told her. “Anybody who was a client is a potential suspect.” 
 
    “That’s a little thin, don’t you think?” 
 
    “No, not really,” Maddy said. “Anybody on her client list could have developed a motive.” 
 
    Gretchen went silent for a while eating her salad. She put down her fork and dabbed at her mouth with a linen napkin before continuing. 
 
    “Okay, there’s more. I knew who Mistress Topaz was. I used to be in that business, that line, many years ago. I still have a couple friends. 
 
    “Mistress Topaz learned the trade from one of them. A woman by the name of Patricia Raines. She runs a high-end B and D service. She usually has anywhere from five to ten girls and guys working for her.” 
 
    “Guys too?” Maddy asked. “How much of this is out there? How many clients of this live in Minnesota?” 
 
    “Thousands, you’d be surprised,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “Why did you stop? Is the money good?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Thinking about changing careers?” Carvelli asked Maddy. 
 
    “You could pick the best clients out there,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “No thanks.” 
 
    “I got out because I didn’t like it. Some of these people and they’re not all men, are pathetic. Very successful but not people I want to be around. A lot of the dominatrixes really like it. I didn’t. Patricia has strict policies. No drugs and especially no sexual touching.” 
 
    “Who’s this guy Lloyd Cramer knows was a client of Diana?” Carvelli asked moving the conversation back on track. 
 
    Gretchen sipped her coffee, gave Carvelli a sly smile then said, “You’re gonna love this.” 
 
    “I know him?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Big time supporter of the cops. Burt Chayson,” Gretchen said.  
 
    “Chayson? You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “I’ve heard the name,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Burt’s a fixer,” Carvelli said. “He was a lawyer for a big, white shoe firm but he doesn’t practice. In fact, he’s on his own and has been for a while. He takes care of things. Fixes things for clients, politicians, even cops. He’s one of those people who, if you shake hands with him, count your fingers afterward to make sure they’re still all attached. Burt Chayson. You know, now that I think about it, I’m not surprised.” 
 
    “Okay, so we have his name, but we can’t use it to unlock the code unless we can match it with an appointment time,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Good point,” Carvelli agreed. “But I could get it out of him.” 
 
    “Go see Patricia,” Gretchen said looking at Maddy. “Topaz worked at her place then walked off with her personal client list. That’s pretty common. 
 
    “Maybe she can dig back and find out if good old Burt had a regular appointment day you can use to match up with him.” 
 
    Maddy retrieved her phone, looked at the ID and answered an incoming call. “Marc,” she said looking at Carvelli. 
 
    “Hi. What did you find out?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Parker can’t identify him. Doesn’t know him or the girl,” Marc told her. 
 
    Maddy covered the phone and told this to Tony. 
 
    “Let me talk to him,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Tony wants to talk to you,” Maddy said into the phone. 
 
    “Is he telling the truth?” Carvelli asked Marc. 
 
    “You know, that’s an excellent question. I think so, but it is possible he’s not.” 
 
    “Is he sitting there with you?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s correct,” Marc said. 
 
    “I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    “That will be fine. Let me talk to Maddy.” 
 
    Maddy gave him the news about Burt Chayson, a man Marc also knew, or more accurately, knew who and what he was. She also told him about Patricia, Gretchen’s B and D friend. 
 
    “Are you going to meet with her?” 
 
    “Yeah, today. This afternoon. Gretchen said she would call and get me in. Wanna come with?” 
 
    “Ah, no. I’ll pass,” Marc said. 
 
    “Worried she’ll recognize you and say something?” 
 
    “No, that’s not it. I still owe her money, smartass. I’ll be in the office this afternoon. Call me after you talk to this woman. Take Tony.” 
 
    “How much do you owe her?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Not sure. Her contract specifies interest.” 
 
    “Maybe I could go to work for her and work it off,” Maddy said. 
 
    “There’s an idea. Tell you what, find out where they shop, and we could pick up some outfits for you.” 
 
    “And you, too. Bye, love you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Love you, too.” 
 
    “When are you gonna stop doing that to him?” Carvelli asked but was laughing along with her. 
 
    “I think it’s sweet,” Gretchen said. 
 
    “There, see,” Maddy said. “Let’s go meet with Patricia.” 
 
    “Her stage name is Domina Sapphire,” Gretchen told them.  
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    Burt Chayson was known around the Cities as a fixer. Originally, Burt had been a lawyer. In fact, a top ten percent graduate of the University of Minnesota Law School. But that was thirty years ago. 
 
    The top ten percent graduation spot had landed him a job with a white shoe, downtown, insurance defense and corporate law firm. Burt slaved for them for the obligatory number of years before making partner. Two years later, having discovered where his real talent lay, Burt walked away and struck out on his own. 
 
    Burt Chayson had discovered political lobbying. More accurately, lobbying had discovered him. Burt was a world class schmoozer. Burt could also sell ice to Eskimos and they would thank him for it. 
 
    In addition to his sales ability. Burt had two indispensable other virtues. He had an almost photographic memory for names and faces and was totally ethically and morally free. The only thing that mattered to Burt was what worked. 
 
    Burt was pushing sixty, a multimillionaire and one of the most well-known people in the Twin Cities. Especially with his lack of conscience––shrinks would call Burt a perfect sociopath–––Burt could move between the legitimate and illegitimate worlds seamlessly. Amazing for someone as physically unattractive as Burt had allowed himself to become. 
 
    Barely five feet ten inches, Burt weighed two-forty and was mostly bald. What Burt liked more than wheeling and dealing was eating and drinking. His office was a back booth at Shirley’s a mid-level restaurant. Shirley’s was across the river from downtown Minneapolis in the St. Anthony area. His booth had a great view of downtown, the river, the islands, and the falls. 
 
      
 
    “Walter,” Burt quietly said into his phone, “it’s time to relax. If anything could turn up, it would have done so by now.” 
 
    He was talking to Walter Franze. Franze was the Chief of Staff and puppet master to the most recent mediocre governor inflicted on the people of Minnesota. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right,” Franze replied. 
 
    “They can poke around, but if they could’ve found anything, they would have found it by now. 
 
    “I’ve got a pretty good list of replacements for our legislative opponents,” Burt said changing the subject to what he wanted to talk about. 
 
    “Do you want to send it?” 
 
    “No, we should get together…. well, what have we here? Speak of the devil and he walks in the door.” 
 
    “Who?” Franze asked. 
 
    “I’ll call you later,” Burt told him then ended the call before Franze could reply. 
 
      
 
    “Anthony Carvelli” Burt exclaimed. “Jesus Christ, Tony. How long has it been? Ten, twelve years? Have a seat.” 
 
    “Could be,” Carvelli said sliding onto the booth’s bench across from Burt. “How’ve you been, Burt?” Carvelli asked as he reached across to shake Burt’s soft, chubby hand. 
 
    “Couldn’t be better, Tony. How’s my favorite, straight-arrow ex-detective? I hear good things. It seems you’re prospering.” 
 
    “I’m making a living, Burt.” 
 
    “Doing better than that, I think,” Burt replied. 
 
    “Just coffee please. And be sure to put it on his tab,” Carvelli said to the waitress. 
 
    “Nice view,” Carvelli said looking out the window. 
 
    “It is, isn’t it? Now, Tony,” Burt continued as he leaned forward, smiled and said, “I’m delighted that you took the time to drop in to say hello. You always were one of my favorite cops. How’s Jake doing?” 
 
    “You know how Jake’s doing. You use his limo service often enough,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I just wanted to see if you were aware of that,” Burt said with a chuckle. 
 
    “What can I do for you, Tony? You are here on business, right?” 
 
    “I am,” Carvelli said. “I’m working on a case, a homicide, for a defense lawyer.” 
 
    “And how is Mr. Kadella doing? Seems he’s a pretty good trial lawyer. I hear good things. He should stop defending criminals and go make some money,” Burt said. 
 
    Carvelli thought, for a brief moment, to ask how Burt knew he was working for Marc. He quickly realized he would not get a straight answer and it did not matter anyway. 
 
    “Believe it or not, Marc’s happy doing what he does,” Carvelli replied. “Not everyone is obsessed by the almighty dollar.” 
 
    “Blasphemy. Be careful you’ll save your soul with that kind of attitude.” 
 
    “Probably too late already,” Carvelli replied. “I’m gonna cut to the chase, Burt.” 
 
    “The soul of a cop. Why waste time with small talk?” 
 
    “Good point. We’re representing Parker Crane…” 
 
    “Nasty, ugly, business. But it sure has caught the imagination of the public. Murder, money, infidelity. It has everything,” Burt said. 
 
    “And your name came up,” Carvelli said. When he said it, he was carefully watching Burt’s eyes. But it was not his eyes that he was actually reading for lying or truth telling. It was the man’s hands. 
 
    Science claims that eye movement does not indicate lying. Many tests have been done to refute this. Hand movement is becoming a more accepted way to tell if someone is lying. 
 
    “Oh, in what capacity?” 
 
    “We have it from a reputable source that you were a special friend of Diana Crane. A client of hers, in fact.” 
 
    Burt’s hands came together. He folded them and his fingers twitched several times. 
 
    “I don’t understand. A client of hers for what?” 
 
    “Did you know her?” 
 
    “No, never met her,” Burt calmly answered. 
 
    Carvelli continued to silently stare at Burt’s face for three or four seconds. 
 
    “Okay,” Carvelli cheerfully said. “I didn’t believe it, but I wanted to check for myself.” 
 
    Carvelli picked up his coffee and drank some of it while Burt, obviously relieved, asked, “What business was she in? What was I supposed to be a client for?” 
 
    “I don’t think I want to say. It’s a little sordid and since it’s not true, I’ll just keep it to myself. I’d hate to embarrass you.” 
 
    Carvelli set his empty cup down, looked at his watch and said, “I gotta run.” He again reached across the table to shake hands and said, “Great to see you again, Burt. You’re looking well.” 
 
    “Don’t be a stranger, Tony. Drop by anytime. You can give me some inside gossip on the case.”  
 
    Carvelli laughed, got out of the booth, and said, “Take care, Burt.” He turned and walked away. When he got outside, he turned to his left, walked toward his car, and quietly said, “You’re a lying sonofabitch.” 
 
      
 
    Burt Chayson, major league fixer, watched Carvelli walk out of the restaurant. As he did, he was thinking: He knows. But I don’t know how much he knows. And how can I fix this? 
 
      
 
    While Chayson continued watching Carvelli go through the revolving door to the outside, his phone rang. He looked at his ID and answered it. “Yeah, what?” 
 
    “Who was it? What happened?” he heard Walter Franze ask.  
 
    “It was one of the PIs, the ex-MPD detective, Tony Carvelli. Nothing happened. We had a little chat and he left,” Chayson said. 
 
    “He didn’t ask about… you know?”  
 
    “In fact, he did, but he knows nothing. I know this guy. He’s pretty direct. If he knew anything serious, he would have said so. He would’ve come at me. He was always a straight cop.” 
 
    “Well, what did he ask about?” 
 
    “Jesus, Walter, relax, will ya’?” a frustrated Chayson said. He took a deep breath then said, “Okay. He says he has it from a reliable source that I was a client of Mistress Topaz. I told him no. He left it at that. Satisfied?” 
 
    “Did he ask about anyone else?”  
 
    “No, he didn’t ask about you, okay?” Again, the frustration in his voice quite obvious. 
 
    There was a long pause between them, then finally Walter said, “I don’t like it. Something’s not right. He just shows up out of the blue and asks you about her.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t like it either. What do you want to do about it?” 
 
    “What can we do? Are you still confident we got what we needed from her?” 
 
    “Yeah, if we didn’t and this PI had anything, we’d know,” Chayson said. “There’s nothing we can do but wait. Once the trial is over, we’ll be good.” 
 
      
 
    While Carvelli was listening to Burt Chayson lie about Diana Crane, Maddy Rivers was being offered a job. A change of careers to a very unusual, yet lucrative field. 
 
      
 
    Maddy parked on the north side of Washington, directly across the street from her destination. She used an app on her phone to set up and pay the parking meter. It was now the end of February and temperatures were starting to warm up. It could still get cold, but spring was only three weeks away. The poorly plowed streets of both Minneapolis and St. Paul were becoming slightly more traversable by pedestrians. March snowstorms, a certainty as things warmed up causing the air to moisten, meant the streets were about to get worse again. On top of that, as usual, the Cities were out of money to plow anymore this winter. Apparently, the people who are supposed to plan for this were surprised, once again, with the appearance of winter. 
 
    Maddy was in the Warehouse District of Minneapolis. An area North Northwest of downtown. It is known as the Warehouse District because of the hundred-year-old warehouses converted to modern use. An area of trendy restaurants, hip bars, and gay nightspots. 
 
    In fact, Maddy’s destination was one of these converted warehouses on the south side of Washington. As she crossed the street, she saw on the ground floor a Grady’s Great Gym. 
 
    “Grady must be making a ton of money,” Maddy said as she slipped across the street toward the building. 
 
    Her destination was on the sixth floor. Fortunately, the elevator had been modernized. When she exited the elevator, her destination was right in front of her. The only sign by the door was for the room number. The door was locked and Maddy had to identify herself while looking up at a camera to be buzzed through. 
 
      
 
    Maddy patiently waited in the reception area while thumbing through a Cosmopolitan magazine. It was the edition with the subtitle, 21 Kinks and Fetishes You Should Absolutely Know About. She was reading––with interest––the section on underwater sex when the inner door opened. Standing in the open doorway was an ordinarily dressed twenty-something girl. She was made up in what could only be described as vampire chic. Black hair, black lipstick, heavily made-up black eyes, and fangs. 
 
    “Ms. Rivers? Follow me please.” 
 
    The guard seated at the desk in the reception area, a nightclub bouncer, was thinking; Please be applying for a job as Maddy walked by. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Mistress Elvira,” the girl said introducing herself. 
 
    “So, your mom knew what to name you when you were born,” Maddy replied. 
 
    The girl laughed and said, “Okay, you got me. My name is really Vampire.” 
 
    “Better still,” Maddy said. 
 
      
 
    Her escort knocked on a door, opened it and let Maddy in. 
 
    “Hello,” the woman behind the desk politely said. “You must be Maddy Rivers. Please come in, have a seat.” 
 
    Maddy was in the Esclavage Club. A BDSM business that Diana Crane once worked for. This room was the business office. Maddy had made an appointment to meet with the owner, Patricia Raines a/k/a Domina Sapphire. Raines was dressed in a simple blue blouse, tan skirt and just a touch of makeup. She appeared to be pushing fifty, but still young enough for the club’s clientele. Maddy took a seat in front of the desk and Raines sat next to her. 
 
    “I was horrified to hear about Diana. We parted on, well, not the best of terms, but still…” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “She took a dozen quality clients with her. We have an employment contract––actually the women are independent contractors––that disallows stealing clients but it’s impossible to enforce. A lot of clients, especially men, develop feelings for their therapist and we can’t stop them from leaving.” 
 
    “Therapist?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yes, therapist,” Raines said with a smile. “I know that shocks people, but it’s true. There is no sexual contact of any type here. We provide therapy for people with a particular fetish. It’s perfectly legal. In fact, I have a PhD in psychology and I’m a licensed psychologist.” 
 
    Maddy looked at Raines for a moment then shrugged and said, “Okay.” 
 
    “You could make a fortune,” Raines said. “I could…” 
 
    “Um, no thanks, I’m really not into it.” 
 
    Raines laughed and said, “I didn’t think so. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “As I hope Gretchen told you, I’m a private investigator,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Yes, she did.” 
 
    “Good. I’m working for the lawyer defending Diana’s husband, Parker Crane. He swears he is innocent…” 
 
    “Don’t they all?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But we are ethically bound to believe him and zealously represent him.” 
 
    “As you should.” 
 
    “Right. We’re looking for other possible suspects that may have done this and…” 
 
    “You want to dig around in my client files to see if you can find anyone like that. As a licensed therapist, I cannot allow that. There is a doctor patient privilege here. Sorry.” 
 
    “Really? I’m pretty sure Diana was not a licensed therapist. Are your other girls?” Maddy asked. 
 
    Raines, now looking a bit uncomfortable, did not answer. 
 
    “I didn’t think so. Please, Doctor,” Maddy continued. “I don’t want to make a big deal out of this and I’m sure you don’t either. All I want is the name of one person who had regular, um…” Maddy paused looking for the right word. 
 
    “Sessions,” Raines said. 
 
    “Right. Sessions. Anyway, one name who had regular sessions, like every Wednesday at four o’clock for example. I give you my word, no one will know where it came from.” 
 
    “A client who was with Diana here and stayed with her when she left?” 
 
    “Yes, I guess I should’ve made that clear,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I know someone right off the top of my head. His name is Daniel Sullivan. At least that’s the name he uses. His real name is Jonah Corwin.” 
 
    Maddy’s eyes became the size of saucers upon hearing the name of one of Vivian Donahue’s nephews. 
 
    “By the look on your face, you recognize the name.” 
 
    “Um, it’s pretty well known. Is he a member of…”? 
 
    “The Corwin family. Yes, he is. I’m giving you that name because if you leak it, I’m sure they’ll come down on you like the wrath of God.” 
 
    “I will guard it with my life,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Daniel Sullivan has an appointment every first and the third Wednesday of the month at two o’clock in the afternoon. You can set your clock by it. 
 
    “He’s actually a very sweet man. Don’t hurt him,” Raines added. 
 
    “I won’t, I swear.” 
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    Marc was in court for a pretrial on his hit and run bicycle rider case when Maddy was meeting with Domina Sapphire. Pretrial’s are basically settlement conferences. The prosecutor, if they are willing to deal, will have an offer to make. The defense can counter-offer and negotiate the difference. They can also go into chambers and find out what the judge might suggest or is willing to accept. Any plea agreement must be acceptable to the judge. Normally, anything within reason will be accepted. 
 
    Leaving the scene of an accident in which someone was injured is a felony. Depending on the defendant’s criminal score, he could be punished with up to three years in jail and a $5,000.00 fine. 
 
    Marc, having checked in with the clerk and prosecutor, was waiting. He was sitting next to his very nervous client and the client’s father. 
 
    “Relax, Jeff,” Marc told him. “You’ll get through this. You’ll see.” 
 
    At that moment the prosecutor, a young man who looked to be in his mid-twenties, motioned for Marc. 
 
    “You’re Marc Kadella,” he said, a statement not a question. “Um, I’m, ah…” 
 
    “You’ll think of it,” Marc said. “Take a breath. First day on the job?” 
 
    “Fourth,” he said with a grin. “And my name is Tony Fender.” 
 
    “Like the guitars?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Never mind. What do you have to offer?” 
 
    “Um,” the young man said looking at his file. “Two years suspend eighteen months, one-thousand-dollar fine, pay restitution to the victim.” 
 
    “Is the alleged victim here?” 
 
    “No, we talked to him yesterday.” 
 
    “You can draw a line through the restitution request since that was his idea. There’s a civil suit in progress to handle that which this Lance Armstrong wannabe will likely lose. 
 
    “Next, this is his first offense of any kind for anything. I know this judge,” Marc lied. “He’s not gonna put him in jail for this. We’ll accept one year suspended at which time the charge becomes a misdemeanor. A thousand-dollar fine is okay. 
 
    “Do you need to call upstairs to get it okayed?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do.” 
 
    “Remind whoever you talk to that judges don’t like to waste jail space on cases like this,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    Forty-five minutes later, Marc and his two clients, were down on the second floor. The plea, done in chambers, took barely ten minutes. 
 
    “Thanks again, Mr. Kadella,” a very relieved Jeff Martin said pumping Marc’s hand. 
 
    “I’m glad it worked out okay,” Marc said. 
 
    Marc shook hands with the father and said, “Make him work off the fine, Arnie.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a done deal,” Arnie Martin replied. 
 
    “What about the lawsuit?” Jeff asked. 
 
    “Let your insurance handle that,” Marc said. 
 
    “Could you, sort of, look into it?” Arnie asked. 
 
    “No, that would be a bad idea. The lawyers handling it would be pretty resentful and I wouldn’t blame them. Don’t worry, insurance companies hire very good lawyers. They do a lot of these cases. You’re in good hands.” 
 
    “Okay,’’ Arnie said. “Send me a final bill. You did really good, and I’ll be happy to pay it.” 
 
    “Arnie, in criminal defense, you don’t hear that very often. If you need anything, feel free to call.” 
 
      
 
    When Marc entered the office, he found everyone gathered in the conference room. He stuck his head in and found out why. There were three large pizzas on the table courtesy of Connie. 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” Marc asked. “You getting married again?” 
 
    “Don’t even say that,” Connie replied. “I think the judge and I have figured out how to have a good relationship.” 
 
    “Separate homes in separate cities,” Barry said. 
 
    “That’s it,” Connie said. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so what did you find out?” Marc asked. 
 
    Lunch was over and the conference room cleaned up. Carvelli had returned barely a minute after Marc. He claimed he smelled the pizza and drove faster. He was in the conference room along with Maddy, Connie and Barry Cline. 
 
    “You first,” Maddy told Carvelli. 
 
    “I met with Burt Chayson and had an interesting chat. He denied everything. Tried to make it sound like he had no idea who Diana Crane was or what she did. Other than what’s been in the papers.” 
 
    “And?” Marc asked. 
 
    “He was lying. No doubt in my mind.” 
 
    “And you, my darling, what did Domina…what?” 
 
    “Sapphire,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Don’t you love that name? What did she have?” 
 
    “Well, I found out I could make a lot more money whipping fat old men…” 
 
    “Which has a certain appeal to it,” Connie interjected. 
 
    “Doesn’t it, though?” Maddy asked. “She gave me a name, reluctantly. I’m not sure I want to tell you.” 
 
    “Anthony Carvelli,” Connie said. 
 
    “Busted again,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Actually, that’s closer than you think. The name she gave me was Daniel Sullivan,” Maddy said. 
 
    Puzzled, Carvelli asked, “I don’t think I know a Daniel Sullivan. How is that close to me?” 
 
    “His real name is Jonah Corwin.” 
 
    Connie, Marc and Carvelli simultaneously said, “Holy, shit.” 
 
    “He’s related to Vivian Donahue?’ Barry asked. 
 
    “Nephew,” Maddy answered. 
 
    “Wow, do we tell her?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Absolutely not,” Connie answered. 
 
    “You know what?” Carvelli said. “I’ll bet you fifty bucks she knows.” 
 
    “You think so?” Marc asked. 
 
    “She knows everything about that family. She is very protective of the Corwin family name. I’ll bet she does know,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Interesting,” Marc said. “But let’s get back on track. Is he a regular so his initials will help crack Diana’s code?” Marc asked Maddy. 
 
    “Yes,” Maddy answered. “He was a client of Diana’s, ah Mistress Topaz. When Diana left, she took a dozen very good clients with her. Did you know the dominatrix is a therapist? Sapphire, formerly known as Patricia Raines, has a PhD in psychology and is a licensed psychologist.” 
 
    “This therapy must be a lot more fun than listening to people whine about their feelings all day,” Barry said. 
 
    Maddy sat up straight, looked around the room making quiet humming sounds for several seconds. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” Marc said. 
 
    “Barry may have a point. I’m kidding. Anyway, Daniel Sullivan has a regular appointment every first and third Wednesday of each month at two o’clock. She says you can set your watch by it.” 
 
    “We need to check Diana’s calendar…” Marc started to say. 
 
    “I already did,” Maddy said. “Every third Wednesday she had an appointment with number nine slash twenty-four. I lined them up. If nine is for the letter D as in Daniel, the S should be twenty-four. And guess what? I think it is. It looks like we can get the initials of every one of Diana’s clients.” 
 
    “Okay, but what good does that do?” Carvelli asked. “We don’t have the names.” 
 
    “I’ll get them,” Maddy said. “I’ll go back to Sapphire and get them. Once we have the names of the clients Diana took, we can match them to the appointment times. And we can match them to Ferrell’s list. We’ll have proof and a list of solid suspects to investigate.” 
 
    “If any of them are on Ferrell’s list,” Marc said. 
 
    Maddy hesitated before saying, “Yeah, that’s true, isn’t it? Well, we have a starting point.” 
 
    While they were discussing this, Carvelli had made a list of all the letters in the alphabet. Starting with the number nine for D, he numbered them. 
 
    “Is there a seven slash eight in her appointment listings?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “For?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Burt Chayson.” 
 
    Maddy opened Diana’s laptop, found the appointment list then went back to August of last year. Scrolling through it, she went through November then said, “It looks like yes. And he has at least two and as many as four appointments each month. If it’s him. We’ll know when I get the names.” 
 
    “When are you going back?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Now, and I’m bringing Tony with me,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Ah, hum,” Barry said to get Maddy’s attention. “I’m not doing anything I can’t put off. I’ll ride along.” 
 
    “Sure,” Carvelli said. “We’re there to intimidate.” 
 
    “Let’s send a subpoena this time,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” Maddy said looking up at the camera above the door of Esclavage. “I was here earlier today. I need to see your boss again.” 
 
    While she did this, Carvelli and Barry stood several feet away out of the camera’s sight. The door buzzed and the three of them went inside. 
 
    When he saw them, the bouncer/security guard stood up expecting trouble. Maddy held up the subpoena and told him they were back on a legal motion. She also made it clear that it would be very unwise to interfere. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think a subpoena is good enough. I should call my lawyer. We may need a court order,” Patricia said. 
 
    Maddy and Carvelli were in the business office with Patricia Raines. Barry had gone off with Mistress Elvira to take a tour. Maddy had given Raines the subpoena. 
 
    It was narrowly drafted to request only the names and other information of the twelve client’s Diana had taken. 
 
    “Patricia let’s not make a big deal out of this. The subpoena will cover your ass for what we need. If we have to go to court, we’re gonna make it for Diana’s entire client list. And we’ll get it. You can argue this is therapy, but no judge is gonna buy it once we describe what’s really going on here. Please, just give us what we want, and we’ll get out of your hair,” Maddy said. 
 
    “How do I know this is the end? This is the last thing you’re gonna want?” 
 
    “You don’t,” Carvelli answered. "If we come across more that you have that we'll need, we'll be back. Just being honest.”  
 
      
 
    A half hour later they left––Barry reluctantly––with copies of the information intake forms of all twelve clients. Amazingly, all of them, except Jonah Corwin, had used their real names. Apparently, they expected some form of confidentiality. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    “First of all,” Marc said addressing the group gathered in the conference room. Seated around the table were the usual suspects, Marc, Maddy, Carvelli, Connie and Barry. 
 
    “We need to be very careful with this list. There are people on it who don’t deserve the embarrassment.” 
 
    “I heard you had a tour of the place,” Connie said to Barry. “What’s the name?” 
 
    “The Esclavage Club,” Barry said. 
 
    “What’s Esclavage mean?” Connie asked. 
 
    “It’s French for slavery,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Oookay,” Connie slowly said. “I guess that fits.” 
 
    “So, how was the tour?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Interesting,” Barry said. “I don’t get that business about being abused for some type of sexual gratification, but to each his own. Mistress Elvira’s kind of freaky hot in a dark sort of way.” 
 
    “You want to check it out?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Nah,” Barry replied. “As a trial lawyer I get enough abuse from judges.” 
 
    “That’s a fact,” Marc agreed. “Can we get back on track? Oh, wait,” Marc said. He looked at Carvelli and said, “I checked with Parker about him using a credit card to pay for parking on the night of Diana’s murder.” 
 
    “Right. To verify when he left,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “He paid cash and didn’t keep the receipt,” Marc said. 
 
    “Nobody pays cash for that anymore,” Maddy said. “There’s an app for everything.” 
 
    “Some people still do,” Connie said. 
 
    “Do you? Anyone who owns an iPhone uses it for almost everything. Or a debit card from your bank account,” Maddy said. 
 
    The table went silent while everyone thought over the implication of this. 
 
    “What do you think it means?” Carvelli asked Maddy. 
 
    “I’m not sure it means anything,” Maddy said. 
 
    “He didn’t have his phone,” Barry said. “It had been stolen.” 
 
    “Didn’t he say he didn’t notice that until he got home?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “He did,” Marc said. 
 
    “So why pay cash?” Maddy asked again. 
 
    “The cops will get his records. His bank statement and phone records. They’ll say he paid cash ‘cause he didn’t want a record of when he left,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “That’s objectionable as speculation,” Barry quickly said. 
 
    “Would Wilson let it in?” Marc asked Barry. 
 
    Barry thought about the question for a moment then said, “I don’t know. But if the witness blurts it out before you can object…” 
 
    “Good luck unringing that bell,” Connie said. 
 
    “Let’s keep our eye on the ball. We need to find a plausible ‘some other dude’ who did it,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Paul ran that guy who might have been involved with lifting Parker’s phone through his magic act facial recognition and came up with nothing?” Marc asked Carvelli. 
 
    “Not entirely nothing,” Carvelli said. “He ran the photo from the security video a couple more times through other facial recognition sources.” 
 
    “He should try the Chinese,” Barry said. “I’m pretty sure our friends-of-the-Chinese social media have helped them get everyone on the planet.” 
 
    “Probably true,” Marc laughed. “Why am I laughing at that? What did he find?” 
 
    “He came up with four possible, but none higher than a sixty percent match,” Carvelli answered. 
 
    “Did he get ID’s?” 
 
    “Yeah, he did. I have them in my phone,” Carvelli replied. 
 
    “Email them to me,” Marc said. 
 
    “Um, yeah, okay. I’ll give it a shot,” Carvelli said as he removed his phone from a coat jacket. 
 
    “Give it to me,” Connie asked. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mom,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Any of the four of them local?” Maddy asked.  
 
    “They’re all local,” Carvelli said. “He found a couple more, but we ruled them out because of their age, and they were a low percentage possible match.” 
 
    “I have an idea,” Maddy said. “Get me a copy of the guy’s picture and I’ll check with Leonard Ferrell to see if he knows him. It was his party.” 
 
    “Ferrell’s gonna be happy to see you again,” Marc said. 
 
    “He will, you’ll see. We’re old pals now. What?” she asked looking at Marc who was looking her over. 
 
    “I’m just checking to see how you’re dressed before you go see him,” Marc said. 
 
    “Relax. We’re old friends,” Maddy said. She turned to Connie and whispered loud enough for the others to hear. “I’ve got the cutest little French maid outfit I’ve been dying to try out…” 
 
    “Why haven’t I seen it?” Marc said. 
 
    “It would be wasted on you,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Tony, you go with her,” Marc said. 
 
    “Ah! You don’t trust me. Thanks. Besides, I was gonna have Tony come with me anyway. He’s better at spotting someone lying than I am.” 
 
    “Fine. Good. Now, the list. We have eight on Diana’s customer list who were also on the party list. Of the twelve names on Diana’s list, only six were what we could consider to be regulars. By that I mean guys who saw her more often than just once or twice during our time frame, especially those who had appointments on the same day and approximate time.” 
 
    “Why those?” Barry asked. 
 
    “We’re looking for someone, or more than one, who may have developed an emotional attachment to her. Someone who might become very possessive…” 
 
    “And got upset when he, or they, found out she was getting out,” Connie said. 
 
    There was a knock on the door and Jeff Modell, the office paralegal entered. The others all turned to look at him as he closed the door. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt,” Jeff said. “I thought you’d want to know this. Kellie went back over Diana’s appointment calendar. She found nine more sets of numbers that were not on the original list.” 
 
    “Paul only went back through November because he was looking for recent ones,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Nine more? Did you figure out their initials?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, and then she checked the guest list from the party. She found sixteen people at the party who have those initials. Eight sets of Diana’s customers made up some of the sixteen, maybe. One did not. There are duplicates. These seem to be people, men, I assume, who don’t have regular appointments. They probably make an appointment as needed?” 
 
    “Or see Diana then make their next appointment before they leave,” Connie said. 
 
    “Did you make a list?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Jeff said. “Two lists. One with the initials from her appointment calendar including the eight names you already have, and a list matching initials with names of partiers.” 
 
    “This is getting out of hand.” Maddy said. “Let’s stick with the original twelve for now and see what we find. Then, if we need to, we can go after these.” 
 
    “We only need to create reasonable doubt. We don’t need to find the person or persons who did it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Any women on the list of sixteen partiers?” Connie asked Jeff. 
 
    “Yeah, three.” 
 
    “Hold onto it for now. Put it in the file,” Marc said. 
 
    “So, Kellie did all the work, and you came in to take the credit,” Connie said while making a ball out of a piece of paper. 
 
    “No, I gave her…” Jeff said then ducked when Connie threw the balled-up paper at his head. 
 
    “…credit.” 
 
    Marc looked at Maddy who was sitting to his left at the head of the table and Carvelli to Maddy’s right. “Okay,” he said to them, “how do you want to go about it?” 
 
    “Let’s get background, first,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Just the first eight, the ones at the party for now?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Do you want us to check the six regulars of the eight who attended Ferrell’s party or all eight plus the two who were not at the party?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Start with the six regulars who attended the party, first,” Marc said. 
 
    “We’re looking for a man or men who have become emotionally attached to Diana as a motive,” Maddy said. “Have Paul run background, so we know who they are but then we go straight at them.” 
 
    “I like it,” Carvelli agreed.  
 
    “Do what you gotta do. I’ve seen Parker’s financials. We’ll get it covered,” Marc said.  
 
    “Before trial,” Carvelli said. “Let’s not wait until the jury comes in with a verdict.” 
 
    “Mr. Cynical,” Connie said. 
 
    “Practical,” Carvelli replied. 
 
    “Hey,” Maddy said as she grabbed Carvelli’s arm. “Some of these guys could be customers of Jake’s limo service. We should check that.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Carvelli said. “Email the list, all twelve, to Paul and Jake. I’ll call and tell them what we want.” 
 
    “How are you going to get in to see Ferrell?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I’ll make an appointment. Watch.” 
 
    Maddy made a call and when a woman answered, she said, “Can you do a little favor for me?” 
 
    “Sure,” the woman said. “Whatever you need.” 
 
    “You know who Leonard Ferrell is?” 
 
    “Yes, a snake.” 
 
    “Will you call and make an appointment to see him in your name?”’ 
 
    “Okay. I’ll do that. I assume this is actually for you and I don’t need to be there.” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “When? Today, soon?” 
 
    “As soon as possible. How are the girls?” 
 
    “Becoming more Americanized every day. And they’re an absolute delight. They ask about you. When can you come and see them?” 
 
    “This weekend? Marc and I will come out.” 
 
    “Good. I’ll call you right back.” 
 
    “Thanks, Vivian,” Maddy said. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, Maddy and Carvelli were hurrying through the Crystal Court of the IDS Center. The Crystal Court is the street level atrium of the tallest building in Minnesota. Because of the shops and restaurants, it is always crowded and today was no exception. 
 
    They made their way through the crowd to the elevators. Vivian’s appointment was in five minutes and Maddy did not want to be late. 
 
    While waiting for an express elevator, Carvelli said, “Relax. Ferrell thinks he has an appointment with Vivian. He’ll wait.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” Maddy said to the receptionist. “We’re here to see Leonard.” 
 
    “I remember you,” the girl said. “Is he gonna blow a gasket if he sees you again?” 
 
    “It’s possible…” Maddy started to say. 
 
    “No, hon,” Carvelli said smiling at the pretty girl. “He’ll behave.” 
 
    “I’m sorry but he has an appointment…” 
 
    “With Vivian Donahue. We’re here, sort of, in her place. Call him and tell him his appointment is here. Thanks, Tiffany.” 
 
    Less than a minute later Ferrell was in the reception area looking for Vivian Donahue. 
 
    “Where…?” Ferrell started to ask Tiffany. 
 
    Without a word, Tiffany pointed to the two people standing by the door, a man, and a woman. The woman had her back to him, and he did not recognize the man. 
 
    With a puzzled look on his face, Ferrell approached them and said, “Excuse me, are you here to see…” 
 
    Maddy turned around and said, “Hi, Leonard. Nice to see you again.” 
 
    “Watch your language,” Carvelli told him. 
 
    “Now what?” Ferrell said with a resigned expression. 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing. Relax. I’m not here to serve you any papers,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I have an appointment,” Ferrell said. 
 
    “I’m afraid Vivian can’t make it,” Maddy said. She removed an 8 x 10 photo from an envelope, stepped up to Ferrell and said, “I just need a little favor then we can be friends. Do you recognize this man? He was at your party.” 
 
    “That’s it? That’s all you want?” 
 
    “Yes, Leonard. Sorry to use the subterfuge but I wasn’t sure you’d see me.” 
 
    Ferrell took a long look at the man in the photo. He handed it back to Maddy while saying, “I’m afraid I don’t recognize him.” 
 
    “Damn,” Maddy quietly said. 
 
    “How did he get invited if you don’t know him?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “A lot of people do. Probably twenty to thirty every year. Friends will ask if they can bring someone. Since not everyone who gets invited can make it, the woman who runs it can be flexible and put people on the list by a recommendation.” 
 
     “Makes sense,” Maddy said. She stuck out her hand to shake with him and thanked him for his time. Carvelli did the same. 
 
    “That’s it, really?” Ferrell asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You know,” Ferrell started to say while still holding Maddy’s hand, “We got off on the wrong foot. I think we could be friends. Let me take you to…” 
 
    “I’m engaged,” Maddy said. 
 
    “So?” Ferrell asked. 
 
    “Thanks again, Leonard,” Maddy said as she pried her hand free. 
 
      
 
    The elevator car they rode down in was empty except for the two of them. As the doors were closing, Maddy asked Carvelli for his impression. 
 
    “He was lying. He’s good at it, but there was a tell. He recognized the photo right away,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Now what?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Starting with Diana’s twelve lucky perverts, we start showing the photo to them and Lenny’s guests,” Carvelli said. “If we have to, we may have to ask all of them.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hope Slade was the first one to wake up after dozing off. She opened her eyes and saw the time on the clock radio was 2:12 P.M. Hope was lying on her stomach, still naked with a sheet pulled up just above her waist. She put her face looking to her right back on the pillow. Just as she was falling asleep again, the man started to snore waking her. 
 
    Up on her elbows, Hope looked at the man then pushed him on his shoulder. He grunted and rolled over. As he did this, Cassidy Rogers, who was lying on the other side of the man, rolled over and naked, looked across the bed at Hope. By now, Hope was on her back, the sheet pulled up to her shoulders looking at Cassidy. 
 
    Cassidy smiled at Hope, softly said hello as Cassidy reached across their customer to squeeze Hope’s hand. Cassidy then stood up and went into the suite’s bathroom. 
 
    The hotel room was nonsmoking, but Hope needed a cigarette. After a romp like this one, especially a three-way with the Cassidy wild ride, Hope craved the after-sex cigarette. 
 
    While Hope smoked and Cassidy used the toilet, their customer woke up. He looked at his watch, loudly cursed, flung the bed covers off and stomped naked to the bathroom door. Finding it locked, he pounded on it and yelled for Cassidy to hurry up. 
 
    The door opened and still naked, Cassidy lightly patted him on the face while saying, “Easy, lover.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Get out of the way. I gotta get going,” he said as he brushed past her and slammed the door shut. 
 
    Cassidy gave the man the finger through the door. She walked across the room toward Hope who was smiling at her. Cassidy got into the bed, under the covers and curled up next to Hope. Hope put her arm around her and whispered in her ear, “Fat asshole.” 
 
    Barely a minute later, he came out of the bedroom and began putting on his clothes. 
 
    “You okay?” Hope asked him. 
 
    “I’m in a hurry, baby,” he replied trying to sound cool and sexy. 
 
    When he was almost ready to leave, he stopped and picked up an unmarked, white envelope from the dresser. He held it up, looked at the women in the bed then pretended to put it in an inside coat pocket. 
 
    “Do that and I’ll see to it you’re neutered before the day is done,” Hope said. 
 
    “Ah, I’m just kidding around, beautiful. You know that,” he replied. 
 
    “I’m not. Same time next month?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Sure. How about a little discount for a regular?” 
 
    “Sorry, we have expenses to meet,” Hope said. “I’ll schedule you and let you know where.” 
 
    “Do that,” he said then left. 
 
    When he was gone, Cassidy said, “How about we double the price for putting up with you, you smelly, fat slob.” 
 
    After getting out of bed, Hope picked up the envelope and checked the contents. fifteen one-hundred-dollar bills. Plus, he paid for the room. 
 
    “Can you get this to Katie?” Hope asked. “I’ve gotta run.” 
 
    “Sure,” Cassidy replied. She was up now and getting dressed. 
 
    “I feel like I should shower,” Cassidy said. 
 
    “I’m going to,” Hope said heading toward the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh?” Cassidy said. 
 
    “Alone,” Hope replied. 
 
      
 
    Hope was less than a block away from the hotel when she received a phone call. She looked at the screen, frowned at the interruption, then answered it. 
 
    “You should not be calling me,” Hope said. 
 
    “I can’t help it. I’m sitting here by myself, scared and lonely. I need to see you.” 
 
    “Parker, you shouldn’t be calling me. Are you calling on the burner phone?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Of course, I’m not a total idiot,” he replied. 
 
    That’s debatable, Hope thought. 
 
    “I can’t today. I’ve got a couple of house showings,” Hope lied. 
 
    Parker paused then almost whispered, “God, I miss you. I’ve never ached for someone as much as I do you. Please, please find time…” he sniffed. 
 
    Is he crying? Hope wondered. 
 
    “I will, I promise. I’m sorry but I have to go,” Hope said. 
 
    “I love you,” Parker said. 
 
    “I know,” was all Hope could think of to say. 
 
    Hope placed her phone on the passenger seat then flipped the turn signal for a left turn. She was already in the intersection of Sixth and Third Avenue. The car behind her was tailgating and the driver laid on the horn when Hope hit the brakes. As she went into the turn, she flipped off the other driver with her right hand, then hit the gas to make the light at Fifth. 
 
    Hope crossed the Mississippi on the Third Avenue bridge, then turned right on Second Street. She spent the next ten minutes driving around looking for a parking spot. As luck would have it, a car pulled out in front of her destination as she drove up. Hope parked then entered the restaurant and walked quickly toward the back. 
 
      
 
    “Hello beautiful. What’s new?” Burt Chayson said. 
 
    Hope slid onto the booth’s bench opposite Chayson, set her purse on the seat, brushed several strands of her blonde hair from her face with her left hand, then replied, “Hello, Burt. A vodka martini please,” she politely said to the waitress. 
 
    “You tell me what’s new. Everything okay?” 
 
    “So far, yes,” Burt replied. 
 
    “Nothing’s turned up…” 
 
    “Those two private investigators…” 
 
    “Two? I only talked to one, the Rivers woman,” Hope said.  
 
    “The other is a guy named Tony Carvelli. He’s an ex-MPD detective and a good one. I know him, have for years. And, he has resources all over the Cities.” 
 
    “I still say if they haven’t found anything else from Diana, they’re not going to. Relax. What do you hear about the trial? Thanks,” she told the waitress who set her drink down. 
 
    “Mid-April. The judge isn’t gonna let them sit on it until Fall,” Burt replied. 
 
    Hope took a swallow of her Martini and said, “God that’s good. Don’t tell me there is no God. How else would we have vodka? 
 
    “I have an idea,” Hope continued. “We need Parker convicted. Even though he knows nothing about our business or yours, we need him convicted so everything will chill out.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    “I can get a couple of the girls to go to the cops. They’ll tell them they both had recent affairs with Parker. I’m sure the cops will find others, so they’ll believe it. They then tell the cops Parker complained about Diana all the time. What a cheating little slut she was and what a divorce would cost him,” Hope said. 
 
    “Why not have them tell the cops Parker had talked about killing her or having her killed?” 
 
    “Too much,” Hope said. She pulled the plastic stick out of the glass, placed it between her teeth and pulled the stick out leaving the olive. “Mmm, perfect,” she said. 
 
    “Who are you gonna get to do it?” 
 
    “A couple of the divorced ones,” Hope said. “Don’t worry about it. They’ll be reliable.” 
 
    “Why didn’t they come forward sooner?” Burt asked. 
 
    “Didn’t want to believe Parker could do it.” 
 
    “I guess that’s plausible.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure they have motel receipts and I’ll be sure Parker won’t have an alibi for those times,” Hope said. 
 
    “How can you be sure of that?” 
 
    “Because I know enough times when he was with someone else at those precise times. What’s he gonna say? I couldn’t have been with them because I was screwing someone else then.” 
 
    “What if he has credit card receipts for those times?” Burt asked. 
 
    “I’ll make sure he does. The same ones.” 
 
    “Okay,” Burt smiled. “Damn, you’re a devious bitch, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Don’t ever forget it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWENTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc was the only one in the gallery of courtroom 1650, Judge Evelyn Wilson’s courtroom. He had received a call from Wilson’s clerk yesterday requesting his presence for a scheduling conference at 11:00 A.M. 
 
    While he waited, the same assistant county attorney who had handled Marc’s hit and run case was handling pretrial conferences. Try as he might, Marc could not remember the young man’s name. He looked to be down to his last case and from what Marc could hear, no plea agreement was likely to happen. 
 
    At precisely 11:00, Jennifer Moore came into the courtroom. She said a brief hello to Marc as she walked up to the gate. Passing through it, Marc heard her say hello to both the prosecutor and defense lawyer. Marc caught the prosecutor’s first name, Tony, then remembered his surname, Fender. Not that he really cared but it had been bothering him. Jennifer dropped her satchel on the empty table then looked at the judge’s clerk. 
 
    “You and Mr. Kadella are to go right back,” she said. 
 
    Jennifer asked her younger, fellow prosecutor if they were going to settle. 
 
    “Nope,” the defense lawyer said as he started packing up. Marc knew the defense lawyer––his felony DWI client was sitting in the jury box––but Marc was struggling to remember his name, also. As soon as he spoke, Marc remembered. 
 
    “Hey, Marc, how’s things?” the defense lawyer asked as he was leaving. 
 
    “Hi, Al. Things are good,” Marc replied as they shook hands. “At the rate I’m going I’ll retire in the year twenty-one fifteen.” 
 
    “You got me beat by about four decades. Nice seeing you again.” 
 
    “You, too,” Marc replied. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Ms. Moore, Mr. Kadella. Please have a seat,” Judge Wilson said.  
 
    When all three were seated, Wilson started by asking, “What about a plea? Any offer, Ms. Moore?” 
 
    “We can go with murder two but due to the gruesomeness and domestic nature of the crime, we want a twenty-percent upward departure,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Wilson picked up a calculator while Marc did some quick calculations in his head. 
 
    “The recommended is three hundred six months,” Marc said. “Add twenty-percent and he gets the max for a history score of zero.” 
 
    “I’m impressed,” Wilson said. “You did that in your head.” 
 
    “I’ve been at this for a while, Judge,” Marc said. 
 
    “Parole after twenty years,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “What could you recommend?” Wilson asked Marc. 
 
    “Nothing. My client maintains his innocence,” Marc said. 
 
    “How’s your search for the ‘some other dude’ to confuse the jury with?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “I’ll let you know when we finish the list,” Marc said. 
 
    “Marc, I’m not gonna let you turn this into a parade of wild speculation. There better be substance to any accusations,” Wilson seriously admonished. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. I get it.” 
 
    “All right. What about scheduling?” 
 
    “We’re ready now,” Jennifer lied. They were not ready today, but she knew Marc was a long way off. 
 
    “Nice try, Jennifer,” Marc said. “We need at least two more months. Not before mid-May.” 
 
    “Mid-April,” Wilson said. She looked at a calendar while ignoring Marc’s protests. 
 
    “April twelfth,” Wilson decreed. “A Monday.” 
 
    “I’ll have to check with Steve,” Jennifer said referring to her boss, Steve Gondeck. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella doesn’t get a vote, neither do you. If Mr. Gondeck wanted to voice his opinion, he should attend these conferences. If he isn’t available, you can try it yourself. I have confidence in you, Jennifer.” 
 
    “Your Honor…” Marc started. 
 
    “Sorry, no. This trial will take, at minimum, two-three weeks with the normal number of interruptions. I’m not gonna ask a jury to give up summer vacation time. Mid-April.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Marc sullenly said. 
 
    “Don’t be a smartass, Mr. Kadella. You’ll be ready. 
 
    “Now, scheduling. All discovery done by,” Wilson looked at her calendar again, “Friday, April third. Also, witness lists. Witness lists shall include name, address, and phone number. Don’t play games with witness lists.” 
 
    Both lawyers retrieved their phones to check their calendar. 
 
    “I’m okay,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Your Honor…” Marc started to say. 
 
    “You’re okay, too,” Wilson said. 
 
    Marc looked at her with a look on his face while the judge smiled back by turning up the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “Um, I’m okay, too,” Marc said. 
 
    “This is a first-degree trial, Mr. Kadella. What do you have going that’s more important?” 
 
    “Well, Judge, that’s a good point.” 
 
    “How long?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “To put on our case,” Jennifer said. “Better give us two weeks.” 
 
    “I hadn’t even given it a thought,” Marc said. “At least two, better make it three. There are always delays. 
 
    “Judge, before I take Ms. Moore’s plea offer to my client which I won’t recommend, where would you be on sentencing?” 
 
    “Criminal history score of zero,” she said. “For a plea I’d be willing to go the low end of the guidelines. Two hundred sixty-one months.” 
 
    “Twenty-one- and three-quarter years,” Marc said. 
 
    “Your Honor,” Jennifer jumped in to say, “we would strenuously object and likely appeal. This is a brutal, savage, lying-in-wait…” 
 
    By now Wilson was holding up a hand to stop her. “You made the offer of second degree. To induce a plea, I’ll go low-end of the guidelines. 
 
    “If he’s convicted of first degree, he gets a mandatory life sentence and I’ll put a letter in the file requesting that he die in prison. That’s where we are. You may want to tell your client what happens with a first-degree conviction.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s it? That’s the offer? You told them, no, didn’t you?” Parker asked. 
 
    The two of them were in Parker’s kitchen. Marc had called Parker right after leaving the judge’s chambers even before getting on the elevator. Normally he would not have bothered driving out to see a client with a plea offer that the client would refuse. That is, unless he wanted the client to take it. 
 
    Lawyers are a lot better at evaluating a case than clients are. It isn’t normally the plea itself they object to. Believe it or not, most defendants are, in fact guilty. They know they did it, but with a list of excuses that the judge should take into consideration. Of course, every judge with any level of experience has heard every excuse multiple times. There must be a book of criminal excuses available only to defendants. 
 
    No, the plea itself is not the problem. It’s the jail time. Not too many people happily trot off to jail, especially if that jail is a state or federal prison. Nasty places. There are times, in fact very frequently, that a defense lawyer knows the offer is far better than losing at trial. Especially if the evidence is solid. In that case, it’s the lawyer’s job to convince the client to take the plea. If this entails going to jail it can be a dicey experience. Criminal defendants are not always the most rational and reasonable people. Fortunately for Marc––even though he was not the one facing life in prison––this was not one of those times. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I told him you would not take it and I would not recommend it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Good, because I’m not taking it,” Parker said. “Any other news.” 
 
    “Not really. Nothing you don’t already know.” 
 
    Marc paused and looked at his friend. He still had not told him about Diana’s extracurricular activities or the money she had hidden from him. Sooner or later, Parker would have to be told. But, lawyers, being near the top of the list of World’s Worst Procrastinators, Marc kept putting it off. This was not something he wanted to tell any client, let alone one he had known as long as Parker. 
 
    “What?” Parker finally asked after Marc had silently stared at him for almost thirty seconds. 
 
    Realizing now was as good a time as any, Marc opened his mouth and started to speak when his phone rang, saving him. It was Carvelli calling. 
 
    “What?” Marc asked as an answer instead of hello. 
 
    “I got something. Where are you?” 
 
    “Parker’s. Why?” 
 
    “When are you going back to the office?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Any time. Why?” 
 
    “I’ll meet you there. I’ll be there in ten minutes.” 
 
    “I’ll be there in half an hour,” Marc said, ending the call. 
 
    Marc put away his phone, stood to leave and put on his coat. 
 
    “That was Tony. He says he came up with something but didn’t want to tell me over the phone.” 
 
    “You were gonna tell me something before the call. What was it?” Parker asked. 
 
    Marc stopped as if trying to remember what it was then said, “I don’t know. I lost it now. I’ll call after I meet Carvelli. If I think of the other thing. I’ll let you know.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, Carvelli! I’m not paying her for your personal enjoyment. Stop flirting with Kellie. You’re old enough to be her granddad,” Connie said. 
 
    When she compared Carvelli to Kellie’s grandfather, a howl of laughter erupted. Even from Barry and Chris Grafton whose office doors were open. 
 
    Carvelli put a sad, wounded look on his face and said, “That was very insensitive. I’m very sensitive to…” 
 
    “You’re about as sensitive as a biker gang. Besides, you’re making Sandy and Carolyn jealous,” Connie said. 
 
    “No, he isn’t,” Carolyn said. 
 
    “Very,” Sandy replied. 
 
    While Connie was filling her coffee cup, Marc came in and saw Carvelli still sitting at Kellie’s desk. 
 
    “Spray him with an insecticide and he’ll leave you alone,” Marc said to Kellie. 
 
    “Why does everybody assume I want him to leave me alone? Maybe I like the attention,” Kellie said. 
 
    “See? My Italian charm. Never fails.” 
 
    “We’re working her too hard,” Connie said. 
 
    “No kidding. Kellie, you gotta get out more. Don’t spend so much time hanging around lawyers and cops. Even ex-cops,” Carolyn said. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Italian Charm, come in and tell me what you found,” Marc said walking toward the conference room. 
 
    “Barry, you got time to join us?” Marc yelled to Barry Cline. 
 
    “Yeah, give me a minute.” 
 
    “Chris?” Marc yelled at Chris Grafton. 
 
    “Will someone please close my door,” Chris yelled back. 
 
    “He doesn’t even like hearing about this stuff,” Connie said. 
 
    “No, he doesn’t,” Chris yelled again. 
 
    When they were inside the conference room, Barry said, “That’s why Chris makes more money than the rest of us. He never leaves his desk and bills every minute of it.” 
 
    “Maddy will be along soon,” Marc said. “Until then what do you have?” Marc asked Carvelli. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll try to give you the short version. Paul called this morning. He said he may have found the guy in the photo with the girl lifting Parker’s phone at the party. 
 
    “I went right over, and he told me how he found him. Over and over in complete detail even when I told him to stop. 
 
    “Anyway, the gist of it was he ran it through some other website search engines––you don’t want the details––and came up with this.” 
 
    Carvelli slid a full-face photo and the print from the Convention Center video across the table to Marc. 
 
    Marc held them up so both Connie and Barry could see them to compare. 
 
    “I think he’s our guy,” Marc said. 
 
    “Looks good,” Barry agreed. 
 
    “Who is he?” Connie asked. She took both photos from Marc, removed her glasses from the top of her head and compared them. 
 
    “His name is Adam Dean. Twenty-eight, single, no kids that Paul found. He’s a lawyer…” 
 
    “Can’t have too many of those,” Connie sarcastically said. 
 
    “Graduated from Notre Dame, top third of his class and is a senior associate of Collier, Benson.” 
 
    “Top third of his class and he got hired by Collier, Benson?” Barry said. 
 
    “Does seem a little odd,” Marc injected. 
 
    “Not really. There’s a reason,” Carvelli said, “and this is my favorite part. Adam is the nephew of none other than Burt Chayson. Burt’s sister’s kid.” 
 
    “This just keeps getting better,” Marc said. “Burt is a client of Diana’s. He has a tie-in to Leonard Ferrell’s lawyers and his nephew may have helped set up Parker.” 
 
    “And Ferrell denied knowing him,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Could be,” Marc said. “Collier, Benson has forty plus lawyers…” 
 
    “Forty-two,” Carvelli said. “But Paul did another search…” 
 
    “What’s this guy gonna cost us?” Connie asked. 
 
    “I’ll get his bill down,” Carvelli said. “Like I said, Paul did another search of court records and found at least a half dozen court filings with Adam’s name and signature regarding cases involving LenFer, LLC. Ferrell knows him. He was on the party list with a plus one. I knew Ferrell was lying.” 
 
    “Do you suppose Ferrell was also a client of Diana’s? Is that what this is about? All these well-connected douchebags getting whipped for some sick sexual pleasure. Then, Diana tells them she’s getting out and they’re worried she might out them?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Or maybe she was blackmailing them,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “That would account for the money she had salted away,” Marc said. “Or would it? These are very well-to-do men. She could get a lot more than what Paul found in her laptop to keep her mouth shut. Her business alone would account for that.” 
 
    There was a knock on the door, and everyone looked up to see Maddy come in. 
 
    “Hey, ask Kellie to come in here, please,” Marc said to Maddy. 
 
    Maddy did that then sat next to Carvelli and a moment later Kellie came in. 
 
    “Kellie, I need you to do something,” Marc said. 
 
    “Of course, whatever you need,” she said. 
 
    Marc stole a glance at Maddy who said, “Get that out of your head.” 
 
    “What?” Marc tried to innocently ask. 
 
    “Let me rephrase that,” Kellie said. “Do you want me to help you with something?” 
 
    “Is that better?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    Kellie was laughing while Connie said, “When you decide to sue these two for harassment, be sure to include Barry…” 
 
    “What did I do?” 
 
    “…and I’ll represent you, pro bono.” 
 
    “Oh, they’re too cute. It would be like picking on puppies,” Kellie said. 
 
    “I need you to check Diana’s appointments,” Marc said in an effort to get back to business. “Find out what numbers in her code match the letters L and F. See if there’s…” 
 
    “There isn’t,” Kellie said. “I already did that. I went through every set of numbers on her schedule and converted them to letters. Then I made lists by those with regularly scheduled appointments and those with occasional appointments. There is no LF. I’ll check again but I’m pretty sure.” 
 
    “He could’ve used a fake name,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Thanks, Kellie,” Marc said as she closed the door while leaving. 
 
    “We could find ex-wives and girlfriends. See if he’s into anything out of the ordinary,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Hold that thought, you’ve got enough to do,” Marc told them. He then told Maddy about what Carvelli’s hacker had come up with. 
 
    “We need to find the girl who was at the party as Adam Dean’s guest,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Why would Burt Chayson’s nephew get involved with this?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Favor for Burt; favor for Ferrell, who knows?” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Get involved with what is beginning to look like a murder conspiracy? As a favor to his uncle or a client?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Maybe he didn’t know. Maybe he was just being used,” Connie said. 
 
    “What do you think, Barry? Do we have enough for Wilson to let us use it in court?” Marc asked. 
 
    Barry thought about it for a moment then said, “There’s some holes. These are prominent people. It’s one thing to accuse them of being sex perverts, but that’s a big jump to a murder conspiracy.” 
 
    “We need something more solid about motive and we don’t have it,” Marc said. “If we can just blanket them all with motive, that should be enough. Especially those we can nail down as guests of Farrell’s party and use the video as being possible, she stole Parker’s phone.” 
 
    “The girl,” Maddy said. “We need to find her. If she lifted Parker’s phone…” 
 
    “And that’s a big if,” Carvelli said. “What if she denies it? What if we can’t prove she took it.” 
 
    “One step at a time. We need to find her,” Marc said. 
 
    “Or, do we?” Maddy asked. “Do we need to find her? What if she didn’t steal his phone?” 
 
    The room went silent while everyone thought about that. Finally, Marc said, “Yes, we still need to find her. We can show the film and accuse her anyway.” 
 
    “Yeah, but if she denies it and we can find no other possible way that his phone was stolen, we can squeeze her for conspiracy,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Stealing a phone is one thing. Getting tied to a first-degree murder conspiracy is another planet,” Barry said. 
 
    “Whoever she is, she won’t hold up long when she gets squeezed with a first-degree murder conspiracy,” Carvelli agreed. 
 
    “How do we want to go after him, this Adam Dean guy?” Connie asked. 
 
    When asked that question, everyone at the table turned to look at Maddy, even Marc. 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t,” Maddy said. “I’m not gonna follow him to a bar and get him to tell me his life’s story. Forget it. I’m tired of being used as a sex object.” 
 
    “What!” Marc immediately said with a sad, forlorn look on his face. 
 
    “And you’re not even married, yet,” Barry said. 
 
    “Okay, well, with a certain exception,” Maddy said. 
 
    “We’ll make an appointment to go see him and the two of us will role play good cop, bad cop,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Okay, but who’s gonna get to play the good cop?” Marc asked. 
 
    “We’ll play bad cop, worse cop,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Go get him,” Marc said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Ms. Rivers?” Maddy heard a man say. She was sitting in the very plush, walnut paneled reception area of Collier, Benson and Amundson, LLC. While Maddy, bored, paged through the most recent copy of People, Carvelli was standing looking over the Impressionist prints on the walls. 
 
    “Yes,” Maddy replied, “that’s me.” 
 
    She tossed the magazine on the table and stood to be greeted by Adam Dean. Carvelli just turned to watch. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Dean said, “What is this about?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to say over the phone. Could we go back to your office?” 
 
    “Sure,” Dean replied. 
 
    Carvelli walked up and Maddy introduced him as a friend and insisted he be allowed to sit in. 
 
    Dean led them back to his ten-by-ten-foot office and they managed to squeeze in. In white shoe, downtown law firms, it’s a big leap from associate to partner. Especially when it comes to office space. 
 
      
 
    “Well, what can I do for you?” Dean asked.  
 
    “For starters,” Carvelli began after seeing the lawyer automatically look at his clock then write down the time, “Don’t bother writing down the time. You’re not gonna bill us for this. In fact, we may be your only hope of avoiding an indictment for a conspiracy to commit first degree murder.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Dean sputtered. 
 
    Maddy removed the print of the blonde bumping into Parker and a man next to her. She gave it to Dean and asked, “Do you remember this?” 
 
    Dean picked it up, looked at for a moment then said, “No, I don’t. I mean, somehow looks familiar, but…” 
 
    “What about this?” Maddy asked showing him signing into the Convention Center party. “That’s you and the blonde next to you is your date.” Maddy made this a statement, not a question. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe, but I don’t think so,” Dean said but his nerves betrayed him. 
 
    “Forget it, let’s just to go to the cops,” Carvelli said. He stood up and said, “For a lawyer, you’re a terrible liar.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Dean said holding up his hands, palms out. “Yes, it’s me. That’s me signing into Leonard Ferrell’s Christmas party. Please, just hold on. How does that get me involved in a murder conspiracy? I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.” 
 
    By now Dean’s forehead was covered with sweat. He plucked two Kleenex from a box on his desk and nervously patted his head. 
 
    Carvelli sat down, leaned onto the desk with both elbows and sternly said, “Let’s try it again. Who’s the girl?” 
 
    “Her name is Leslie Burns. Or at least that’s what she told me,” Dean said. 
 
    “Why would you say that?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Okay, here it is. I met her in a bar a week or so before the party. We hit it off a little bit and went out a couple of times. No big deal. I took her to the party, Leonard’s party, and haven’t heard from her since. I’ve tried calling, but the number is disconnected.” 
 
    “Where does she live?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Don’t know. I never picked her up at home. She always met me somewhere.” 
 
    “And you didn’t think that was a little strange?” Carvelli asked still glaring at him. 
 
    “Sure, but not conspiracy to commit murder. She was good looking, pleasant and smart. I liked her and enjoyed her company.” 
 
    “Did you sleep with her?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Nope. I wanted to. Even took a shot at it, but she put me off. I liked her and didn’t want to chase her off, so I backed off figuring, you know, when she’s ready.” 
 
    “How did you meet?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “It was a night after work. I worked until nine then stopped at the British Pub on Nicollet and Eighth. I usually stop there after working late. One drink to wind down then home. 
 
    “I was at the bar for maybe a minute when she sat next to me. She was wearing a wig, a redhead wig. That was odd, too.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because every time we went out, she was wearing a different wig and different make up. I asked her about it and she just said she liked to have different looks.” 
 
    “So, she’s not a blonde,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe. Probably not. I better tell you this,” Dean said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “At the party, around nine-thirty, she disappeared. She told me she needed to use the restroom and she didn’t come back for quite a while.” 
 
    “How long?” Maddy anxiously asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I didn’t time her. We were sitting at a table with other Collier, Benson lawyers. 
 
    “She was gone for a while, then all of a sudden she was back.” 
 
    “Two hours…?” Carvelli asked still maintaining his intimidating pose. 
 
    “No, nope. It was ten, ten-fifteen when she came back. She said she ran into someone she knew. I don’t know why, but I remember thinking I wasn’t sure I believed her.” 
 
    “Did it happen again?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “No. We stayed until about twelve-fifteen, I drove to where she left her car, tried to hit on her to come home with me. She was pretty coy meaning maybe next time. I haven’t seen her since.” 
 
    “Could you sit down with a sketch artist and get us her picture?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so. Why should I?” 
 
    Carvelli leaned in a little closer and said, “How do you think you’d look in prison yard dungarees? Trust me, they don’t impress the girls as much as that thousand-dollar suit.” 
 
    “Right now,” Maddy said, “your story sounds a little implausible…” 
 
    “I swear…” 
 
    “…but we’ll go with it. You stop cooperating and he goes to his friends at the MPD,” she said referring to Carvelli. 
 
    “Okay. Whatever I can do.”  
 
    “Good,” Carvelli said. He removed a business card from a coat pocket and gave it to Dean. He also took a couple of Dean’s from a brass holder on his desk. 
 
    “I’ll have a sketch artist call you. Make yourself available today. She’ll come here or meet you somewhere. It won’t take long then you can get back to double-billing corporate clients.” 
 
    “Ha, ha, ha, not funny,” Dean said. 
 
    Before they left Dean’s office, Carvelli made a call to a woman sketch artist he knew with the MPD. He offered her two hundred dollars and a lunch date to get the drawing. Dean agreed to have her come to his office during her lunch hour. She had a personal laptop with state-of-the-art software to bring with her. 
 
    Carvelli also made sure that Dean was to get pictures of all the different hair colors, styles, and makeup. 
 
      
 
    Outside, walking East on Seventh to Carvelli’s car, Maddy asked, “What do you have going today?” 
 
    “Later I’m meeting with the guys at Jake’s.” 
 
    “The party list?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How are they doing?” 
 
    “Getting nowhere. Why? What do you need?” 
 
    “I’ve been getting the run around by some of these guys we know were customers of Diana. I’m gonna try a different approach,” Maddy said. 
 
    They had reached Carvelli’s car and once inside, Maddy took out her phone and notebook. She found the number she wanted and dialed it. 
 
    On the second ring, the man answered it. “Walter Franze,” he said. 
 
    “Hello, Walter. This is Maddy Rivers again.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ms. Rivers. I told you before, I have no time to see you. And how did you get this phone number? It’s my private…” 
 
    “Mistress Topaz gave it to me,” Maddy said. 
 
    Upon hearing the name Mistress Topaz, sweat broke out on his bald head, his hands began to shake, and he could feel his throat tightening. He also stopped speaking. 
 
    After a few seconds of silence, Maddy asked. “Still with me, Walter?” 
 
    “Um, I don’t know what...,” he croaked. 
 
    “Don’t even try going there, Walter. You’re going to make time to see me right now at a place of your choosing or the next call I make will be to Philo Anson, a reporter with the Star Tribune. If you think Mistress Topaz was a demanding bitch, just wait till I meet up with you.” 
 
    Hearing that, Carvelli covered his mouth to stifle a laugh and Maddy swatted him on the arm. 
 
    “Really?” Walter asked barely controlling a momentary surge of excitement. “I mean all right. Um, the St. Paul Grill in the hotel St. Paul,” Franze almost breathlessly said. 
 
    “Get your ass over there now. I’ll be along shortly. And bring money. You’re buying lunch,” Maddy ordered. 
 
    She ended the call without waiting for a response and said to Carvelli. “Don’t say a word.” 
 
    “What? I wasn’t going to. Although I can’t help but imagining you in one of those leather outfits of Diana’s.” 
 
    “I have a gun!” 
 
    Carvelli finally cut loose and started laughing. A second or two later, Maddy joined him. 
 
      
 
    It took Walter Franze four or five minutes to calm down. When he did, he realized he had a call to make. But not in the office. 
 
    Walter left his office and, on the way out, simply told his assistant he would be out for a while. His government issued car was parked in a reserved spot in front of the Capitol. Barely six minutes after Maddy’s call he was on Cedar heading toward downtown. When he was stopped at a red light on Cedar and Twelfth, he made his call. 
 
    “What?” a grumpy man said answering the call. 
 
    “I have a problem. That PI woman, Rivers, insists I meet with her about, well, Topaz. What do you want me to do, Burt?” 
 
    “So, meet with her. But get ahold of yourself and be careful what you say.” 
 
    “Will do. All right. I can do that. Thanks.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Maddy and Carvelli were standing together in the horseshoe driveway in front of the St. Paul Hotel. It was turning into another gray, wet, cloudy day with a smell of snow in the air after a sunny morning. The two of them watched in silence as Walter Franze scurried down the sidewalk on Market Street toward Fifth where his car was illegally parked. 
 
    “What do you think?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “For a politician, he’s not a very good liar,” Carvelli answered. “But is he involved in some conspiracy to murder Mistress Topaz aka Diana Parker? That’s hard to imagine.” 
 
    “It’s even harder to imagine that this little weenie is the governor’s chief of staff; the number two man in state government,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You tell me, was he in love with Diana…?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Maddy said. “And his claim that he didn’t know she was getting out is a lie.” 
 
    By now they were jaywalking across Market Street toward Rice Park. Rice Park is a pleasant, one-square block respite from the hustle of downtown St. Paul. Carvelli’s car was parked on Fourth Street on the south side of the park. 
 
    “I just thought of something,” Carvelli said when they reached his car. 
 
    They got inside the car, Maddy retrieved her phone and notebook then asked, “What?” 
 
    Carvelli turned his head to look at her and replied, “If this guy, Franze, is involved or knows what’s going on, if Marc could get him on a witness stand, Marc could crack him like an egg.” 
 
    “A subpoena?” 
 
    “Maybe. We’ll talk to your buddy about it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Maddy said. She was holding open her notebook while dialing. 
 
    “Who are you calling?” 
 
    “Ahmed Sudi Dualeh,” Maddy said. “I’m gonna give him the same… hello, Ahmed Sudi Dualeh, please?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “He is busy. Who is calling?” she heard an annoyed male voice abruptly ask. 
 
    “Tell him if he doesn’t want to see his name in tomorrow’s paper in the sex pervert section, he needs to take this call.” 
 
    There were several seconds of silence then the man curtly said, “One moment.” 
 
    “Who is this? Is this Maddy Rivers, again?” she heard Ahmed say in perfect English. 
 
    “Yes, it is and before you hang up…” 
 
    “What do you want? I told you, I do not have time to play childish games.” 
 
    “I’m calling on behalf of Diana Parker, better known to you as Mistress Topaz, which will make an interesting story in tomorrow’s paper,” Maddy quickly said. 
 
    There was a silent moment then Ahmed asked again only this time more quietly “What do you want?” 
 
    “I told you. I need a few minutes to discuss her death.”  
 
    “And I told you, I do not know anything about it.” 
 
    Ahmed paused again then said, “But to get you to stop bothering me, I will give you fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “Where and when?” Maddy asked as Carvelli started the car.  
 
    “Go to Washington and Eleventh Avenue South. Park on the east side of Eleventh between Washington and the parking ramp entrance. You will see it. I will meet you there in thirty minutes. Get out of your car and wait on the sidewalk. I want a wide open, public place. If you are not there when I arrive, I will leave. And, come alone with no recording equipment.” 
 
    “I’ll be there,” Maddy said into an empty phone. 
 
      
 
    Maddy looked at her watch and said, “Ten more minutes.” 
 
    They were parked precisely where Ahmed had insisted upon. There was an empty space ahead of them for Ahmed to park in behind a battered, older, Ford van. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” Carvelli said. “You’re too wide open. Take your gun with you.” 
 
    “Getting a little paranoid?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “There are cop rumors about this guy that he isn’t entirely legit. Take your gun, please.” 
 
    “Okay, Dad. Your concern is very sweet.” 
 
    Maddy took her latest toy, a ladies .45 caliber, semiauto Colt from her handbag. As she got out of the car, she stuck it in the waistband in the back of her jeans. 
 
    Maddy began pacing back and forth on the sidewalk between the van and Carvelli’s Camaro. At 10:28, she checked her watch then looked toward Washington at the sound of a motorcycle.  
 
    A little cool for a bike, today, she thought. There were two people on the bike, both wearing black leather and large, black helmets with very dark visors. As they approached her, the passenger leaned over while looking right at her. 
 
    When he did this, the alarm went off in Maddy’s head. As she turned to run, she saw a black object being pointed at her from the passenger’s right hand. 
 
    Maddy dove toward the van, just as the shooting started. When she hit the sidewalk, she was fully protected by the van which was being riddled with bullets. 
 
    Knowing they had missed, the driver hit the brakes to give the shooter another chance. He dropped the empty magazine and before he could put in another, he heard shots being fired from behind. One bullet, then another whizzed past his face shield.  
 
    Carvelli was out of the car, kneeling in the street and shooting. He fired twice more, barely missing both, then the fifth shot––by now the bikers were a half a block away––hit the shooter in the upper part of his back between the neck and right shoulder. 
 
    By now Maddy was at the front of the van. She had her Colt in her hand and between the two of them, they fired six more shots while the motorcycle roared down the street. Unfortunately, no more hits. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli called it in on 911 and within three minutes, there were four squad cars at the scene. The dispatcher had put it on the air that someone had tried to murder Carvelli and Maddy Rivers. Ten minutes after that, there were nine more squad cars along Eleventh. Oddly, despite the fact almost all the cops knew him, none seemed too concerned about Tony. Every one of them, including the women, wanted to know how Maddy was. 
 
    “Hey everybody!” Carvelli yelled while waving his hands, “I’m okay, too.” 
 
    There were six cops around Maddy and a couple of them turned and one said, “That’s great, Carvelli. I’ll sleep better tonight.” 
 
    “Cops are such smartasses,” Carvelli grumbled. 
 
      
 
    At 10:50, twenty minutes late, Maddy saw Ahmed Sudi Dualeh with three bodyguards, walking down the sidewalk toward them. 
 
    “Well, here’s the sonofabitch now,” Maddy said. She watched him come toward her, lips pursed, eyes narrow slits, a grim look on her face. 
 
    Ahmed got to within ten feet of her and Maddy went off. 
 
    “You bastard!” she screamed while charging after him. Ahmed, a slight smirk on his face, took a couple of casual steps backwards. 
 
    The three bodyguards came at Maddy. Two grabbed an arm while the third stepped straight at her. A big mistake. 
 
    Using the leverage supplied by the two men holding her, Maddy lifted herself up and kicked the third one squarely in the sternum. He flew back three feet, landed hard on the sidewalk then lay there, gasping for breath. 
 
    “Let me go!” Maddy screamed. 
 
    She jerked her right arm forward enough, so the left side of the man’s head was next to her shoulder. Maddy slammed her forehead into his ear. He howled, then dropped to his knees. 
 
    By now the cops, including Carvelli, were all over all of them. Carvelli wrapped his arms around Maddy’s waist, lifted her off the ground still kicking and screaming and pulled her away. 
 
    At that moment, Lt. Owen Jefferson hustled up to Maddy and Carvelli. While still being restrained by Carvelli, Maddy screamed at Ahmed, “You motherfucker! You set me up to have me killed!” 
 
    Ahmed, wearing the same smug expression merely shook his head twice, shrugged his shoulders and said, “I know nothing about it.” 
 
    His guards, having recovered sufficiently, surrounded their boss, and tried moving away. 
 
    “Maddy, calm down. I’ll handle this,” Jefferson said. 
 
    Jefferson pointed at the two uniforms who had saved the third guard and said, “Stop them. I want a statement from him. Arrest his ass and put him in jail if you have to.” 
 
    Before Ahmed and company could get in his Escalade, a half dozen cops surrounded them. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli had taken Maddy and walked her away from the scene. “You okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m calmed down. My forehead really hurts. How do they do that in the movies?” Maddy said rubbing her forehead, referring to her head butt. 
 
    “It’s faked, dummy.” 
 
    “I’ll bet his ear hurts a helluva lot more than your forehead,” Jefferson said. “Although you’re probably gonna have a pretty good lump,” he added after inspecting it. 
 
    “I called Marc,” Carvelli said. “I was on the phone with him when you decided to start a street fight.” 
 
    Maddy was looking across the street where a TV crew from Channel 8 was filming. “Did they film this?” she asked. 
 
    “Looks like it,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “Oh geez. I hope my dad doesn’t see it. He’s a little old school and doesn’t like it when I use that kind of language.” 
 
    “He’s okay when you get in a street fight, but wants you to talk like a lady when you do it?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Something like that,” Maddy said. “What did Marc say?” 
 
    “I told him you were fine, and you’d call him when you get a chance,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Dude! What happened to my van? Its full of holes!” 
 
    The three of them turned to find a man in his mid-thirties, holding a skateboard with two others, both teenagers. 
 
    “More holes. Newer ones,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “John,” Jefferson said to a uniform sergeant who was in the street watching, “Handle this.” 
 
    The sergeant walked toward the screaming van owner. As he passed Jefferson he said, “Thanks, Owen. You owe me one.” 
 
    “R-H-I-P,” Jefferson said with a smile. “Rank has its privileges.” 
 
      
 
    Marc arrived a few minutes later, in time to be in on the interview Maddy and Carvelli gave the cops. The cops had found fresh blood on the street verifying Carvelli’s claim that he got one of them. They would check hospitals and clinics but would have no luck. The would-be assassin was already in the basement of a Somali doctor where he would remain and recover. The bullet had hit him three inches to the right of his neck. No broken bones, punctured arteries, or any permanent damage. Both of the bikers would be in Somalia with Al-Shabaab in barely two weeks. 
 
    An MPD detective walked up to the group with Maddy, said hello to Carvelli, then spoke to Jefferson. 
 
    “So, what did our community organizer have to say?” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “Says he saw nothing, heard nothing, knows nothing. Has no idea what happened. They were just driving by when they saw the commotion. They just stopped to see what was going on.” 
 
    “Lying sonofabitch,” Maddy said. 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Charlie Dudek parked his plain, one-year old Volvo in the library’s parking lot. He was using the West Wyandotte branch in Kansas City, Kansas. It had been a few days and it was time to use one of their computers to check his email. 
 
    Charlie entered the library to find every computer already taken. Early evening, he realized that it might be a while and he almost left. Instead, an older man got up and gathered his things, obviously leaving. 
 
    Charlie walked quickly to it before someone else got there first. “Done?” he politely asked. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” the man said. “Help yourself.” 
 
    Charlie thanked him and sat down. Apparently, the man had been perusing Yahoo News because the home page for it was still on the screen. Before Charlie could change it, a story with the word Minneapolis in the headline caught his eye. 
 
      
 
    Drive-by shooting in Muslim Neighborhood of Minneapolis 
 
      
 
    Later, Charlie would wonder why he bothered to start reading it. In the first paragraph, he read that a private investigator was the apparent target of two men on a motorcycle. When Charlie saw the name Madeline Rivers as the target, he could literally feel the blood rush to his ears. 
 
    There was film to go with it. He watched and saw Maddy scream and go after a man with three bodyguards. Amused, he watched the brief altercation then the exchange between Maddy and the man she went after. His name, Charlie read, was Ahmed Sudi Dualeh, a supposedly well-known community organizer in the Somali community. Charlie took a piece of note paper from next to the monitor and wrote the man’s name down. He finished reading the article, then watched the video once more. Maddy clearly screamed at the man claiming he set her up. Charlie could also see the man’s obviously disingenuous denial. 
 
    Charlie spent another twenty minutes on the computer checking out this Dualeh character. Reading between the lines Charlie smelled a gangster. Good to know to make him a little more careful. 
 
      
 
    Less than an hour later, Charlie Dudek was on I 35 heading north out of Kansas City. Having been to the Twin Cities on a few occasions, Charlie knew it well. He looked at the clock and calculated he would arrive around 2:00 A.M. Since he had a hotel reservation all set under a false name, this would not be a problem. 
 
    Charlie Dudek was a professional assassin. Not a hit man. A real professional. From previous business in Minnesota, Charlie had very real, although unrequited feelings for one, Madeline Elizabeth Rivers. Ahmed Sudi Dualeh, although he did not realize it, was in serious trouble. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Carvelli’s phone rang, he looked at the ID and said, “I knew they would be calling.” He stepped away from Marc, Maddy and Jefferson to take the call. 
 
    “Who?” Marc asked, but he was talking to Carvelli’s back. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” Jefferson asked Maddy. 
 
    “Yes, no, maybe,” she said. “The adrenaline is wearing off.” 
 
    “You should go home and lie down,” Marc said. 
 
    Maddy shrugged, offered a weak smile then said, “We’ll see. We should go back to the office and we’ll talk about this morning.” 
 
    “Do you need her for anything else, Owen?” 
 
    “No, but Marc’s right, sweetheart. You should go home and lie down. Don’t kid yourself about PTSD. You just had a pretty good shock.” 
 
    Maddy stepped over to the six-foot six-inch Jefferson, wrapped her arms around him and said, “Thanks, Owen.” She stepped back and said, “Thank the guys too,” referring to the crowd of cops who rushed in. “I’ll take it easy the next couple of days.” 
 
    Carvelli was back saying, “That was the riff raff at Jake’s. They heard and were pretty worried.” 
 
    “I’m sure,” Maddy said. “That’s sweet.” 
 
    “No, no. They weren’t worried about you. They were worried about the guys on the bike. They wanted to know how many bullets you put in them. Tommy wanted to know if you reloaded and emptied a second magazine while they were lying in the street?” 
 
    “Very funny,” Maddy said but even she laughed a little bit. 
 
    Carvelli’s phone rang again, he looked at the ID and walked a couple steps away. He listened for a few seconds then turned back and told Marc, “Um, that was my friend. I need to meet her. I’ll meet you back at the office.” 
 
      
 
    When Maddy walked through the door into the office, everyone immediately surrounded her. All of them asked variations of the same, “Are you all right?” question. 
 
    It took about fifteen minutes for her to explain and answer all the questions. When it was done, Connie swatted Marc on the chest and said, “What did you get her into?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Marc replied. “Although the cops are certain this guy, Dualeh is into a lot of things, including support for those mischievous Boy Scouts back in Somalia. You know, the ones who earn merit badges making bombs then blowing themselves up for seventy-two virgins.” 
 
    Carvelli walked in and before the door closed behind him Connie went after him. 
 
    “Why didn’t you protect her? You’re supposed to…” 
 
    “They weren’t shooting at me. Besides, I’m a feminist. We’re not supposed to act like that. Women are supposed to take care of themselves.” 
 
    Marc got out of the way by sitting down in one of the waiting area chairs. “I can’t believe you said that,” he said to Carvelli. 
 
    All of the women were staring at Carvelli with an “if looks could kill” expression. 
 
    Finally, Maddy said, “He did manage to shoot one of them. He dropped his gun, and it went off when it hit the street. It got one of them in the back,” Maddy said. 
 
    “My hero!” Kellie said. 
 
    “Let’s go in the conference room before it gets any deeper in here,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    Maddy explained their conversation with Adam Dean first. While she did this, Carvelli passed around the three identikit drawings of the mystery woman who was with Dean at the party. 
 
    When Maddy finished, Marc asked, “What do you think? Is he in on it?” 
 
    Maddy looked at the cynical ex-cop, Carvelli, who said, “Unless he’s a great actor, I’d say no. I thought he might wet himself when I brought up the murder conspiracy.” 
 
    By now, Connie had given the drawings to Maddy who was looking intensely at them. 
 
    “Maddy?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Huh? Oh, no,” Maddy replied. “He’s not in on it. These drawings, this one especially, the brunette,” she continued holding up the one she was referring to, “looks familiar, like I’ve seen her.” 
 
    “Looks kind of generic,” Barry said. “Pretty girl but could be…” 
 
    “No,” Maddy said. “It’s the shape of her chin. The way it comes to a point with just a tiny little cleft to it. I’ve seen that on someone and lately.” 
 
    “You know what?” Connie said. “Stop thinking about it and it will come to you. Set it aside.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right.” 
 
    “Walter Franze,” Carvelli said. “You know, they have really good food at the St. Paul Grill.” 
 
    “We know,” Marc said. 
 
    “Expensive, but we made Franze pay,” Carvelli replied. 
 
    “He used a government credit card,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Figures. Anyway, this is the second most powerful person in state government. We better pray nothing bad happens or we’re all screwed,” Carvelli said. “Metcalf,” Carvelli said referring to the governor, “is a first-class wuss and this Franze character is worse.” 
 
    “Totally and seriously in love with Diana Parker, though,” Maddy said. “Didn’t even try to claim he didn’t know her.” 
 
    “He even started crying when we talked about her,” Carvelli said. “It was sickening.”  
 
    “Have you ever been in love?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Daily,” Carvelli replied. 
 
    “She said love, not lust,” Maddy said. “There is a difference.” 
 
    “There is?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Of course!” Marc quickly interjected. 
 
    “And what is it?” Maddy asked Marc. 
 
    Marc looked at her, bowed and shook his head while saying, “Not now. Can we…” 
 
    “We’ll get back to it,” Maddy said. “But,” she continued, “hurting her would be impossible for him. He would, literally, kill himself first.” 
 
    “And you don’t have to be a shrink to see it,” Carvelli added. 
 
    “Okay, so he wouldn’t be an active participant. This guy knows Burt Chayson. Chayson is in the middle of this, somehow. His name keeps coming up. Too many of the moving parts seem to be revolving around him,” Marc said. 
 
    The table went silent for almost a minute then Marc asked, “Any ideas?” 
 
    “You know what?” Barry asked. “Something we haven’t thought of in all of this. Politics. Is there a political angle here that we’re missing?” 
 
    “It’s a good question,” Marc said. 
 
    “There is no one in this state more involved politically than Burt,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “On both sides of the aisle,” Connie added. 
 
    “Okay, yeah, but what?” Maddy asked. 
 
    Heads shook, shoulders shrugged all around the table while everyone looked at each other, each hoping someone would come up with something. 
 
    “It could just be a coincidence, too,” Marc said. “It could be most of these guys know each other. The connection, the only real, common connection, is Diana Parker.” 
 
    “And her little side business,” Connie said. 
 
    Maddy’s eyes lit up, she sat up straight, snapped her fingers and said, “I remember! Wait here.” 
 
    She grabbed her coat, retrieved her car keys from her purse then ran out of the office and down the stairs. A few minutes later, she came back carrying a folder in one hand and a photo in another. 
 
    “Now, I’m not so sure,” she said. Maddy took off her coat, put it on the back of her chair while still holding the photo. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked Marc after giving the photo to him. 
 
    Holding the photo in one hand and one of the drawings in another Marc quickly said, “It’s her. Look at the chin, the ears and the eyes.” 
 
    The photo and drawings made their way around the table. Each of them took a turn comparing them. 
 
    Barry thought it could be; Connie was not sure and Carvelli was about sixty percent it was her. None of the others, including Maddy, were as certain as Marc. 
 
    “Who is she?” Barry asked. 
 
    “Her name is Cassidy Rogers. She is one of the seven women Diana had in her phone,” Maddy said.  
 
    “Where did you get this photo of her?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Paul got it off the internet. It was on her website. She’s a pretty successful interior decorator.” 
 
    “Take it to what’s-his-name, the lawyer who took her to the party,” Marc said. 
 
    “If it’s off the internet, how current is it?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Maddy said. “I did talk to her. She seemed okay. Upset about Diana…” 
 
    “Was she really?” Barry asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I remember her. It was genuine,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Let’s get a more recent photo of her,” Carvelli said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    Maddy was, once again, patiently waiting in the reception area of Collier, Benson. It had been two days since the drive-by shooting and she was still trying to track down Adam Dean. While she waited for him, she was aimlessly paging through the same People magazine. Maddy also noticed that the receptionist was stealing quick glances at her. Of course, Maddy knew why.  
 
    Dean arrived through the exterior door and saw Maddy stand to greet him. They shook hands while the lawyer stared at her forehead. 
 
    “A little difference of opinion,” Maddy said referring to the purple, now yellowing, lump on her forehead. 
 
    Dean’s mouth came open, he pointed a finger at her and said, “That was you! I saw it on TV, and I thought it looked like you. Are you okay?” 
 
    “Other than the fact I look like a cyclops, sort of, yes, I’m fine.” 
 
    “That was amazing. I’m impressed. Let’s go back to my office,” Dean said. 
 
    All the while the receptionist tried to look busy but was curiously eavesdropping. 
 
    “I just want you to look at something,” Maddy said removing a photo print from a coat pocket. She handed it to Dean who stared at it for several seconds. “Is she the one you took to Ferrell’s Christmas party?”  
 
    “I’m not absolutely positive, I couldn’t swear to it in court, but that could be her,” he said. 
 
    “How tall was she?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Not as tall as you, but not short either,” Dean said. 
 
    “Five-six, five-seven?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yeah, about that. She’s in good shape. A little on the thin side but not scrawny.” 
 
    He looked at the photo again and said, “I’m up to about sixty percent sure.” 
 
    “Okay, that helps, I guess. If I think of anything else, I’ll call,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Any time,” Dean replied. 
 
    They shook hands again and he held it a little longer than necessary then said, “Listen, um, if you’re not busy this evening…” 
 
    By now Maddy was holding up her left hand to show him the ring. 
 
    “Ah, okay. Hey, if you change your mind…” 
 
    Maddy laughed and said, “You guys are terrible.” 
 
    ‘Can’t hurt to ask,” Dean said. 
 
    “Adam,” they heard the receptionist say, “do you really want to date a girl who can kick your ass?” 
 
    “You know, I think I have quite a few times,” Dean replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *    *    *    *    *   *  * 
 
      
 
    While Maddy was inside with Adam Dean, a new snowstorm had started up. In less than an hour it had dumped almost an inch of wet, slick snow on the streets.  
 
    Maddy had parked in the IDS Center ramp, the same building where Collier, Benson was located. As she was exiting onto Marquette Avenue an MPD squad car almost slid into her. Despite it being the first day of spring, Mother Nature had not been notified. 
 
    Maddy stopped, the cop stopped, turned on his lights and got out of his car. The officer came up to Maddy’s car as she buzzed down the window. 
 
    “Darryl, I am so sorry,” Maddy said looking up at him. 
 
    “Oh, hey kid,” the officer said. The grim look on his face had been replaced with a big smile. “How are you doing? Nice forehead. I heard about your little scuffle.” 
 
    “Thanks for pointing it out,” Maddie said. “What happened to spring?” 
 
    “It’s been delayed. Hey, you take it easy out here. It’s getting pretty slippery.” 
 
    “Thanks, Darryl, I will,” Maddy said. She put the window up, waved to the officer and turned toward Eighth to go to Marc’s office. “Nice to know the right people,” she quietly said to herself. 
 
    Maddy took a left on Eighth to go to 35W then to Marc’s office. Her phone rang and when she dug it out of her purse, she looked at the ID. 
 
    “Hey,” she answered the call, “what’s up?” 
 
    “Where are you?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Heading toward Marc’s office. Where are you?” 
 
    “Don’t take the freeway. It’s a mess. I’m at Jake’s. Did you see the lawyer?” Carvelli asked referring to Adam Dean. 
 
    “Yeah. He’s about sixty percent it’s her, the photo of Cassidy Rogers. Have the guys put a blanket on her.” 
 
    “Will do. Listen you need to get back to Marc’s ASAP. I just got off the phone with Owen Jefferson. The cops are looking for you.” 
 
    “Me? Why? I just got stopped by Darryl Johnson. He didn’t say a word,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Why’d Johnson stop you?” 
 
    “I almost caused him to hit me. I…” 
 
    “Never mind. Just get to Marc’s.” 
 
    “Tony, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Your pal, the one we had the problem with Monday, Ahmed Sudi Dualeh, was found dead this morning.” 
 
    “What? How? Are you serious?” Maddy said. Hearing this she pulled over to the curb and stopped.  
 
    “He was found with two of his pals stuffed behind a dumpster at a titty bar. Delilah’s over on…” 
 
    “I know where it is,” Maddy said. “What happened?” 
 
    “Looks like all three took a bullet in the back of the head. One each. Then the bodies were dragged behind the dumpster. Owen says they were in attendance at Delilah’s enjoying the ah, exotic dancers and other examples of American culture.” 
 
    “And the cops want to talk to me? Owen Jefferson thinks I did it?” 
 
    “No, but he needs to scratch your name off the list. Listen, hon, there won’t be any shortage of suspects. I’ll call Marc. Where were you last night?” 
 
    “At home with Marc. We curled up on the couch and watched a couple movies on Netflix.” 
 
    “So, your alibi’s a lawyer? Good luck with that,” Carvelli said. “Drive carefully. I’ll call Marc.” 
 
      
 
    Maddy arrived back at Marc’s office before Carvelli. By the time Carvelli, arrived, everyone knew about the murder of Dualeh and his two bodyguards. The entire office, including the corporate lawyer, Chris Grafton, were crowded around Maddy. When Carvelli arrived they all crowded into the conference room to listen to Carvelli. He barely got started when the office phone rang. Carolyn answered the call with the conference room phone. 
 
    “Just a minute, Lieutenant,” everyone heard Carolyn say as she looked at Marc. “I’ll see if he’s busy.” 
 
    “Owen Jefferson?” Marc asked reaching for the phone. 
 
    “Yep,” Carolyn said handing the phone to him. 
 
    “I’ll call you back, Lieutenant,” Marc said into the phone. 
 
    “Where’s Maddy Rivers? We need…” 
 
    “I’ll call you back,” Marc said again then gave the phone back to Carolyn. 
 
    “Sorry,” Carolyn said then hung up. 
 
    “I’m gonna love being a lawyer,” Kellie said. “A cop calls and you just hang up. That was awesome!” 
 
    Marc looked at Kellie, shook his head and smiled. “Yeah, that’s reason number one to become a lawyer. Try doing it when they stop you for a ticket. You’ll be lucky if you get out of jail in less than seventy-two hours. 
 
    “Where are we?” Marc asked Carvelli. 
 
    “Ahmed Sudi Dualeh, a close personal friend of Maddy’s,” Carvelli said while Maddy looked at him and scratched her nose with a middle finger, “and two of his pals were found dead this morning. They were hidden behind a dumpster at a gentlemen’s club in the Warehouse District called Delilah’s. That reminds me, did you ever get your bill with them paid off?” Carvelli asked looking at Marc. 
 
    “They sent it to collections, and I settled it,” Marc answered. 
 
    “You two should take this act on the road,” Maddy said. While the others were laughing, Maddy said to Carvelli, “Moving along…” 
 
    “Yeah. Anyway, preliminary ME report says single GSW to the back of the head. Bang, bang, bang. Happened around eleven fifteen last night. 
 
    “The three, ahem, gentlemen were in Delilah’s for several hours. They had dinner and stayed to watch American cultural entertainment until then. That time was according to the night manager. He specifically remembers because the community organizer walked out on a three-hundred and twelve-dollar tab.” 
 
    Marc wrote that down while thinking about a phone call. 
 
    “The cops rousted the bouncer this morning who was working the parking lot door. A rather large, African American gentlemen by the name of Jarell Smith. He says he saw them leave but heard nothing. No shots, nothing.” 
 
    “Somebody was waiting for them,” Barry said. “A pro with a silenced gun. A very good silencer.” 
 
    “The snow has pretty much covered up any forensics. Plus, that area is highly traveled by kitchen staff to the dumpster,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Who found them?” Marc asked. 
 
    “One of the cleaning crew. They come in around seven to get the place cleaned up for lunch. That’s about it.” 
 
    “Let me have the phone, Carolyn, please,” Marc said. 
 
    Marc waited until everyone but Maddy, Carvelli and Connie had left the room. He hit star 69 and Jefferson answered. 
 
    “She had nothing to do with it and you know it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Bring her in, we still need to get a statement…” 
 
    “Have you been outside?” 
 
    “All morning! I still am,” Jefferson replied. 
 
    “Hanging around a dumpster, I hear. Toss them in the dumpster and walk away.” 
 
    “Wish I could. Bring her in. We need to get a statement. We need to eliminate her as a suspect. He tried to have her killed a couple days ago, it’s not like she doesn’t have motive.” 
 
    “Any progress on that? Have you found the shooters?” 
 
    “Marc, that community is less cooperative than the Black community. Don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
    “One of them has a bullet in him,” Marc said. 
 
    “We’ve checked hospitals, clinics, what have you, no luck. They have underground medical care. We won’t give up, but again, don’t hold your breath.” 
 
    “When are you gonna be back in the office?” 
 
    “I’m leaving here in about ten minutes,” Jefferson replied. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll meet you in your office.” 
 
      
 
    “Before we go, I have to make a phone call,” Marc said as they prepared to exit the conference room. “But I don’t have his number with me. It’s in my desk. You’re all welcome to listen in.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
    Marc found the business card he wanted and dialed the number. It was answered before the first ring had finished. 
 
    “Hey, Philo. How’ve you been?” 
 
    “Tell me you have something. I’m standing behind a titty bar, freezing my ass off while it snows.” 
 
    “It’s your lucky day,” Marc said. “You have the Dualeh murder to report?” 
 
    Philo Anson was an annoying but tenacious reporter with the Star Tribune. He also had a huge crush on Maddy Rivers which made him useful at times. 
 
    “Yeah, what do you know about it?” 
 
    “Off the record? Anonymous source? You use my name and I’ll sic Carvelli on you. He’s sitting here and his eyes lit up.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. What do you have?” 
 
    “On the murder? Nothing.” 
 
    “Should I hang up?” 
 
    “Shut up and listen. You’ve probably heard the rumors from the cops about what a crook this guy is, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I have. How’s Maddy? I heard the cops like him for the drive-by the other day.” 
 
    “She’s fine. Listen. I doubt the cops know this. I have proof positive he is a customer of a bondage and discipline...I’m not sure what you call it. You there, Philo?” 
 
    “Huh, I’m too stunned to speak. Say it again and tell me it’s true.” 
 
    “It’s true. And to be clear, he was on the receiving end of the discipline.” 
 
    “Fabulous? Can I run something like this about a Muslim?” 
 
    “That’s for you and your editors. I’d say yes. The Somali Community will probably be happy to be rid of him. Especially after they hear this.” 
 
    “Give me some examples? Did he crawl around on the floor barking like a dog while some hot chick whipped him?” 
 
    “You seem to know more about this than I do,” Marc said. “Look, I don’t have photos. I just know it’s true. You fill in the blanks.” 
 
    “Does this have anything to do with the Diana Crane murder?” 
 
    “Don’t go there. At least not now. I’ll tell you when, exclusively,” Marc replied. 
 
    “I think I’m about to faint. All right. I’ll leave that out, but I expect you to keep your word,” Philo said. 
 
    “I don’t know if you have this, but he and his two pals spent the evening in Delilah’s last night. Enjoying the show and having dinner. Then he walks out on a three-hundred-dollar bill.” 
 
    “Are you serious? That’s fabulous,” Philo said, laughing. 
 
    “Yeah. Ask one of the cops or the manager. He’s probably a friend of yours. They’ll verify it. 
 
    “Later, Philo,” Marc said. 
 
    “Wait! Do they suspect Maddy did this?” 
 
    “Later, Philo.” 
 
    Maddy came into Marc’s office where the others were and said, “No go. I talked to Gabriella and she wants you to go on the air on her show with this.” 
 
    “No, I can’t do that,” Marc said. “How about Tony?” 
 
    “No thanks. I don’t need half the Muslim community after me.” 
 
    “Shall we go downtown?” Marc asked. 
 
      
 
    Marc, Maddy and Carvelli walked out the Fifth Street exit of the Old City Hall Building. The wet, sloppy snow was still coming down as they stood on the granite steps. A city sidewalk sweeper was driving past going to their left. A light rail train went by heading to their right. 
 
    While they waited for the sweeper to pass, Carvelli looked into the falling snow and asked, “Is this gonna be one of those winters that drags on until Memorial Day?” 
 
    “Don’t even say that. The suicide rate is probably rising even as we speak,” Marc answered. 
 
    Maddy, the only one wearing a hooded winter coat and boots, her arm hooked through Marc’s, asked, “You think they’re satisfied that I didn’t do it?” 
 
    “Your alibi is an esteemed lawyer, and we know how beloved lawyers are with cops,” Carvelli answered. 
 
    “Yeah, especially when they need one,” Marc drolly replied. “Owen Jefferson knows you didn’t do this.” 
 
    “True,” Carvelli said. “If you had done it, they’d each have of a lot more bullet holes than just one.” 
 
    By now the sweeper had passed and the three of them turned left and walked behind it toward Fourth Avenue. Unable to park in the Government Center across the street, Marc parked in a ramp on Fourth. 
 
    “That’s not funny,” Maddy said faking being offended. “Why is he always picking on me? If you were really my boyfriend, you’d defend me and beat him up.” 
 
    “First of all, he has a gun. More importantly, I agree with him,” Marc said. 
 
    Even Maddy laughed and Carvelli said, “If I didn’t tease you, you’d think I was mad at you.” 
 
    While they waited for the light on Fourth Avenue, Carvelli received a call. He listened a minute then said, “Stay with her. We’re downtown and my car is at Marc’s office. If she leaves, call me. Ms. Rivers and I will be along as soon as we get a car. 
 
    “Dan Sorenson,” Carvelli said. “He’s got Cassidy Rogers at a gym.” 
 
    “Great, let’s get her,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I’m not doing anything. Do you have the photos and drawings?” Marc said. 
 
    “Yes, they’re in the car in my bag,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Carvelli said stepping off the curb to cross Fourth. 
 
      
 
    With the snow and the slow traffic it caused, it took them almost an hour to get there. They found Dan Sorenson and Sherry Bowen in separate cars at a Lifetime Fitness in St. Louis Park. Marc parked next to Sherry and the two of them got in Marc’s SUV. By now the snow had stopped. 
 
    “She’s been in there about an hour and a half,” Sorenson said. 
 
    Marc looked at Maddy and asked, “You want to go in there and look for her?” 
 
    “No, she’s probably in the shower by now,” Maddy said. 
 
    “In that case,” Carvelli said, opening his door, “I better go check up on her.” 
 
    Amid the laughter, Maddy said, “You go in there, you’ll get your ass kicked. Besides, check your birth certificate. You’re past your use-by date.” 
 
    “Now that’s cruel,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Here she is,” Sherry said. “Her car’s right in front of us.” 
 
    They watched her walk toward them and when she was about thirty feet from her car, Maddy said, “Let’s go. Tony and me.” 
 
    “I’m coming too,” Marc said. “Dan and Sherry, please wait. We don’t want to come at her with a crowd and scare the hell out of her.” 
 
    Marc got out of the car and followed. By now, Maddy and Carvelli were on Cassidy at her car. 
 
    “Hi, Cassidy,” Maddy said with a smile. “Remember me?” 
 
    “Ah, yeah. You’re that private investigator, Maddy Rivers.” 
 
    “Right. Sorry to startle you like this. This is my colleague, Tony Carvelli. We just have a couple of questions,” Maddy said. She had the photos and drawings in her hand and opened them to show Cassidy. By now, Marc was standing with Carvelli. 
 
    “We have reason to believe this is you,” Maddy said showing her the photos from the Convention Center party. 
 
    Cassidy, annoyed, said, “That’s not me. She’s blonde.” 
 
    “It’s a wig,” Maddy said. 
 
    Maddy then, one-by-one, showed her the drawings while saying, “The man in the photo with the blonde identified her as you. He gave us these drawings and I showed him your photo. He’s sure it’s you,” Maddie lied. 
 
    Cassidy took the drawings, put on a pair of glasses, carefully looked at them then handed them back. 
 
    “Sorry, not me. There’s at least a thousand women just in Minneapolis who could be her. They’re not even the same person. Sorry. I don’t know what you’re trying to pull but I’m not buying it. What are you trying to pull? Some nonsense, some lie to get Parker off? Don’t drag me into it.” 
 
    “You willing to take a lie detector test?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    Cassidy smiled and took two steps to get right up to Carvelli. “I was married to a lawyer for several years. A cheating asshole, but a good lawyer. There’s no such thing as a lie detector. It’s a myth, a scam. And no, I won’t take a polygraph.” 
 
    She looked at Marc and asked, “Who are you?” 
 
    “Parker’s lawyer,” Marc said. 
 
    “Your client should plead guilty because he is. Diana was a friend of mine. I think he did it.” 
 
    She turned, went back to her car door, got in and a moment later, drove off. While she did this, Sherry and Sorenson joined them. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” Marc asked Carvelli, the human lie detector. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he replied. “If she’s lying, she’s really good at it. She probably is lying, but I don’t know.” 
 
    “And if she is,” Maddy said, “why is she lying? What is she into? Who is she helping?” 
 
      
 
    When Cassidy was less than a block away, she made a call on a burner phone she had. A man answered and Cassidy explained what had just happened. He assured her she did fine, and nothing would come of it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    The five of them remained standing in the parking lot watching Cassidy drive off. The snow was starting to come down again in wet, sloppy, springtime snowflakes. 
 
    Maddy pulled the hood on her coat over her head and asked, “Now what?”  
 
    They all looked at Marc for some type of answer. He stood silently as if he had not heard the question. In fact, he was trying to come up with an answer. 
 
    “Dan, you and Sherry and whoever else you need to help you, put a blanket on Cassidy. All day until you’re sure you’ve put her to bed.” 
 
    Marc looked at Carvelli and said, “She’s lying. I don’t know what she’s up to or who she’s working with, but she’s lying.” 
 
    “Okay, who’s gonna pay for this?” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Sherry said. “Marc’s right and she could help send an innocent man to prison.” 
 
    “Thanks Sherry, but I’ll get you paid. Parker’s good for it and if we get him off, he’ll inherit all of the money Diana has stashed away.” 
 
    “How much?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “At least four hundred grand that I know about. Probably more,” Marc answered. 
 
    “Have you told him about Diana’s side job?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Not yet. I’m waiting for the right time,” Marc said. 
 
    “There is no right time for that kind of news,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Go find her,” Marc told Dan and Sherry referring to Cassidy. 
 
    “We have her car tagged. We’ll track her down.” 
 
    “Have you guys sent in a bill lately?” he asked looking at Sorenson and Sherry. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re good,” Sorenson answered. 
 
    “How about you two?” he asked Maddy and Carvelli. 
 
    “I’m current,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “You’re avoiding the question,” Maddy said. 
 
    Marc put his arm around her shoulders and kissed her on the cheek. 
 
    “You’re right, I am. You’re getting to know me too well. Dan, Sherry thanks.” He looked at Carvelli and asked, “Do you have more for them?” 
 
    “Not right now.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get back to the office,” Marc said. 
 
    “Who killed the guy that tried to kill you?” Sorenson asked Maddy. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “You want to send hm a thank you card?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “From what I’m hearing from friends on the job, there’s no shortage of suspects,” Sorenson said. “If you need anything, give us a call.” 
 
    Maddy gave both Sorenson and Sherry a hug then they all left. 
 
      
 
    Back at Marc’s office, Marc and Maddy along with Connie headed toward the conference room. 
 
    “Marc, excuse me,” they heard Kellie say. 
 
    “Yeah, Kellie, what is it?” Marc replied. 
 
    “I was wondering, and if you say no…” 
 
    “It would be the first time he ever said no to a pretty girl,” Maddy said. 
 
    Kellie, along with everyone else, laughed then she continued. “I was wondering, since I’m pretty well caught up, would you mind if I sat in and just, you know, listened to how you do things.” 
 
    “Do we want to disillusion her before she finishes law school?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Now is probably a good time for it,” Marc said. “Sure, Kellie. Come on in.” 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
      
 
    “The guys next door are almost moved out,” Connie said taking a seat at the table. 
 
    “What?” Marc replied. “So?” 
 
    “The office expansion,” Connie said. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. When is it gonna start and I hope you’re not planning on my carpentry skills. I mean, I can knock down walls but building them is a whole new ballgame.” 
 
    “No, I’ve got it all lined up,” Connie said. 
 
    “Are they gonna make a lot of noise?” Marc asked. 
 
    “No, not all,” Connie said. “You won’t even notice them. Yeah, dummy. There’s gonna be noise. Hey, I’m doubling the size of your office. You can put in a table and chairs. A couch a…” 
 
    “How about a pool table?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yeah!” Maddy jumped in and said. 
 
    “I have a first-degree trial starting in less than a month.” 
 
    “Sucks to be you,” Connie said. “You can work from home if you have to. I want to get this done.” 
 
    Maddy leaned over and whispered to Marc, “She’s not raising your rent or making you pay for it. Be quiet.” 
 
    “Good point. It’ll probably be okay.” 
 
    Carvelli came in carrying the paper with him. He tossed it on the table to Maddy and said,” Have you seen this? It’s pretty good.”  
 
    “What is it?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yesterday’s story in the Star Tribune about the attempt on Maddy. It’s all over the internet, too,” He sat across from Marc and said, “I just had a thought. It might be way out Carvelli replied. 
 
    there, but reading the article in the paper, I wondered if our culprit, the guy who popped Dualeh and his pals was…you ready for this? Charlie the assassin and admirer of our girl.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Maddy said. “You think…” 
 
    “Maybe. If he saw the story, and it’s on the internet…” 
 
    “Do you have any idea where he lives? That’s all we need. Him showing up again,” Marc said. 
 
    “What if he’s jealous of you?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Then I wouldn’t be sitting here,” Marc said. “Let’s get to business. Where are we with finding some other dude who could’ve done it?” 
 
    On the north wall of the conference room was a five by eight-foot whiteboard. Marc went to it, sprayed it with a cleaning solution and wiped it clean. He chose a red marker to make a list. 
 
    “Here’s what we have,” he said. “Leonard Ferrell,” whose name he wrote on the board. “He has a holiday party the night Diana is murdered. 
 
    “Someone steals Parker’s phone to use as a trail for the cops to follow to set up Parker. We see Cassidy Rogers, or so we believe, picking his pocket to get his phone.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Carvelli the ex-cop interrupted. “Do we have any reason to believe she is capable of that? There are people that can do that, but is she one?” 
 
    “We don’t need to prove that she did it,” Marc said. “We can use the security camera video of it to create reasonable doubt. We have her date, what’s-his-name….” 
 
    “Adam Dean,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Right. Adam Dean who can identify her as his date…” 
 
    “Sixty percent,” Carvelli said. “Is that enough?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Marc said. “Put yourself on a jury. Is that enough? By itself, no. But, if we can throw enough mud on the wall, it might be enough if some of the other bullshit we’re gonna throw also sticks. And we can show the video of it.” 
 
    “Will the judge even let it in?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Yes, we already dealt with it. Gondeck brought a motion to suppress it but Wilson decided to let it in,” Marc said. “Most judges will in a first-degree case. The argument is that it is a factual element for the jury to decide if it is enough. The drawings and photo will have to come in with it. We can use Adam Dean for that. We’re not trying to prove anything. Create reasonable doubt. 
 
    “Tony, take what we have on Cassidy Rogers to Paul and see what he can come up with. If she has an arrest or conviction for theft, well, you know what we need.” 
 
    Alongside Leonard Ferrell on the whiteboard, Marc had written the names Cassidy Rogers and Adam Dean. He also drew a line from Adam Dean to Ferrell. 
 
    Marc pointed at Dean’s name and said, “Ferrell’s lawyer. Or, he at least works for the firm. We need to remember that. 
 
    “Next, Diana’s customers. What do we do with them and who do we call as witnesses?” 
 
    “All of these sick twists,” Connie said. 
 
    “I almost forgot,” Carvelli said. “I took Vivian out to dinner last Saturday. I didn’t bring the subject up, she did. She asked me if Jonah was in Diana’s customer book. She told me after Diana was murdered and her picture was in the paper, Jonah came to her and told her all about it.” 
 
    “I said I couldn’t break privilege then she told me to tell Marc that he shouldn’t try to protect him.” 
 
    “Okay, good,” Marc replied. “Takes care of that problem, but you can tell her, I won’t drag him into it unless I have to.”  
 
    “Let’s go over the list,” Maddy said. She removed her notebook from her bag, flipped the pages until she found the list, then began reading. When she finished with the twelve names, the room went silent for a moment. 
 
    “I think we can scratch Ahmed Sudi Dualeh from the list,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Yeah, that leaves us with eleven more,” Marc said. “What are we trying to get out of them?” 
 
    “You know what? I just had a thought…” Carvelli said. 
 
    “That’s the second one this month,” Connie said. “You’re outdoing yourself.” 
 
    “I know. Now I can take next month off. Anyway, Domina Sapphire. She has a PhD in psychology. Who better to call as an expert?” 
 
    “God, yes, she can testify about how men get into this and fall in love with their…” Marc said, then paused. 
 
    “Therapist,” Maddy interjected. 
 
    “Right, therapist,” Marc said. “In fact, I may need a little therapy tonight.” 
 
    “Use your own money to pay for it this time,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Don’t write that down, Kellie,” Marc said. “That’s a great idea about the whips and handcuffs lady.” 
 
    “We should make an appointment to go see her,” Maddy said. 
 
    “And take Barry with you,” Connie added. 
 
    Marc said to Maddy, “Would you do that, please? Check my schedule and set up a time, maybe next week.” 
 
    “Sure,” Maddy replied. “Should I check with Barry?” 
 
    Marc laughed then said, “It’s okay with me. Ask him.” 
 
    Marc had listed the eleven remaining client names on the whiteboard with a blue marker. These were the ones who had regular appointments with Diana. 
 
    “For my witness list, I’ll put them all on it,” Marc said. “Except Jonah.” 
 
    “How are you gonna list them, close personal friends of the deceased?” Connie asked. 
 
    “That’s not bad, I like it,” Marc said. 
 
    “If Domina Sapphire gets on the stand and says it’s not unusual for guys addicted to this fetish to become aggressively attached, we’ll point the finger at all of them,” Marc said. 
 
    “Hold it,” Maddy said. “I still have four or five to interview. They’re dodging me.” 
 
    “Then tell them what you told Walter the Weenie, Metcalf’s Chief of Staff,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Which is?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Meet me now or read about it in tomorrow’s paper,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Philo would like it,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes after the conference broke up, Marc asked Kellie to come into his office. 
 
    “Have a seat,” Marc said. “You look like you just swallowed a chicken bone. Relax, this is something good. Besides, if you did something bad, we make Connie tell you that.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “I talked to Connie and she agreed to let me borrow you for my trial. You’ll still have other work to do but your primary job will be my stuff for this client,” Marc said.  
 
    “That’s fine, good. I’ve been doing most of it anyway. You give it to Jeff; he gives it to me.” 
 
    Marc smiled and said, “Habit. Also, if you’d like, I’ll let you come to the trial with me. You can sit at the table and assist. What do you think?” 
 
    Before Marc could finish, Kellie was sitting up straight, her mouth open and eyes almost bulging out. 
 
    “Of course! Yes! My God, yes.” 
 
    “It’ll be a good experience. We’ll keep your normal schedule for school, but sitting second chair in trial…” 
 
    “I want to have your baby,” Kellie said. 
 
    Marc laughed and said, “Talk to Maddy. I’m not sure she’d approve. Let us know if you’re getting overwhelmed.” 
 
    “Seriously, thank you. This will be great. I can’t wait to go to school and tell everyone. They’ll be so jealous.” 
 
    “It will be like you’re gonna go to the prom with the cutest boy in school,” Marc said.  
 
    “Better than that. I did go to the prom with the cutest boy in school. He’s an alcoholic bum with two divorces,” she laughed. 
 
    “Ah, cute and most likely to succeed. Please tell me you’re not one of the divorces.” 
 
    “I’m not. A different cute boy who won’t grow up.” 
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    The office phone on Hope Slade’s desk buzzed. It was the receptionist calling for her. 
 
    “There’s a Detective Sterling on line three for you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Peg,” Hope replied. 
 
    Hope put a finger on the blinking light. Before answering the call, she looked at the two women sitting at her table. 
 
    “It’s her,” Hope said. She pressed the button and said, “Hope Slade.” 
 
    “It’s Detective Sterling,” Marcie said. “Sorry, but we’re running a little late. We’ll be there in ten to fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “No problem, Detective,” Hope said giving her friends a thumbs up. “I was afraid you were canceling. They’re both here.” 
 
    “No, we’re on the way. Sorry.” 
 
    “We’ll be here,” Hope said. 
 
    After hanging up the phone, Hope said to her friends, “They’re on the way. Ten, fifteen minutes.” 
 
    The two women were Felicia Gilbert and Robyn Saunders. 
 
    “I wish I could remember exactly what I said to them when I was interviewed the first time,” Felicia said. 
 
    “You’re sure though, that you didn’t say you had a brief affair with him, right?” Hope asked. 
 
    “That, I am sure of,” Felicia said. “I had no reason to.” 
 
    “Then don’t worry about it,” Robyn said. “I remember telling them I knew Parker and he had told me a divorce would cost him a lot of money. Now, I’ll just admit it was pillow talk.” 
 
      
 
    “We’re not proud of ourselves,” Robyn said. “We’re both good friends of Diana and well, divorced and, you know, it was a brief fling.” 
 
    “We’re not here to judge anyone,” Marcie replied speaking for both herself and her partner, Byron Watkins. 
 
    Marcie held up three credit card receipts from a Roseville motel and said to Robyn, “And these receipts are it? These are the three times you hooked up with Parker Crane?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. I couldn’t afford to keep paying for the motel room for the cheap jerk. Plus, I got tired of his bitching, whining and complaining about Diana,” Robyn said. 
 
    “What a slut she was and what a divorce would cost him,” Felicia put in. 
 
    “What a slut she was while he was sleeping with you,” Marcie said. She was holding three more credit card receipts and asked Felicia, “And these receipts are the three times you hooked up with him in a motel?” 
 
    “Yep and listened to him complain about Diana and the cost of a divorce,” Felicia said. 
 
    “I have to ask the obvious,” Marcie said, “Why didn’t you come forward before this?” 
 
    The two women solemnly looked at each then Robyn replied, “We were embarrassed.” 
 
    “Screwing the husband of a good friend is, well, pretty sleazy,” Felicia added. 
 
    “You two knew about each other and Parker?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “After,” Felicia quickly added. 
 
    “We didn’t know, I mean it was about the same time and…” Robyn said. 
 
    “We didn’t know at the time,” Felicia affirmed. 
 
    “Then there’s the court thing,” Robyn said. “Neither one of us wants to talk about this in court. We talked to Hope and she convinced us to come forward.” 
 
    “Will they have to testify?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Probably. If it goes to trial, yes. And it appears to be going to trial. I’m going to keep these receipts to preserve them as evidence,” Marcie said. She placed the six receipts in two plastic bags, one for Robyn’s and one for Felicia’s. Marcie marked the bags and sealed them. 
 
    “Did you get everything?” Marcie asked Byron. He had sat quietly taking notes while Marcie conducted the interview. 
 
    “I’m good,” he replied. 
 
    “Anything else you want to add? Did Parker ever get specific about killing Diana?” 
 
    “No, he never said anything to me about killing her. Just how much a divorce would cost,” Robyn said. 
 
    “Me either,” Felicia added. “He did get angry once about not having a pre-nup but nothing about killing her.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll type this up and have you look it over and sign it. I’m sure the county attorney will be in touch,” Marcie said. She handed out her business card and told them to call anytime if they thought of something else. 
 
      
 
    While being seated behind her desk, Hope watched as Marcie and Byron walked to their car. By now both Robyn and Felicia were standing in front of Hope’s desk also watching the detectives. They could see that the two cops were talking as they walked away. 
 
    “What do you think? Did they buy it?” Robyn asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Felicia replied. “From what I hear, cops tend to be skeptical about everything and suspicious of everyone.” 
 
    “Probably true,” Hope said. “But I’m not sure it matters. They’ll take it to the prosecutors and let them decide. We’ll probably hear from them. They will want to talk to both of you separately. When they do, review your notes to keep the dates straight of when you were with Parker. Keep your story simple. Don’t embellish. Just keep it to Parker bitching about how much a divorce would cost.” 
 
    “We will,” Robyn said. 
 
    “I could use a drink after that,” Felicia said. 
 
    “Let’s grab lunch. I have a showing, then an appointment.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” Byron asked Marcie when they went through the exit door. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she replied. “It seems a little convenient.” 
 
    “And their stories a little rehearsed,” Byron said. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” Marcie said, “We’re gonna check these motels and see if it’s true. See if they have any security film.” 
 
    “You sure you want to?” Byron asked. 
 
    “If they’re lying, Kadella will check and if he finds out, it could crash the entire case. Oh, yeah, Steve Gondeck is gonna insist.” 
 
    “When do you want to do it?” 
 
    “Right now is as good a time as any,” Marcie said while opening the passenger’s door of their car. 
 
      
 
    The credit card receipts for the trysts Robyn and Felicia claimed they each had with Parker were from only three motels. The first two the detectives went to, shot them down. They only kept the videos for two months. Not nearly long enough. The third one, a Marriott in St. Louis Park, a first-tier suburb west of Minneapolis, had the video stored in their computer. It took over an hour, but they did find a film of Robyn and a man entering a room together. Unfortunately, the only one whose face was visible was Robyn’s. 
 
    “I don’t know. What do you think?” Marcie asked Byron. 
 
    They were in the security office of the Marriott reviewing security tapes. 
 
    “About the same size and build. Too bad he isn’t bald with a tattoo on his scalp,” Byron said. 
 
    “Yeah, that would help if Parker Crane had the same one,” Marcie laughed. 
 
    “He looks to be about the same height and size, but then there’s nothing distinguishing about that. Parker’s a little taller than average…” 
 
    “Maybe an inch or so,” Marcie said. 
 
    “It would be helpful if it wasn’t November when this happened, and the guy wasn’t wearing an overcoat.” 
 
    “But it also doesn’t eliminate Parker either,” Marcie said. 
 
    There was a security officer with them, and Marcie asked her if they could get copies of the scene they were watching. It took the woman less than two minutes to download what they wanted onto a disk. 
 
    “You want any prints?” she asked Marcie. 
 
    “Yeah, get us a print of…” Marcie said while forwarding the video to the spot she wanted, “…right here. Where her face is most clear.” 
 
      
 
    When they reached their car Marcie said, “We’ll give it to Jennifer Moore, tell them what the two women said, and they can decide what to do.” 
 
      
 
    Two days later Dan Sorenson and Sherry Bowen were in Sherry’s Camry parked at the Thunderbird Motel in Bloomington. They were on the Cassidy Rogers’s daytime shift and had followed her here. While they watched, Cassidy went into the motel office and came out a few minutes later. She got back in her car and drove to room 127, parked in front of it and went inside. When she did this, Sherry drove to it and found a good spot with a view. Dan, in the passenger seat, was busy taking still pictures of this. 
 
    The Thunderbird was one of the original 494 Strip motels. Built back in the fifties, it was located near the old ballpark, Metropolitan Stadium. It was also considered a quality place. Now, with its proximity to the airport (you can see it from their rooftop) and the Mall of America, the motel is still considered a nice place. Certainly not a rent-by-the-hour No Tell Motel. 
 
    “Why is she renting a room in the middle of the day?” Sorenson quietly asked while looking through his camera lens. 
 
    “Gee, Dan. I don’t know. Why do people rent motel rooms in the afternoon? Maybe she needs to take a nap,” Sherry sarcastically said. 
 
    “What have we here?” Sorenson said still watching through the camera. 
 
    A late model black Cadillac XTS parked next to Cassidy’s car and another car parked next to the Cadillac. It was a type of car Sorenson did not recognize. 
 
    A man got out of the Cadillac and a blonde woman from the second car. The man waited in front of room 127 for the woman. They hugged, then the man knocked on the door to 127. A moment later, Cassidy, wearing only a lacy black bra and panties, opened the door and all three went inside. While this was going on, Sorenson was snapping at least twenty shots of the trio. 
 
    “Oh, isn’t this interesting?” Sorenson said. He was scrolling through the photos. The one he was looking at through the camera’s viewer was an enlarged face shot of the man. 
 
    “What?” Sherry asked. She leaned over to see what Sorenson was looking at. 
 
    “You know who that is?” Sorenson asked. 
 
    “I sure do,” Sherry answered. “He’s gonna take on two of those women. I don’t think so,” Sherry said while looking at the man. 
 
    Sorenson scrolled the photo to the left to look at the blonde woman. He showed her to Sherry and asked, “You know her?” 
 
    “No, uh-uh,” Sherry said. “I thought Cassidy was a hottie. This one…” 
 
    “She looks like Kim Novak,” Sorenson said. 
 
    Sherry gave Sorenson a quizzical look and said, “Kim Novak. Dating yourself a bit aren’t you Dan? 
 
    “Sorry, I got a little thing for a young Kim Novak.” 
 
    “She was a beautiful woman,” Sherry conceded. 
 
      
 
    The two of them stayed on station waiting for the apparent ménage à trois to finish. Less than an hour later the man exited the room, looked around, then hurried to his car. A few minutes later the blonde woman left followed closely by Cassidy. 
 
    As the blonde drove off to the west, Sherry followed Cassidy toward the Mall of America. Fortunately, much to Sorenson’s relief, Cassidy did not go into the shopping center. Instead, they followed her back to her office. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Dan Sorenson finished taking a picture of Burt, Hope and Cassidy, he immediately called Tony Carvelli. After telling Carvelli what he had, Sorenson emailed the photos to him. Carvelli called Marc who talked Carvelli through the process of emailing the photos to him. 
 
    Marc was leaving the Hennepin County Government Center where he was making a court appearance on another matter. When he reached the second-floor atrium, he found an empty bench. After scrolling through the photos, he called Carvelli back. 
 
    “What the hell do we have here?” Marc asked. “The blonde is Hope Slade…” 
 
    “You know her?” Carvelli interrupted. 
 
    “Yeah. She’s a good friend of Diana Crane. Is this what it looks like? Cassidy in lingerie opening a motel room door for Burt Chayson and Hope? What are they up to?” 
 
    “I don’t think they’re at the Thunderbird midday to play chess,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I got that part of it, smartass. But these two women, with Burt Chayson? I think I’m gonna be sick. A three way?” 
 
    “I know, I’m mopping my sweaty forehead with a beach towel,” Carvelli said. “My hands are shaking so bad I had to set the phone down.” 
 
    “Get a grip. Can you come to the office? We need to brainstorm this. What is this?” 
 
    “See you in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Marc’s next call was to Maddy who was trying to track down a client of Diana’s. 
 
      
 
    When Maddy arrived, the others were already in the conference room waiting for her. The only one missing was Barry. Marc had Jeff Modell make good quality prints from a copy machine. He was in the process of passing them around. Kellie was looking them over when Maddy sat down next to her. 
 
    “The lingerie that one girl is wearing is really sexy,” Kellie said. 
 
    “Let me see,” Maddie said. 
 
    Kellie showed her the photo of just Cassidy at the motel room door. 
 
    “That’s Cassidy Rogers!” 
 
    “Show her the next one,” Marc said. 
 
    “That’s Hope Slade,” Maddy said when she saw the photo. 
 
    “Take them,” Kellie said handing all of the photos to Maddy. 
 
    “Who’s that man she’s with? He looks familiar,” Maddy said. She looked at the next one. It was a shot of Burt and Hope standing at the door and Cassidy inside the room in her underwear. 
 
    “Did they go inside?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” Carvelli said. “And Burt was the first one out after forty-five minutes. There are more pictures.” 
 
    The others went silent while Maddy looked through the stack of prints. When she finished, she asked Kellie if she wanted them back. Kellie declined. 
 
    “Hope told me she’s a happily married woman. Two kids and a nice guy for a husband. Is this what I think it is?” 
 
    “We didn’t get a look inside the room but…” Carvelli said. 
 
    “You know what’s worse? I’ll bet there’s money being paid…” Maddy said. 
 
    “…and they’re not paying him,” Connie said finishing the thought. 
 
    “Wouldn’t be the first time,” Marc said. “Bored, suburban women take up an avocation, even a very risky one.” 
 
    “Adds to the excitement,” Connie said. Then quickly added, “Or so I’m told.” 
 
    “Okay,” Maddy said. “So what? What does this mean for your case?” 
 
    “Maybe nothing,” Marc said. “That’s why I wanted to get together about this.” 
 
    “If your theory is that Diana was leading a secret life as a dominatrix, and was blackmailing some of these men, was she blackmailing these two women also?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Could be,” Marc said. 
 
    “What about some of these other women? The friends of Diana? Were they up to this, also?” Connie asked. 
 
    Marc looked at Carvelli and asked, “Did your guys get any inkling that…” 
 
    “No, not a bit. If they had, we would’ve known about it.” 
 
    “The more potential other dudes who might have done it, the better for us,” Maddy said. “What do you want to do?” 
 
    Marc, having already thought about this question, said, “I see a couple ways we could play it. Send you after Hope to squeeze her for information now or, wait and spring it on her while she’s on the witness stand.” 
 
    “That’s kind of sleazy,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Hey, I didn’t put her up to this,” Marc said. 
 
    “What if this isn’t what it looks like?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “What else could it be?” Marc asked. “Why else would two beautiful women, one wearing sexy lingerie, go into a motel room with Burt Chayson?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Maddy replied. “But it is possible it is perfectly innocent. If you put her on a witness stand and spring those photos on her, Hope’s life is finished no matter what she says.” 
 
    “Maddy has a good point,” Connie said. 
 
    “She does,” Marc agreed. 
 
    Marc sat silently looking at Maddy for several seconds then said, “I take it you want to be fair and go ask her about it.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” Maddy replied. “You want to use it as a surprise at trial.” 
 
    “It could win the case for us. There seems to be quite a few people who would benefit from Diana’s death by keeping her quiet. My job is not to concern myself with the fallout. My job is to create reasonable doubt and get my client acquitted.” 
 
    “Even if it destroys an innocent woman’s life?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Connie answered. 
 
    Marc looked at Kellie and said, “You’re getting a good look under the hood of what lawyers do. You sure you want to continue?” 
 
    “More than ever,” Kellie said. “Your client is the innocent one here and is so right up until a jury says otherwise.” 
 
    “Good point,” Maddy said putting the photos in Kellie’s hand. 
 
    “I tell you what. Hope is on our witness list and Gondeck’s. We don’t have to decide anything right this minute. Let’s think about it and if you want to dig into it some more,” Marc said looking at Maddy, “go ahead. In fact, check out some of these other women. Get Tony’s guys to do some afternoon surveillance. See what they’re up to.” 
 
    “Okay,” Maddy said. “We have to go see Domina Sapphire this afternoon.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t miss it,” Marc said. “Do you have class today?” 
 
    “Not until six,” Kellie replied. 
 
    “Want to come with?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Really? Sure!” Kellie said. 
 
    “If Barry gets back, we’re taking him too. You can take notes, okay?” Marc said. 
 
    “No problem. How can I not be curious since I’ve never, you know, been in one of these places,” Kellie said. 
 
    “That’s what Marc tried to claim, too. Then we found out he had an open account with them,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Therapy. It’s therapy,” Marc protested. 
 
      
 
    There was a different “receptionist” at the desk in the entrance to the Esclavage Club. This one was a black man who looked familiar to Marc and Barry. It was Kellie who recognized him. His name was Diondre Turner, and he was a former backup defensive lineman for the Vikings. While waiting for their escort, they chatted with the man a bit and he turned out to be very nice and well spoken. 
 
    The door opened and Mistress Elvira was there. 
 
    “Hey, it’s Mistress Elvira,” Barry said. “How are you?” 
 
    “Hello again, Barry,” she replied. “Ready for a session?” 
 
    “No, sorry. Business, but could I get you to take Kellie on a tour?” 
 
    Kellie quickly said, “Seriously? Would you?” 
 
    “Looking for a part time gig?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Oops. Do you mind if I take a look around?” Kellie asked. 
 
    “No, go ahead. Take Barry. See if Mistress Elvira will use him for a demonstration,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Please, Barry?” Kellie asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
      
 
    “Hello, again,” Patricia Raines the club owner said. “Please have a seat.” 
 
    Marc said, “There’ll be a couple of others along after the tour.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, our sessions are private, so the tour does not include attending one,” Raines said. 
 
    “Hello, Madeline,” Raines said. She looked at the fading bruise on Maddy’s forehead then asked, “That was you on TV, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Afraid so,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Are you okay? Just between us, I’ll shed no tears for Ahmad Dualeh. That’s one customer I was happy to see Diana take with her. An arrogant ass, even here.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine and I’m not shedding tears for him either,” Maddy said. 
 
    “As long as you’re alright. I must say, you have a pretty good kick. You dropped that guy like he’d been shot.” 
 
    “I’ve had some training,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Now,” Raines said looking at Marc, “you said you wanted to possibly use me as an expert witness. Tell me what you’re thinking about.” 
 
    “Have you ever testified at a trial?” Marc asked. 
 
    “No, I haven’t.” 
 
    “Okay then, let me be very clear about something. I am not, repeat, not trying to put words in your mouth. If you do this, I would want you to give the jury your honest opinion, as both a psychologist and a, I’m not sure what to call this.” 
 
    “How about a sexual therapist in the bondage and discipline area,” Raines said. “I’m not embarrassed or ashamed of what I do. If people are, then that’s their problem. What do you want me to testify about?” 
 
    “Let me ask you this, as a psychologist,” Marc said. 
 
    There was a knock on the door and Kellie and Barry came in. 
 
    “Barry was getting a little excited, so we cut the tour short,” Kellie said. 
 
    “Be still my heart,” Barry replied. 
 
    The two of them found chairs and set them next to Marc and Maddy. 
 
    “Where were we?” Marc asked. 
 
    “You were asking me as a psychologist…” 
 
    “Oh right. In your professional opinion, do you believe, a, what do you call the people who use your services?” 
 
    “Client?” Raines answered. 
 
    “Okay. Do you believe that a client could become so attached…”? 
 
    “Yes,” Raines said which brought laughter from all of them including Marc. 
 
    “Patricia, let me finish. That’s the first rule of testifying. Don’t anticipate the question.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you believe a client could become so attached to a dominatrix, fall in love with her, to the point where, if she was going to quit the business, he could murder her?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Raines said. “In fact, there have been at least three occurrences of this over the past few years. And it’s not unusual for men to fall for prostitutes also. Stalk them, harass, assault and even murder them because of it.” 
 
    “Perfect!” Marc exclaimed. “Now are you interested?” 
 
    “Sure, why not? It should be interesting,” Raines said. 
 
    “Fees. Average fees for trial testimony are around three hundred to five hundred dollars per hour. I’m not sure how much time I’ll need from you. How about, I write up an agreement for a nonrefundable, minimum of twenty-five hundred at three hundred per hour. If we use that up, you can bill at the three hundred dollars per hour rate. I doubt you’ll use up the full twenty-five hundred.” 
 
    “Sounds reasonable. When?” Raines said. 
 
    “Not sure,” Marc said. “At this point I’ll put you on my witness list then play it by ear. I’ll need maybe a couple of hours beforehand to prepare your testimony.” 
 
    “Good, okay. Give me a call. Do I need a subpoena?” 
 
    “Not if you’re volunteering, subpoenas are used to force someone to show up. I’ll get you one, if you want,” Marc replied. 
 
    Raines smiled and told him that would not be necessary. “Happy to do it.” 
 
      
 
    Once outside, on their way to Marc’s car, Maddy poked Marc in the ribs and said, “She really likes you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She does,” Kellie joined in. 
 
    “Stop it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Look at that, he’s blushing. We embarrassed him,” Maddy said and laughed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THIRTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Burt Chayson was extremely displeased. The day before, Friday, April fourth, late in the day, Tony Carvelli had walked into Shirley’s and sat down with him. Carvelli ordered coffee and the two of them had an amiable chat about various things. Included was the trial of Parker Crane. A trial that was, once again, starting to receive significant media interest. 
 
      
 
    The Twin Cities are not necessarily the same as most large metro areas. A jealous husband stalking and butchering his wife at her boyfriend’s apartment is not an everyday occurrence. Sure, there was enough of the gang banger, drug dealer shootings. Like most cities, unless a child was hit in the crossfire, those did not generate much interest. The Diana Crane murder was another matter. 
 
    An extremely photogenic, ex-Vikings cheerleader got the public’s juices flowing. Throw in reporters like Philo Anson to keep it in the Star Tribune generating almost small-town type of interest and gossip. Of course, the public’s opinion was running about 80% guilty. Maybe higher. 
 
      
 
    What displeased Burt Chayson on the first Saturday of April was the paper lying on the table. He was back at his “office”, a back booth at Shirley’s, waiting for a call from his lawyer. 
 
    The waitress refilled his cup then walked off without a thank you. Burt reached in the inside pocket of his black wool overcoat and retrieved a solid silver flask, a gift from a U.S. Senator. Because he was pouring a brandy supplement into his coffee, he did not notice the arrival of two unwanted guests. 
 
    “A little early, even for you, isn’t it Mr. Chayson?” Marcie Sterling asked. Byron Watkins sat down across from Burt then Marcie joined him. 
 
    “Please, Detective Sterling, have a seat. Sorry,” he continued looking at Byron, “I don’t believe we’ve met.” 
 
    “Detective Byron Watkins,” Byron replied. 
 
    Burt held out his right hand to Byron who took it as Burt said, “Burt Chayson. My pleasure. I’ve always been a big supporter of the MPD.” 
 
    “Why are you on Marc Kadella’s witness list for the trial of Parker Crane?” Marcie asked. 
 
    Instead of a verbal answer, Burt slid the document on the table over to Marcie. She picked it up, unfolded it and read it. 
 
    “I hope you’re not planning on a vacation any time soon,”
Marcie said smiling at Burt. She handed the document to Byron and said, “Subpoena.” 
 
    “Marcie, I don’t have the slightest idea why I am on the defendant’s witness list or why I was served a subpoena. Even if I did know, I would not discuss it with you until I talk to my attorney. I have a call into him now.” 
 
    “Kadella listed you as a friend of the victim, Diana Parker,” Marcie said. 
 
    While she said this, Marcie was closely watching him. She noticed he blinked twice and swallowed. 
 
    “Care to comment?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Sorry, no,” Burt replied. 
 
    His phone rang and he checked the caller ID. Burt then looked at Marcie and said, “You’ll have to excuse me. I need to take this call.” 
 
    Burt then brusquely told the caller to hold on while the two police officers left. 
 
    “What?” Burt said into the phone. 
 
    “I got a damn subpoena! One of those investigators for that lawyer representing Diana’s husband served me at home this morning. Arlene wants to know what the hell is going on,” Walter Franze almost hysterically said. 
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
    “My office. What is this?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I think this lawyer is fishing. I don’t think he knows anything.” 
 
    “They know I was a client of hers. What the hell…” 
 
    “That’s good. We’ll claim patient privilege and get the subpoenas quashed. Calm down. I’ll take care of it.” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Kadella, thank you for coming in on such a short notice,” Judge Wilson said. 
 
    Marc had been escorted into Wilson’s chambers by her clerk. As he sat down in a chair in front of her desk he said, “Good morning, your Honor.” 
 
    “You know Mr. Gondeck I assume,” she said about the man sitting to Marc’s right. 
 
    Marc leaned over and stared at him with a puzzled expression for several seconds before saying, “Looks familiar,” Marc said of the man he had known for years. 
 
    “You’re hysterical. I can hardly contain myself,” Gondeck said. 
 
    Steve Gondeck was the head of felony litigation for the Hennepin County Attorney’s office. Pushing fifty, he was several years older than Marc and a career prosecutor and an excellent one. A stocky man of average height, he looked more like a high school wrestling coach, which he was, before going to law school. Married and fully devoted to his wife and three children, he still carried a mild crush on Maddy Rivers. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, I have some questions about your witness list. Would you care to explain why such prominent people as Governor Metcalf’s chief-of-staff are on your witness?” 
 
    “No, your Honor, I would not,” Marc said. 
 
    Startled, Wilson, sat up straight and asked, “Excuse me?”  
 
    “I mean no disrespect to the court, your Honor. But I would not care to explain it. I do not care to spell out my theory of the case anymore than I already have,” Marc said. 
 
    “Some other dude did it,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “So, you have been paying attention,” Marc said to him. 
 
    “That’s enough. Mr. Kadella, I warned you about turning this trial into a spectacle. Do you really believe Walter Franze murdered Diana Crane?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Marc said. “But I don’t have to prove who really murdered Diana Crane. That’s his job,” Marc continued referring to the prosecutor. 
 
    There was a pause of several seconds then Judge Wilson said, “I hope your bank account is in good shape. Because if you’re jerking me around, I’m gonna make you pay for it.” 
 
    “Your honor, do I or do I not have the right, no, that’s not correct,” Marc said. “Do I not have the obligation to present reasonable alternate theories about the crime and who committed it?” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” Wilson conceded. “And they better be reasonable.” 
 
      
 
    “How’s Maddy, she okay?” Gondeck asked as they walked together to the elevators. 
 
    “She’s fine. The lump on her forehead is gone. That was all she got out of it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Is she feeling okay? Sleeping okay? No trauma side effects?” 
 
    “No, she seems okay. I’m not sure I’d handle it that well,” Marc said. 
 
    “Me neither,” Gondeck agreed. “That was something about Dualeh and his pals, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Ah, so, that’s what you’re fishing for. Maddy didn’t do it.” 
 
    “No one, least of all me, thinks Maddy hung around the back of a strip club and popped those three guys.” 
 
    Marc’s down elevator came. He entered the car, held the door open and said to Gondeck, “Besides, there were four of them. She would’ve waited until she could get all four at once.” 
 
    “That’s a good point,” Gondeck laughed as the elevator doors closed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY 
 
      
 
      
 
    Both the prosecution and defense had received a list of venireman––potential jurors for this trial––a couple of weeks ago. There were one hundred names on the list. They also received copies of the questionnaire filled out by each of them. Background information. 
 
    Marc went through the list with help from Kellie, Maddie and Connie. He was trying to place each of them in one of three categories. People on Marc’s A list were those he definitely wanted on the jury. The B list people were maybes and C listers were definitely no. 
 
    For those on the B list, the maybes, he would give each a number grade one through five. A five was close to the A list. The ones were barely above definitely not. 
 
    Jeff Modell was also a big help. He took the list and did a thorough internet search of each prospective juror looking for anything that might help. Selecting a jury, despite what some jury selection companies would tell you, is more art than science. Every lawyer who has done enough jury trials has been surprised by a decision. 
 
    As a man, Marc was having a difficult time with this. Exactly whom did he want on the jury? Well-to-do, successful, upper-middle class men whose wives had cheated on them? Unfortunately, there appeared to be only three or four who might be in that socioeconomic category. Good luck asking them if their wives had ever committed adultery. Judge Wilson had already made it clear the deceased was not to be tried for adultery. 
 
    It was Maddy, and especially Connie who helped him. They adamantly insisted older, married women were best. They were the ones who would look askance––Connie actually used that word––on a cheating wife who was also a B & D dominatrix. Despite Judge Wilson’s admonition, Diana’s adultery and avocation were going to come in. 
 
    They also decided that older men of long-term marriages would also be a fair selection. Of course, Parker’s marital fidelity was anything but stellar. 
 
    Marc had the last word. “I’m not sure it matters. They’re either gonna believe we have created sufficient reasonable doubt, or they won’t. If they don’t, it will likely be because of the brutal nature of the crime and a desire to hold someone specifically to blame. We’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost 9:30, Monday, April 12, the day Judge Wilson decreed the trial would begin. Wilson, along with the three lawyers, Marc, Jennifer Moore and Steve Gondeck were seated in Wilson’s chambers. Also with them was Marc’s clerk, Kellie Johnson. 
 
    Marc had asked Wilson for permission to have Kellie sit in. Wilson thought it was a splendid idea. The prosecution had no objection and Kellie was the envy of her law school class. It was made clear to her that in chambers discussion were strictly confidential. 
 
    They had gone over a few minor procedural matters and how jury selection would be conducted. In Minnesota, for a first-degree murder trial, the prospective jurors must be questioned individually outside of the hearing of each other. Of course, they all knew this, but Wilson went over the procedures anyway. When she finished, Wilson asked if there was anything else. 
 
    “Well, your honor,” Marc said, “because of the publicity surrounding this trial, I’m not sure a hundred veniremen are going to be enough.” 
 
    Wilson took off her cheaters, leaned forward, elbows on the desk, and sternly said, “Yes, it will be enough.” She turned to Gondeck and Moore and said, “Am I clear on that?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” they both said. 
 
    “Marc,” Wilson leaned back and quietly said, “we all know we could put that list of names up on a wall, have a monkey throw darts at them until we get twelve and do just as well.” 
 
    Marc quickly said, “I’m game, let’s give it a try.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Gondeck said. 
 
    Wilson looked at Kellie and asked, “Are you becoming cynical yet?” 
 
    “No, your Honor. In fact, I find it fascinating.” 
 
    “Well, you’re about to get more education in the next few weeks than you will in law school.” 
 
    “I’m happy to be here,” Kellie said. 
 
      
 
    For this first day of the trial, the gallery was full. Unlike most states, Minnesota has maintained its common sense and does not normally allow cameras or recording equipment in the courtroom. The TV news people were stuck with the old-fashioned way of note taking and artist sketches. 
 
    When facing the judge’s bench from the rear of the courtroom, you would see the judge’s chair in the middle. Her clerk was to her right and the witness box to her left. The jury box was along the right-hand wall to Judge Wilson’s left, close to the witness. Marc, having arrived early enough, had obtained the table on the right closer to the jury. Gondeck and Jennifer were to Marc’s left. 
 
    Marc and Kellie took their chairs at the defense table. Also seated with them was Jeff Modell, the office paralegal. Jeff was a whiz on the computer and between him and Kellie, they would have legal research available and exhibits on the TVs in the courthouse when required. 
 
    Marc turned to his left and smiled at Jennifer who nodded her head slightly. He also noticed the people in the front row behind the prosecutor’s table. The entire row was taken up by a group of nice-looking, well-dressed people. A woman seated in the middle was obviously Diana Crane’s mother. The resemblance was quite clear. Given Diana’s age, 38, her mother must have been sixty, or close to it. She was still a very attractive woman who had obviously taken good care of herself over the years.  
 
    While he looked at her, the image of this woman wearing one of Diana’s black leather dominatrix outfits popped into his head. Marc continued looking at her with this image in his head until she glanced over at him. Embarrassed, Marc quickly looked away. 
 
    A moment later, one of the courtroom deputies moved in between the two attorney tables. Parker Crane was brought in, dressed in a suit and tie. He was led to Marc’s table and sat between Marc and Kellie. Jeff was on the end. The deputy standing between the tables was there to keep a lid on any outburst by Diana’s obviously distraught family members brought on by seeing the man accused of her murder. 
 
      
 
    The first panelist brought in by a deputy was a matronly looking woman who appeared to be in her late forties, which she was. Like most people her age, a bit overweight, barely five feet tall with cheaters hanging around her neck. Also, likely in anticipation of jury duty, her hair had been recently dyed dark brown. 
 
    She nervously stood before Wilson’s clerk who swore her in. Clutching her purse like a lifeline, the deputy directed her to take the chair in the witness box next to the judge. 
 
    The order of questioning each prospective juror is the judge first, then the defense and finally the prosecution. The woman’s name was Claire Drew. When she gave her name, Kellie efficiently found the information sheet they had on her and handed it to Marc. 
 
    Judge Wilson, to calm her down and alleviate her nervousness, tossed her a couple of softball questions. Then the judge went through a short list of questions she had prepared. These were primarily to search for any possible bias, especially concerning the media coverage of this case. Of course, like most people, Mrs. Drew claimed she did not watch the news or read newspapers. She had vaguely heard something about the case but knew very little about it. It always amazed Marc how many veniremen don’t watch the news, read newspapers and know very little about anything. Unfortunately, for far too many complacent Americans, it’s probably true. 
 
    Judge Wilson finished after a few minutes and passed the questioning to Marc. He had found her name on his list and had her as a B candidate with a score of five. A B5 would be acceptable. 
 
    Marc stood up, smiled at the woman and while standing at the table, introduced himself. “Good morning, Mrs. Drew and thank you for answering the call to help us here today,” he said. 
 
    “I didn’t know I had a choice,” she quickly replied which elicited laughter from the crowded gallery. 
 
    Marc smiled and said, “Well, we won’t get into that today.”  
 
    “My name is Marc Kadella, and I am the lawyer representing the accused.” Marc looked down at Parker and asked him to stand. 
 
    “This is the accused, and his name is Parker Crane.” Marc had told Parker this would happen. He was to look the jurors in the eye, smile a bit but don’t grin like an idiot and just nod a simple greeting. In his suit and tie, Parker made a fine first impression. Both Marc and Parker returned to their seats. 
 
    “You seem a little nervous today and that’s certainly understandable. Big crowd today,” Marc said looking over his shoulder at the gallery. “A lot of bored people with not enough to do.” 
 
    This brought a smile from Mrs. Drew who seemed to be relaxing. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll see it isn’t nearly as painful as you might have expected. You’ll get through it just fine. 
 
    “Picking a jury is more art than science. I’ll ask you some questions then either Mr. Gondeck or Ms. Moore will ask you a lot of the same questions. 
 
    “From the questionnaire you filled out, I see you’re forty-eight years old,” Marc read then looked up at her and said with a mischievous look. “You didn’t fudge that at all, did you?” 
 
    “No,” she almost yelled. 
 
    “It’s okay if you did. I don’t mind. I’m not sure about Mr. Gondeck but….” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella,” he heard Wilson say, “move it along.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. Okay, you’re forty-eight, married and you have three children. All boys. I’ll bet they were a handful.” 
 
    “At times,” she agreed. 
 
    “Your husband’s name is Harold, and he works for Xcel Energy. What does he do?” 
 
    “He’s a lineman,” she answered. 
 
    “Dangerous job,” Marc said. 
 
    “Actually, it’s not if you know what you’re doing,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, dangerous job for me,” Marc said. “Is this your first and only marriage?” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she proudly replied. 
 
    “How old were you when you got married?” 
 
    “Twenty-four.” 
 
    “Ever cheat on your husband?” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella!” Wilson almost howled as Gondeck started to stand. 
 
    “Of course not!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “There will be no more of that,” Wilson harshly said. 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor,” Marc disingenuously said. 
 
    “I apologize,” Marc said to Mrs. Drew. “I really didn’t think you had. Just a couple more questions. 
 
    “You told the judge you had, I believe you used the word ‘vaguely’ to describe what little you had heard about this case, is that a correct characterization?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered only a little less friendly this time. 
 
    “Good. That’s important. You understand that if you are selected to be on the jury, you will be sworn in and take an oath that you will make your decision based only on what is presented during the trial. You understand that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered. 
 
    “Good, that’s very good. And as an example, if the accused, and I use the word accused because that’s all he is, if the accused chooses not to testify, then you cannot consider that because there was nothing presented during the trial from him. Of course, you understand that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. In fact, that makes a lot of sense,” she answered warming to Marc again. 
 
    “You own a TV I assume, and you have probably heard the term innocent until proven guilty, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, sure, many times,” she answered.  
 
    “Tell me, briefly, what do you think that means?” 
 
    “Well, um, I believe it means the jury is to assume that he is innocent. And just because he has been accused, we should not, um, I believe, not believe that means anything.” 
 
    “That’s very good. I’m sure you have also heard the phrase the burden of proof is on the prosecution. Do you understand the prosecution––Marc pointed at the prosecution’s table––has to present sufficient evidence to convince you beyond a reasonable doubt that the accused is guilty. That the accused does not have to prove he is innocent?” 
 
    “Yes, I have heard that many times, also.” 
 
    “And if they do not present sufficient evidence to convince you beyond a reasonable doubt you, by law, must find him not guilty?” 
 
    “Yes, I believe I understand that, too.” 
 
    Marc smiled at her and nicely said, “Okay. I’m finished and I’ll pass you over to the prosecution. Thank you for your candor.” 
 
    Marc looked at Wilson and said, “This juror is acceptable to the defense, your Honor.” 
 
    Jennifer Moore took the questioning for the prosecution. While she introduced herself and Steve Gondeck, Kellie passed a folded posit-it note to Marc. 
 
    ‘She has a crush on you’ Marc read when he opened it. He wrote the word, ‘good’ on it and gave it to Parker who read it, smiled and passed it back to Kellie. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer spent about fifteen minutes with Mrs. Drew and also found her acceptable. As Mrs. Drew was being led away, she looked right at Marc and smiled. Fortunately, neither Jennifer nor Gondeck noticed it. 
 
    Kellie did. She reached across Parker and playfully punched Marc in the shoulder. 
 
    “You stud. Wait until I see Maddy,” Kellie teased him. 
 
    “That’s what we want,” Marc whispered back. “Twelve neglected, sexually deprived, horny, middle-aged housewives. I should have thought of it before. ‘When was the last time you got laid?’ Yeah, the judge would let me get away with that.” 
 
    While this exchange took place, Wilson called a recess before the next prospect was brought in. 
 
    “Why did you ask that question?” Kellie asked. “About cheating on her husband. Didn’t you know the judge would hammer you for it?” 
 
    “Sure. But now Mrs. Drew has it in her head and won’t be quite as sympathetic to Diana as she might be,” Marc replied while looking over the list of jurors. “Maybe. Plus, sooner or later she will tell other jurors about it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Despite the fact that they had three acceptable jurors by the end of the first day, Monday, it still took until late Saturday afternoon to finish. The defense was allowed 14 peremptory challenges: the prosecution 12. These could be used to dismiss any jury panelist without cause or explanation. By mid-afternoon Thursday, both sides had used up all of them. During the afternoon break, in chambers, both sides argued to be given additional peremptories. Judge Wilson, quite pleased that both sides had used them up, denied both requests. 
 
    The selection was completed on Saturday, thanks in no small part to Wilson’s denial of more peremptories. Twelve jurors; four alternates. The lucky twelve were a fair representation of the population. Six men; six women. Of the six women, four were white, one Black, one Hispanic. The men were two white, three Black, and one Hispanic. The age range ran from the youngest, a white woman named Tara Kinnon, age 26 to the oldest being one of the Black men, Dexter Floyd, age 71. 
 
    Wilson called for a brief recess while all of the jurors were brought in for the first time together and seated. Back in chambers, Wilson asked the lawyers if there was anything other than the normal admonition against watching the news, reading newspapers, or discussing the case with anyone including each other that they wanted to tell the jury. There were none. 
 
    Back on the bench, the jury was sworn in.  
 
    The first thing Judge Wilson did was to sincerely thank them for their service. This was a first-degree murder case and obviously a very serious matter. They were not to discuss the case or anything about it with anyone, even each other. 
 
    “I really don’t want to sequester you, put you up in a motel with guards. So please, keep your thoughts to yourselves.” 
 
    She then spoke to them about avoiding the media and then went into a brief, but clear monologue about their duties. Things such as innocent until proven guilty; burden of proof; setting aside any preconceived beliefs. All of these things, of course, were already extensively discussed during the selection process. 
 
    Wilson also explained how the trial would proceed, who would go first; how questioning would be conducted. The center of the universe during a jury trial is the jury. Judges tend to do whatever it takes to keep them content. The last thing any judge wants is a mistrial and then do it all over. 
 
      
 
    “All right,” Wilson pronounced. “Monday morning, nine o’clock, we’ll begin with opening statements. One more time, please do not discuss the trial with anyone else, including each other and avoid news stories. Thank you again. We’re adjourned.” 
 
      
 
    As the courtroom was emptying, Kellie and Jeff started packing up to leave. The courtroom would be locked and guarded overnight. They could have safely left their laptops and other materials, but Marc would not allow it. 
 
    Marc was looking over the final list of jurors when Parker asked, “How did we do?” 
 
    Marc paused, looked at Parker, then finally admitted, “I don’t know. Okay, maybe.” 
 
    “Wow, that sounds encouraging,” Parker said with obvious sarcasm. 
 
    “Truth be told, your guess is about as good as mine. Or his,” Marc said. 
 
    At that moment, Steve Gondeck stopped to speak to Marc. Instead, Marc looked up at him and said, “How did you guys do?” 
 
    “Perfect. We got everybody we wanted,” Gondeck replied. “We’ll see,” he added then shrugged his shoulders. “See you Monday. Don’t bring Maddy. I don’t want the jury distracted. This one here is bad enough,” he said referring to Kellie.  
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” Gondeck began his opening statement to the jury. Marc looked at how he was dressed and almost laughed. He was wearing an old, off the rack suitcoat, gray, with nonmatching navy-blue slacks. He had a polyester, out of style tie that looked like it came off of the 99-cent table at Kmart. When they were back in chambers, Marc kidded him about wearing his poor, humble public servant outfit to impress the jury as if he was one of the plebians, just like them. 
 
      
 
    “In case you have forgotten, my name is Steve Gondeck, and my associate is Jennifer Moore. We represent the people of the State of Minnesota. 
 
    “It is our job to present the evidence we have” ––here he stepped over to Marc’s table––“that will prove beyond a reasonable doubt, that the defendant, Parker Crane, brutally murdered his wife, Diana Crane. 
 
    “He did this on the night of December twenty-sixth, the day after this past Christmas. You are going to find this out so I’m going to tell you right away. Diana Crane was having an affair. You will hear testimony and the evidence will show that Diana Crane was at her lover’s apartment. Diana left to go home at ten forty-five. The defendant knew where she was. He tracked her down and waited for her in the apartment parking ramp. When she arrived in the parking ramp to go home, she got in her car and that is when he attacked. 
 
    “While she was sitting helpless in the driver’s seat, he jumped her and stabbed her over and over and over.” When Gondeck said this, he made multiple stabbing moves with his left hand. 
 
    “Fourteen times, ladies and gentlemen. Fourteen times he swung his arm and drove his bloody knife into her in a rage to kill her. He planned it, stalked her, laid in wait for her and when she was sitting helplessly in her car, he jumped her and stabbed her fourteen times. 
 
    “The evidence will show that he lay in wait for at least an hour. It was a bitterly cold night and bitterly cold in the open parking ramp. He was so determined to murder her he huddled in the cold waiting for her to come out to her car so he could brutally stab her to death.” 
 
    Moving slowly back and forth in front of the jury, Gondeck presented his case. Opening statements are supposed to be a dispassionate look at the evidence to be presented. It is not a time for speculation, argument or theatrics. But an experienced litigator could walk up to those lines and begin playing on the jury’s emotions. At least for a little bit. 
 
    While he walked back and forth, without a single note, Gondeck talked them through his case. He explained what each witness was going to tell them. The exact timing and sequence of events and each piece of evidence that would be presented. And he did it while looking each of them in the eye, including the alternates. It was professionally done, did not miss a single thing and was very effective. 
 
    When Gondeck reached the point where he told the jury about Parker’s multiple infidelities, several of the jurors visibly stirred. He also told them they would hear from women who he was sleeping with that will testify about hearing Parker complain about the cost of a divorce. When they heard this, all sixteen of them turned their heads and looked at Parker, not in a positive or approving way. 
 
    Having been forewarned of this, and the other very derogatory things he would hear, Parker kept an excellent poker face. 
 
    During the prosecution’s opening, Marc made notes of what Gondeck told the jury. Everything he promised to present to them. First of all, there are specific elements to every crime that the prosecution must prove occurred, each beyond a reasonable doubt. If they fail to present evidence of any of these, the defense should receive a directed verdict from the judge. In addition, if the prosecution fails to present something they said they would, the defense will hammer them with it for hiding things from the jury. A good prosecutor which these two certainly were, would not be so negligent. Still, the defense’s job is to make sure his client does not get railroaded and be sure the prosecution makes its case. 
 
    Gondeck finally concluded by telling the jury, “Ladies and gentlemen, there are no witnesses that we can present that will take the stand and tell you he or she saw Parker Crane murder his wife. This is not unusual. Especially for a murder as carefully planned and calculated as this one. What we have here is what is called a circumstantial case. But the evidence will prove beyond a reasonable doubt that Parker Crane committed this bloody, brutal, ghastly crime and no one else. The evidence links itself to one person and one person only. An angry, cuckolded husband who didn’t want to face the cost of a divorce. A murder for greed and no other reason. When the trial concludes, I have no doubt that you will find, beyond a reasonable doubt, that Parker Crane brutally and with malice aforethought murdered his beautiful wife, Diana Crane.” 
 
    As if on cue, Diana’s mother loudly sobbed at the thought of her child being killed this way then buried her face in her husband’s shoulder.  
 
      
 
    When Gondeck finished, Judge Wilson looked at Marc and asked, “Mr. Kadella, are you giving your opening now?” 
 
    Marc stood and said, “The defense will defer until the prosecution rests it’s case.” 
 
    “Very well. We’ll take a brief recess, fifteen minutes, then Mr. Gondeck will call his first witness.” 
 
      
 
    Kellie started to stand saying, “I have to get to the bathroom.” 
 
    Marc said, “I told you not to have that extra cup of coffee. Better hurry, there’s usually a line.” 
 
    “Great,” Kellie said as she hurried through the gate. 
 
      
 
    “The state calls Detective Marcie Sterling,” Jennifer Moore announced. 
 
    As the lead detective, Marcie was the natural choice to be the first witness. The deputy at the back of the court opened the door. Marcie, dressed more like a lawyer than a cop, walked up the aisle through the overflowing crowd. She was sworn and took the witness seat next to the jury box. 
 
    Jennifer spent the first few minutes after Marcie gave her name and occupation going over Marcie’s credentials. It may sound trivial, but Jennifer wanted the jury to know this was an experienced investigator. That she had investigated a significant number of murders including a serial killer. Police, in general, are given significant credibility with most jurors. Especially detectives investigating a murder. 
 
    Starting at the very beginning, with the call that an apparent homicide victim had been found, Marcie told what she and her partner, Byron Watkins did. Occasionally using her notes to refresh her memory, Marcie did not miss a thing. It took until after noon to finish at the point where they left Parker’s house the morning after leaving the crime scene. 
 
    “Ms. Moore let me interrupt,” Judge Wilson said. “Come up, please,” she said to the attorneys. 
 
    When all three were at the bench, Wilson hit the white noise button and said, “You have a way to go, I assume.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. Quite a bit,” Jennifer answered. 
 
    “The jury looks like they could use a bite to eat. Any objections?” 
 
    No one said anything then she waved them back. 
 
    “We’ll stop here for the lunch break,” she announced. She looked at the jury and said, “I understand you’ve all ordered lunch.” Several heads nodded affirmatively from the jury box.  
 
    “It’s here?” she asked looking at the deputy by the jury box who nodded her head affirming this. 
 
    “We’ll recess until two o’clock.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    “After you left the defendant’s home the Sunday morning when his wife was found murdered, what did the three of you, yourself, Detective Watkins and Lieutenant Jefferson do?” Jennifer asked after the break. 
 
    “We stood outside on the defendant’s driveway discussing our interview of him.” 
 
    “What was discussed?” 
 
    “Objection, hearsay,” Marc stood and said. 
 
    “I’ll allow it. Overruled,” Wilson said. 
 
    “The defendant’s credibility, mostly,” Marcie replied. 
 
    “Did you, as an experienced homicide detective, have an opinion about the defendant’s credibility?” Marcie asked. 
 
    “Objection, your Honor. Highly prejudicial and not probative. It’s….” 
 
    “Overruled. She can give her opinion as an experienced police officer.” 
 
    “He was lying,” Marcie quickly said causing a stir throughout the courtroom and a gavel from the judge. 
 
    “What brought you, personally to that conclusion?” 
 
    “His mannerisms. He seemed to be disingenuous about his feelings upon hearing the news of his wife’s murder. Plus, his claim that he did not check on her when he came home from a party or when he got up in the morning.” 
 
    “They were sleeping in separate rooms?” 
 
    “Yes. He said they were having marital problems. It all sounded a little too hard to believe. A little too convenient.” 
 
    “May I approach the witness, your Honor?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    Jennifer handed Marcie an 8 x 10 color photo and said, “Detective Sterling, I’m showing you a photograph that has been marked for identification as state’s exhibit one. Do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    At that moment, the photo went up on the courtroom’s TV monitors to an audible gasp from the crowd. 
 
    “Explain to the jury what exhibit one is, please.” 
 
    “It is a photo of the knife used to kill Diana Parker. It is stuck in her chest. I took this photo myself at the scene of her murder.” 
 
    “What, if anything, did Lieutenant Jefferson show you concerning the knife?” 
 
    “Objection,” Marc quickly said. “May we approach?” 
 
    “Come up.” 
 
    The lawyers gathered alongside the bench away from the jury. 
 
    “Your Honor, she’s trying to have Detective Sterling testify about a photo Lieutenant Jefferson took while strolling around my client’s house,” Marc said. 
 
    “Is that true, Ms. Moore?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Jennifer acknowledged. 
 
    “Then bring Lieutenant Jefferson in to testify about a photo he took,” Wilson said. “Step back.” 
 
    “The objection is sustained,” Wilson ruled. “Move on Ms. Moore.” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer entered exhibit one into evidence, the photo of the knife in Diana’s blood covered body. The sight of a ten-inch butcher knife sticking out of a woman’s chest was gruesome, to say the least. By holding the photo for them to look at and walking it around the jury box, Jennifer made sure that every juror got an up-close look at it before leaving it with the foreman. 
 
    Jennifer and Marcie then took the jury on a well-rehearsed examination of the investigation. There was a very brief ten-minute break at 3:30 during which Kellie spoke to Marc. 
 
    “Why did you object to Marcie testifying about the picture Jefferson took of the knife set in the kitchen? Won’t it come in anyway?” 
 
    “Sure. But I wanted to give the jury the impression that maybe the prosecution was trying to pull something over on them. Sneak something in that they shouldn’t. Part of the game. Do these things work? Who knows? Maybe if there are enough sustained objections. But you need to be a little careful with it. You don’t want too many overruled either. Then it looks like you’re trying to hide something from them.” 
 
    “Okay,” Kellie said. “I have class. Will you be okay without me?” 
 
    “I’ll try,” Marc said. 
 
    “Here comes Maddy. She’ll take care of you,” Kellie said. “Hi,” she said to Maddy. 
 
    “Is he behaving?” Maddie said as she bent down to kiss Marc. 
 
    “So far. I’d keep an eye on him. See you tomorrow,” Kellie said as she was leaving. 
 
    “Where’s Parker?” 
 
    “The deputy took him back to the bathroom.” 
 
    By now the room was almost full again. A minute later Parker was brought back, and Wilson took the bench shortly after that. Maddy took one of the chairs along the rail behind Marc. 
 
    At 4:55, Jennifer asked Wilson for a conference. She was at the point where Marcie was going to testify about the tracing of Parker’s phone the night of the murder. The jury was obviously getting bored with the monotony of the investigation. A good time to break for the day Judge Wilson suggested. 
 
      
 
    While Parker was being led away, Marc, Maddy and Jeff waited at their table for the crowd to thin. Gondeck and Jennifer used the back hallway to make their escape. As the two of them went past, Marc said goodnight to them. Gondeck ignored him but Jennifer turned, smiled, and returned the courtesy. 
 
    “What was that about?” Maddy asked referring to Gondeck’s snub. 
 
    Marc chuckled and answered, “I have no idea. He can be a bit like that during trial. I don’t know why.” 
 
    “Your guy’s toast,” they heard a voice coming from the gallery. 
 
    Marc wheeled around, saw who it was, then asked Maddy, “Do you have your gun?” 
 
    “No, unfortunately. I left it locked in the car,” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Very funny,” Philo Anson said. 
 
    “Atta boy, Philo,” Marc said. “Make up your mind on the first day.” 
 
    “Hey, I’ll quote you on that,” Philo said. 
 
    “Get the gun,” Marc said. “What do you want, Philo?” 
 
    “I’ll see you back at the office,” Jeff said as he got up to leave. 
 
    “Something for the paper. I have it typed and ready to send. How about a quote?” 
 
    “Did you declare him guilty?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Pretty much,” Philo answered. 
 
    “And now you want a quote?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “The trial has barely begun. There is a long way to go and a lot of evidence to present to the jury,” Marc said. “Go ahead, use that.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s original, thanks,” Philo said. 
 
    “Gun,” Marc said to Maddy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “All rise! This court is now in session the Honorable Evelyn Wilson presiding,” the deputy intoned. 
 
    Judge Wilson took her seat and told everyone to be seated. 
 
    “Ms. Moore are you ready to continue?” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. The state recalls Detective Marcie Sterling,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Marcie was sitting in front of the railing behind the prosecution’s table. When she finished testifying, she would remain there throughout the trial. 
 
    “Detective Sterling,” Wilson said while Marcie came forward, “I remind you, you’re still under oath.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Marcie replied. 
 
    Before the morning’s session, Jennifer had set up a large easel, a three-legged stand approximately twelve feet in front of the jury box. On it she had placed a four foot by six-foot, half-inch thick poster board. At this point, the blank side of the poster board was facing the jury. 
 
    Jennifer spent a minute with a couple of questions about where they had stopped the day before. She then asked, “What was the next thing you did in your investigation?” 
 
    “We decided to contact his phone service carrier,” Marcie replied. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We wanted to see if they could track his movement on the night of December twenty-six. The night Diana Parker was murdered.” 
 
     “May we approach, your Honor?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Come up,” Wilson said. 
 
    When the three lawyers were at the bench Jennifer said, “We can bring in a technician from Verizon to testify about the technology. It will take up a half a day and bore the jury. But if Mr. Kadella will stipulate that they do have this capability…” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “Yes, if I can get something in writing…” 
 
    “I have an affidavit signed by the man who tracked the defendant’s phone,” Jennifer said holding up the document. 
 
    “And I don’t have a copy of this because?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure if he would accept it.” 
 
    Jennifer was standing to Marc’s left in between him and Steve Gondeck. Marc leaned his head forward, looked at Gondeck and said, “You could’ve asked.” 
 
    Gondeck merely turned his head away. 
 
    “Do you have a copy?” Marc asked. 
 
    “At the table,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Marc said to Wilson, “We can go back, your Honor. Give me a minute to give it a quick read.” 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    After taking a couple of minutes to scan his copy. Marc stood and addressed the court. 
 
    “Assuming the state is going to enter this affidavit into evidence, the defense will stipulate that Verizon does have the ability to track people’s cell phones––a scary, proposition, actually––and that it was properly done.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor, we will submit the affidavit as state’s exhibit two.” 
 
    Jennifer walked up and gave a copy to the judge, the jury foreman and the original to Shonda Bale, Wilson’s clerk. 
 
    Jennifer walked over to the easel and turned the poster board around. 
 
    “Detective Sterling, I am standing in front of a large poster board drawing, marked for identification as state’s exhibit three.” 
 
    As tedious and time consuming as the discussion about the affidavit and the question about the poster board is, it is necessary. These things are done to make a complete and clear record of all the proceedings especially if there might be an appeal. Trials, for the most part, move slowly and are normally quite boring. 
 
    “Do you recognize state’s exhibit three, Detective?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Will you come down in front of it?” 
 
    Marcie left the witness box and stood beside the poster board. 
 
    “Please tell the jury what exhibit three is.” 
 
    Having been prepared for this, Marcie knew exactly what to say. 
 
    “It is an exact duplication of the report we received from Verizon on the movement of Parker Crane on the night of…” 
 
    “Objection,” Marc said. He was standing to address the court. “This shows the movement, possibly, of Mr. Crane’s cell phone. It does not prove that Parker Crane was with it. Or, more precisely, that the phone was in his possession.” 
 
    “Sustained,” Wilson quickly ruled. 
 
    “Your Honor, the jury can infer…” 
 
    “The jury can infer whatever the jury wants. But you cannot say that Parker Crane was in possession of the phone, can you?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, your Honor,” Jennifer was forced to admit. 
 
    “You can make that point in closing, Ms. Moore,” Wilson said, unnecessarily reminding the prosecution. “Move on, please.” 
 
    Jennifer went back to the table and picked up several copies of a single sheet of paper. She showed one to Marcie and asked, “I’m showing you a document marked for identification as state’s exhibit four. Do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Please tell the jury what exhibit four is,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “We received the report from Verizon by email. This is a copy of the report that is shown here as exhibit four that was attached to the email,” Marcie said. 
 
    “Enter exhibit four,” Marcie said handing one to the judge and clerk. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella? Do you have this exhibit?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. No objection.” 
 
    “Detective Sterling, please explain to the jury what exhibit three, the poster board version of the Verizon report, indicates. Walk them through it,” Jennifer looked at Marc and with just a touch of sarcasm said, “the flight of the cell phone, Mr. Crane’s cell phone, on the night of his wife’s murder.” 
 
    Nice shot, Jennifer, Marc thought while keeping a composed look on his face. 
 
    For the next twenty minutes or so, using a pointer, Marcie traced the route, step-by-step, the Verizon report came up with. It was downtown at the Convention Center just before 7:00 P.M. It stayed there until shortly after 9:30 and she emphasized the address where it went. Then, arrived back at the Convention Center at 11:22. It again stayed there until 12:54 and arrived back at Parker’s address at 1:25 A.M. 
 
    Marcie paid particular attention to where the phone was at 9:45 and stayed until 10:57. During their opening statement, Steve Gondeck had also emphasized where it was at 10:45. Marcie also told the jury that they would hear a witness testify that Diana left her lover’s apartment at that time. Diana was found in her car in the parking ramp of that apartment the next morning. Time of death, between 10:45 and 11:15. The amount of time it would take to leave the apartment and get to her car. 
 
    Also, during their opening, Gondeck touched on the infidelities of both Diana and Parker. He put special emphasis on Diana’s as a motive plus the cost to Parker of a divorce. 
 
    “Tell the jury what your investigation turned up regarding the defendant’s infidelity.” 
 
    “Objection,” Marc jumped up and said. 
 
    Before Marc could give the reason for his objection, Jennifer said, “She can testify as to what she personally found out and it goes to motive.” 
 
    “Approach, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Come up,” Wilson said. 
 
    At the bench Marc quickly said, “She’s trying to get hearsay admitted from people on their witness list. If you allow it, they won’t have to call these people and I won’t get the chance to cross-examine them.” 
 
    “Is he correct Ms. Moore?” 
 
    “Well, I hadn’t thought of it that way but…” 
 
    “Sustained,” Wilson said. 
 
    Back at their tables, Jennifer checked her notes to see what else she needed from this witness. 
 
    “Ms. Moore?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor. Detective Sterling. On the morning after the murder, you, Lieutenant Owen Jefferson and Detective Byron Watkins went to the defendant’s home. Was he there?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you question him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What, if anything, did he say about his marriage?’ 
 
    “He admitted the marriage was in trouble. He also admitted she was seeing someone else. They were sleeping in separate rooms and she had not come home the previous night and he didn’t bother to check on her that morning.” 
 
    “Objection, repetitive, we’ve been through this, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “We have. Sustained. Move along, Ms. Moore.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. Did he say anything about his phone, Detective?” 
 
    “Yes. As I recall, he brought it up. He made a point of telling me his phone was missing. He believed it had been stolen at the Christmas party he attended the previous evening. And the Verizon report, state’s exhibits three and four, shows that whoever stole it, drove to where his wife was.” 
 
    “Let’s go back to that party. Did you interview all of the guests?” 
 
    “Yes. We found twenty-seven people who personally knew the defendant. None of them could say positively that the defendant was there for the entire time. Specifically, between nine-thirty and eleven-thirty. None of them could say he was not there either. There were over two-hundred guests.” 
 
    Jennifer asked, “Did you investigate other possibilities besides the defendant?” 
 
    “Of course. Like any investigation where the guilty party is not obvious, we look for other possible suspects.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “By investigating the victim’s life. We interviewed family, neighbors, friends and even former co-workers trying to get a picture of her and the people she knew. All of them had nice things to say about her. We found no one who we would classify as a suspect. In fact, her friends all said they…” 
 
    “Objection, hearsay,” Marc said. 
 
    “Your Honor, we don’t know what the witness is going to tell us her friends said,” Jennifer said trying to slip one past the judge and to make the jury believe Marc was trying to keep something from them. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter, your Honor. These people can testify themselves and be subjected to cross examination,” Marc replied. 
 
    “I agree. Sustained,” Wilson ruled. “Move on Ms. Moore.” 
 
    Jennifer took a few seconds to look over her notes then said, “I have nothing further, your Honor.” 
 
    “Approach, please,” Wilson said. 
 
    With the lawyers at the bench, Wilson asked Marc, “Mr. Kadella, would it be all right if we recess for today and begin your cross exam in the morning?” 
 
    “It’s all right with me your Honor,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” 
 
    “That’s fine, your Honor,” Gondeck answered. 
 
    When the lawyers were almost back to their tables, Wilson announced, “We’re going to adjourn for today and reconvene in the morning.” 
 
    She gently hammered her gavel then quickly fled while the deputy said, “All rise.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    Burt Chayson was in a foul mood. First of all, it was mid-April, and the winter did not want to die. By now he should be playing golf on any number of private courses with rich friends. Burt, himself, was not a member of a single one of the places he would play. Why should he pay the fees when, with a phone call, he could get an invitation to play at almost any course in the Twin Cities?  
 
    This morning he had received a call from Blake Evans, a senior partner at Smith, Jacklin and Evans. They were an insurance defense and corporate white shoe law firm in downtown Minneapolis. Burt was being summoned to a meeting at the Minikahda Club in south Minneapolis. A meeting that he knew had nothing to do with golf. 
 
    Burt pulled up to the clubhouse front entrance. A young man opened his door and handed him the valet ticket. Burt muttered a thanks to him then pulled up the collar of his Burberry trench coat. Inside, the maître d’ led him upstairs to a private meeting room. Inside there were eight men waiting for him. Each of these men were rich, successful businessmen. They were also all under subpoena by Marc Kadella. 
 
    Burt removed his overcoat and hung it on a coat rack along the wall by the door. The others were all standing in front of the windows overlooking the magnificent, if quite soggy, golf course. 
 
    Burt, like the hustler that he was, went around to each of the men, smiling and shaking hands. He went to a long credenza, poured a large coffee, splashed shot of cognac from his hip flask into it then took a seat at the table. 
 
    In the middle of the room was a highly polished walnut topped table. Around it were twelve brown, leather executive chairs. Each of the men took a seat with no one at the head of the table. 
 
    “What the hell are we going to do about this, Burt?” one of them quickly asked. It was the man who had called Burt, Blake Evans. He was a 58-year-old name partner of Smith, Jacklin and Evans. Evans was a mediocre corporate lawyer but a first-class Rainmaker. He was also a regular client, as was everyone in the room, of the late Mistress Topaz, aka, Diana Crane. 
 
    “What do you mean, Blake? What are we gonna do about this? You’re a lawyer, what are you doing about it?” Burt snarled back at him. 
 
    “Sorry,” Evans replied. He also moved back in his chair. Blake Evans was a bit of a wuss. He could bully junior associates, but confronting Burt was not in his DNA. 
 
    “What are you doing about it?” Burt said again. “You got a pile of lawyers at your disposal. One of them must have something on this judge. Get the subpoenas, what is it, quashed?” 
 
    “How am I supposed to bring this up inside my firm? ‘Say, anybody know how to quash a subpoena for a murder trial of a woman who was my dominatrix?’ I don’t think so,” Evans said. 
 
    “All right, let’s cut out the bickering,” John Lind, an investment banker and the richest man in the room said. At 72 he was also the oldest one here. “We have very serious concerns here and not just the embarrassment to our reputations. 
 
    “Your lawyer went to this judge and had no luck with her, Burt?” Lind asked. 
 
    “Yeah, the defense lawyer put up a good argument. I think he knows about Diana Parker’s business,” Burt replied. 
 
    “This Kadella?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s him,” Burt answered. 
 
    “Of course he knows about Diana’s business. Why do you think he hit us all with subpoenas?” Evans said. 
 
    “Maybe we should do something about him,” one of the others, Christopher Spreed seriously said. 
 
    The table went absolutely quiet, and everyone looked at Spreed. Spreed was a part-time investment advisor and full-time opioids and other illicit drugs wholesaler. He was also in business with everyone at this table. 
 
    After a minute or so of silence, Burt spoke up. “Wait, hold it. If you’re thinking what I think you are, forget it. First of all, that’s a bridge too far. None of us signed up for that. Second, he’s got two excellent investigators, one of whom is a woman who is known to shoot first and ask questions later. The other is a well-known ex-MPD detective. They would unleash hell.” 
 
    “And if you’ve ever done anything like that, I don’t want to know about it,” Blake Evans said. 
 
    The rest of them looked too horrified to speak. Of course, Spreed knew what would happen if he even hinted of putting a hit on anyone, let alone this lawyer. 
 
    “No problem,” Spreed said while thinking, someday you guys may need to find some balls.  
 
    “We need to find out what this lawyer, Kadella, knows,” Gabe Dane said. Dane was CEO of Dane, Westin and Ford Investments. 
 
    “And what do you propose we do?” Lind said. “Kidnap someone who works for him? We’re not the Mafia.” 
 
    “No, John,” Dane said. “I think Chris may be able to find someone to help us.” 
 
    “Who, what?” Spreed said. 
 
    “We could bug Kadella’s office. Put in listening devices. We would find out what we want in a few days,” Dane said. 
 
    The table went silent again then Lind said, “You know that’s not the worst idea. Do you know anybody, Chris?” 
 
    Spreed had been thinking about it. When Lind asked, he silently nodded his head a couple of times then said, “I know a couple of guys who might know someone who can do this. I could check with them.” 
 
    Burt said, “Walter, you’ve been pretty quiet. What do you think?” 
 
    Walter Franze, the governor’s chief assistant had been listening with a feeling of drowning in sewage. To answer his friend Burt, he cleared his throat and said, “We have an enormous amount to protect.” 
 
    “Agreed,” John Lind replied. 
 
    “What Chris first seemed to propose, well, I don’t have to tell you the risk. This option, the bugs and phone tap, sounds like a better option than others. Plus, this should get us what we need. Information.” 
 
    “Does anybody know when we might be called to testify?” Gabe Dane asked. 
 
    Blake Evans, the lawyer said. “They just started taking testimony today. The prosecution will probably go into next week. Then Kadella will start. Hard to say when we might be called. Or, even if. I doubt he’ll start off with any of us, but we don’t know either.” 
 
    “This weekend,” Burt said. “We have to get this done no later than early Sunday morning.” 
 
    “When lawyers are in trial like this, they work nights and weekends,” Blake said. 
 
    “Is that why you’re not a trial lawyer?” Spreed asked in a demeaning manner. 
 
    “Hey, I’m good at what I do,” Blake replied very defensively. 
 
    “Enough,” John Lind said. “Chris,” he continued looking down the table at Spreed, “see if you can find someone.” 
 
    “I might know someone, too,” Burt said. “I’ll check with a couple people. I should be able to find out today. Chris, hold off. I’ll call you later and let you know.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Anything else?” Lind asked. When no one replied he said, “Okay, let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    While the others were out the door and walking ahead of them, Walter lightly took ahold of Burt’s arm. “I have something I need to ask you and I would appreciate an honest answer,” Walter said. 
 
    “Despite what you might think, I am always honest with you,” Burt testily replied.  
 
    This set Walter back on his heels a bit. “Sorry, I’m a little nervous,” Walter replied. “I need to know, did you or anyone of these people have anything to do with Diana’s death?”  
 
    “What?” Burt said then paused for a little bit too long. “Of course not. We paid her, remember? There was no reason to. We just don’t want the cops snooping around.” 
 
      
 
    Burt handed the valet a ten then settled into his Lexus. He pulled away from the building while scrolling his phone’s library listings. He found the one he wanted before he reached the street and dialed the number. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” he heard a man answer. 
 
    “I need something from you. A favor,” Burt said. 
 
    “My pleasure, if I can.” 
 
    “Meet me at the usual place in say, twenty minutes,” Burt said. 
 
    “See you then.” 
 
      
 
    While driving away from the country club, Walter thought about Burt’s answer. Walter wanted to believe him, but the way Burt stated it left Walter with some doubt.  
 
      
 
    Detective John Derks shut down his personal phone and said to his partner, “I gotta take care of something personal. No big deal. I’ll be back in an hour or so.” 
 
    They were in an apartment in a run-down part of North Minneapolis. There were four of them. Derks was the senior detective and they were all from narcotics. This was the third day of a stakeout waiting for a serious shipment of heroin. 
 
    “Go ahead, John. We’ll be here,” his partner, Rufus Smith, replied. 
 
    “Call me if anything happens,” Derks said, then left. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later, Derks was sitting across from Burt in his restaurant booth at Shirley’s. Burt was done explaining what he needed and Derks was already nodding his head. 
 
    “Can you help me?” Burt asked. 
 
    “Sure, I know a guy or two. Guys who help us out with less than authorized projects. Let me check and I’ll get one of them for sure,” Derks said. “Where is this place?” 
 
    Burt handed him a slip of paper with the address on it. 
 
    Derks read it and asked, “Is this the Old Reardon Building up on Lake and Lyndale?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. I just drove by it on my way back here. Old place. Should be easy in and out. I went in and there’s an empty office right next to them on the second floor. Tell him to use that.” 
 
    “How much of the place do you want bugged and how long?” 
 
    “Hadn’t thought of that,” Burt replied. 
 
    “The less the better. Less chance of anyone finding it,” Derks said. 
 
    “Just Kadella’s personal office for now. We’ll see what we get,” Burt answered. “A week, ten days at most.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get right on this.” 
 
    Burt slid five, folded one-hundred-dollar bills across the tabletop and said, “Let me know how much it’ll cost.” 
 
    “As soon as I know.” 
 
      
 
    “You think you can do it?” Derks asked. 
 
    “Yeah, shouldn’t be a big deal. How long they gonna want to run this?” 
 
    “A week to ten days. You want me to get somebody to help you?” 
 
    “No, that’s okay. I got a guy I trust and can work with. I know he’s available. We’ll have it done by Saturday morning. I’ll tell you how much when it’s done.” 
 
    “Deal. Thanks. I gotta run. It’s after ten. The old lady will be calling any minute to bust my balls. Stay in touch.” 
 
      
 
    As soon as Derks was out the front door of the bar they met in, the man he met with made a call. 
 
    “Hey, Conrad, how’ve you been?” 
 
    “Good, listen. I just got hired to do a job on your lawyer friend’s office.” 
 
    “No kidding. By whom?” 
 
    “Let’s meet. Lake Front Tavern. Twenty minutes?” 
 
    “I’ll be there,” Tony Carvelli replied. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Detective Sterling,” Marc said beginning his cross examination. 
 
    Cross examination is supposed to be restricted to testimony, issues and exhibits brought up during the witness’s direct exam. Supposed to be. Normally, especially in a serious homicide case, most judges will let the defense stray over that line a little bit. 
 
    “You testified that you did a thorough investigation. I believe you said by the book. Is that a correct assessment?” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” Marcie answered. 
 
    “What did the deceased, Diana Crane, do for a living?” 
 
    “We could not find any current employment for her.” 
 
    “No visible means of support other than her husband?” Marc said. 
 
    “That’s correct.” 
 
    “On the Sunday morning when the victim was found in her car, you went to her home, the address on her driver’s license?” 
 
    “Yes, we did.” 
 
    “You and Lieutenant Owen Jefferson and Detective Byron Watkins.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did Mr. Crane ask for a lawyer?” 
 
    “No, I mean, he did not at first. We talked for a while and he answered our questions voluntarily. After a while he told us he was going to call his lawyer. At that point, we stopped.” 
 
    “In your experience, does a guilty man usually answer your questions, yes or no, Detective?” 
 
    “Well, I guess I’d say no, not usually.” 
 
    “When Detective Watkins told him his wife was dead, you testified he ran upstairs visibly shaken, almost in a panic, and go into Diana’s bedroom to look for her, to check on her?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s true.” 
 
    “Is it your experience that a guilty man does this, yes or no, Detective?” 
 
    “No, I would not say so.” 
 
    “And isn’t it true, and you sort of glossed over this…” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor.” 
 
    “When you brought him back downstairs, he was very upset, wasn’t he? Yes or no, please Detective.” 
 
    “Yes, he was.”  
 
    “Isn’t it true he immediately asked if Diana Crane’s boyfriend, I believe his name is, Cole Hanson, was under arrest? He asked you that, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes, I believe he did.” 
 
    “Isn’t it true Diana Crane was murdered in the parking ramp of her lover’s apartment?” 
 
    “Yes, but he…” 
 
    “Thank you, Detective,” Marc said to stop her. 
 
    “Eventually, Mr. Crane said he wanted to call his lawyer, is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes, and then we stopped questioning him,” Marcie quickly said. 
 
    “According to your testimony you said you were done anyway, isn’t that true? That was your testimony.” 
 
    “Yes, I believe Lieutenant Jefferson said that.” 
 
    “Let me make sure the jury has the sequence correct. When he was told his wife had been murdered, almost in a panic he ran upstairs, into Diana’s bedroom to check on her. You and Detective Watkins, with guns drawn because he was almost hysterical, went upstairs and got him. He voluntarily came back downstairs, still quite upset and sat down to answer your questions. 
 
    “He asked if Cole Hanson, the boyfriend, was under arrest. Then Mr. Crane answered all of your questions; fully cooperating with you after which he then decided to call a lawyer?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “The three of you left the house and while discussing what just happened, all of you agreed he was lying. Is that the overview of the sequence of you questioning Mr. Crane on the morning he was told his wife had been murdered?” 
 
    Marcie paused because she knew Marc well enough to know he was up to something. After 3 or 4 seconds she answered with a cautious, “Yes.” 
 
    “It was because he asked to call a lawyer that you decided he was guilty, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Jennifer quickly stood and said, “Objection, argumentative, your Honor.” 
 
    Wilson looked at Marcie for a couple seconds while Marc considered withdrawing the question because it was argumentative. Before he could, Wilson calmly said, “Overruled. The witness can answer.” 
 
    “No, of course not. It was…” 
 
    “Nonresponsive, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Answer just the question. Don’t embellish it, Detective,” Wilson told her. 
 
    “No, it wasn’t because he wanted to call a lawyer,” Marcie calmly said. 
 
    “That part of it was just a coincidence,” 
 
    “Your Honor!” Jennifer almost yelled. 
 
    “Withdrawn,” Marc said. 
 
    At that point Tony Carvelli entered the packed courtroom almost shocking Marc because he was wearing a suit and tie. Marc waved him forward for a brief moment to confer. Carvelli came through the gate and took a chair behind Marc. 
 
    “I got your message,” Marc asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you during the break. It’s a little involved.” 
 
    Marc checked his watch and whispered, “Pretty soon.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella,” Marc heard Wilson say then he looked at her. “Who is this gentleman?” 
 
    Marc stood and Tony did also. “His name is Anthony Carvelli, your Honor. He’s an ex-MPD detective and now a private investigator working this case for me. With the court’s permission, I would like to have him sit here.” 
 
    “Certainly. Please proceed.” 
 
      
 
    “Detective Sterling. Isn’t it true that state’s exhibit four, the map of the traveling phone, by itself, does not prove Mr. Crane was at the apartment where Diana Crane was found? Yes or no, Detective.” 
 
    “No, I guess not,” she admitted. 
 
    “During the questioning in his house, didn’t it come out that his phone was missing, lost or stolen?” 
 
    “Yes, it did.” 
 
    “In fact, isn’t it true that state’s exhibit four only indicates that a telephone that Mr. Crane told you was lost or stolen, was at the apartment complex where Diana Crane was found?” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose, but the jury can infer…” she quickly tried to add. 
 
    “Excuse me, Detective. The judge will tell the jury what they can infer.” 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor.”  
 
    “No further questions your Honor. The defense reserves the right to recall the witness during its case-in-chief,” Marc said. 
 
    “Re-direct, Ms. Moore?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. One moment please,” Jennifer said while looking at her notes. 
 
    “Detective, according to state’s exhibit four, where was Mr. Crane’s phone at seven P.M?” 
 
    “The Convention Center in Minneapolis.” 
 
    “Did it leave?” 
 
    “Yes, at nine-thirty.” 
 
    “Where did it go?” 
 
    “To the garage where Diana Crane was murdered.” 
 
    “What time did it get there?” 
 
    “Asked and answered during the direct examination,” Marc said. 
 
    “Sustained.” 
 
    “What time did it get back to Mr. Crane’s house by itself?” 
 
    “Asked and answered, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” 
 
    Sensing that a break was coming, Carvelli stood and headed toward the hallway. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, re-cross.” 
 
    “I have no questions, your Honor.” 
 
    “We’ll recess for twenty minutes,” Wilson said then left the bench. 
 
    After Parker was taken back, Kellie told Marc, “Even I saw that coming. Jennifer’s questions about the phone.” 
 
    “So did I,” Marc said. “When your opponent is putting on their case, you need to find ways to punch holes in it. Keep in mind, we haven’t been to bat yet. I’m trying to elicit information, admissions that I can use later. Remember what our case is. Reasonable doubt. Did I get it with my questions about the traveling phone? No. But, combine it with what we’re going to do, it will help.” 
 
    Then Marc leaned forward and whispered to Kellie, “We have video of someone we’re going to claim stole his phone. Reasonable doubt, that’s what we’re after.” 
 
    By now Carvelli was back with someone else, a man Marc knew well. 
 
    “Do I want to know what you two are up to?” Marc asked after they sat down behind him in front of the bar. 
 
    “Yes. Conrad, tell him.” 
 
    Conrad was Conrad Hilton. He was a gifted electronic surveillance technician and on the shady side of the law. They had used him several times. At least Carvelli had. 
 
    “A guy came to me yesterday afternoon with a job offer,” Conrad said. 
 
    All four of them, including Kellie were leaning forward to listen to him. Marc said to Kellie, “I’m not sure you should be listening to this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Kellie,” Carvelli said, “these are some of the most valuable lessons you’ll ever get.” 
 
    Marc smiled and said, “You’re incorrigible.”  
 
    To Kellie he said, “Remember attorney client privilege. Yes, even for this. Go on,” he told Conrad. 
 
    “The guy who called is an MPD narcotics detective named John Derks,” Conrad said. 
 
    “You know him?” Marc asked Carvelli. 
 
    “Yeah, I know John. A decent detective but rumor has it he’s padding his retirement.” 
 
    “He’s meeting me on behalf of someone to wire up somebody,” Conrad said. 
 
    “Do I want to know this?” Marc asked Carvelli. 
 
    “Oh yeah. Tell him Conrad.” 
 
    “It’s a lawyer’s office. Says he’s representing someone, and he won’t tell me who that is. I asked him who the lawyer is, and I almost wet myself.” 
 
    Conrad leaned in even more closely, looked at Marc and whispered, “You.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I can’t deal with this right now,” Marc said. “Who did this?” 
 
    “Don’t know,” Conrad said. 
 
    “Go beat the shit out of that cop until you find out who’s ordering this,” Marc angrily said to Carvelli. 
 
    Carvelli leaned right next to Marc’s ear and whispered, “Gondeck?” 
 
    Marc’s head jerked back, surprised at the thought. “No, not a chance. I’d be shocked down to my toes.” 
 
    “I don’t think so either, but I had to ask. I have an idea. Let’s set it up, but only in your office. Then I’ll slam Derks and find out who ordered this.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a devious idea,” Marc said. “Then we can feed them bullshit.” 
 
    “Disinformation,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Right, disinformation. Like the government feeds us all the time,” Marc agreed. “You two go to the office. Talk to Connie and get it set up. Whatever you have to do.” 
 
      
 
    “Be seated. You may call your next witness,” Wilson said. 
 
    “The state calls, Detective Byron Watkins,” Jennifer Moore stood and told the court.  
 
    Marc was a little surprised when Watkins was called. Normally one of the lead investigators was enough. Not unheard of, but not usual either. On top of that, Owen Jefferson would have to testify to get the photo from the kitchen admitted. 
 
      
 
    Watkins took the stand and for the next hour wasted everyone’s time. Jennifer took him through his participation in the investigation while Marc listened carefully. By the time Jennifer was done, Marc was probably the only one still listening. Even Kellie yawned a couple of times. 
 
    Watkins had nothing of substance to add to Marcie Sterling’s testimony. Jennifer even had him identify the exhibits. Watkins did say he was the first one to notice the path of Parker’s cell phone. 
 
    “You may cross examine,” Wilson told Marc when Jennifer was finished. 
 
    “I have no ques…” Marc started to say then caught himself. 
 
    “Detective Watkins, how many homicide cases have you been involved with investigating?” 
 
    “Um,” he said squirming in his chair a bit, “this is my, ah, first.” 
 
    “Then, is it safe to say this is the first homicide trial in which you have testified?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s true,” Watkins said. 
 
    And that answers that question, Marc thought. “Nothing further, your Honor.” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer stood and said, “The state calls Lieutenant Owen Jefferson.” 
 
    The deputy opened the door and in strolled Jefferson, all six feet, six inches of him. Wearing a great looking, three-piece, light gray, pinstripe suit. Marc had to admit, watching the man he knew so well walk to and through the gate, Owen was an impressive looking man. 
 
    It took Marcie longer to go through Jefferson’s police bio than the exam itself. Eighteen years on the job, Owen Jefferson’s rise up the ladder had him headed for chief. 
 
    His most important contribution was the photo of the knife set on Parker’s kitchen counter and the knife set itself. Once Jennifer got the photo identified and into evidence, she moved onto the knife set. 
 
    “Lieutenant Jefferson, what happened to the knife set you photographed in exhibit five?” 
 
    “It was missing when we searched the house. Mr. Crane said he had throw…” 
 
    “Objection, hearsay,” Marc said. 
 
    “Lieutenant Jefferson, as the head of the homicide division, you are Detectives Sterling and Watkins’s boss. Are you not?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” Jefferson replied. 
 
    Owen Jefferson had testified at trials dozens of times. He only looked and acted as if he did not have a care in the world. Being a trial veteran, his distrust of defense lawyers was acute. Even though he knew, respected and even personally liked Marc, he was still on guard. 
 
    “And as their supervisor, you must keep yourself well informed of the case, don’t you?” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    A thought occurred to Marc and he asked, “I’m curious, do you normally go to a crime scene when it is first called in?” 
 
    “No, but it’s not unheard of.” 
 
    “Okay. Sunday morning, below zero weather, seven o’clock you decide to go to this one. Why?” 
 
    This is an open-end question that a lawyer should never ask on cross exam. The old axiom, “never ask a question you don’t know what the answer will be,” was handed to a veteran witness. Marc could be asking for trouble. 
 
    Jefferson had been sitting casually with his legs crossed. When he heard the question, he uncrossed them, then visibly fidgeted in his chair. Seeing her witness’s discomfort, Jennifer stood and said, “Objection, irrelevant.” 
 
    “I’ll allow it. Overruled.” 
 
    “I had a house full of, ah, guests for the holidays and ah…” 
 
    Marc stepped in and saved him. 
 
    “You needed an excuse to get out of the house for a while?” 
 
    “Basically, yes.” 
 
    “In laws?” Marc asked. 
 
    “You don’t have to answer that,” Wilson said which brought another round of laughter. 
 
    “Lieutenant,” Marc began turning serious again, “you’ve been a police officer for eighteen, almost nineteen years?” 
 
    “That’s correct.” 
 
    “And in homicide for over seven years including time as an investigating detective, is that true?” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “So, you’ve been involved as an investigating detective or supervisor for, what, a couple of hundred homicides over the years?” 
 
    “At least.” 
 
    “Three hundred?” 
 
    “I haven’t counted, but probably.” 
 
    “The prosecution’s contention is that Mr. Crane meticulously planned this out. He went to the party of a business acquaintance, snuck out around nine-thirty, lay in wait in a freezing cold parking garage waiting for his wife. Then when she left the bed of the man she was committing adultery with…” 
 
    Jennifer started to rise with the adultery reference but Wilson quickly, silently, waved her down. 
 
    “…he jumped her in her car and stabbed her in a fit of rage, fourteen times. 
 
    “He then left the crime scene, got rid of the clothes he was wearing and went back to the party arriving at eleven twenty-two.” 
 
    “What is your question?” 
 
    “That’s the state’s case, isn’t it? At least summarized?” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose so.” 
 
    “You suppose so? You testified…” 
 
    “Yes, that’s the case.” 
 
    “As a homicide veteran, would you agree that stabbing someone fourteen times would cause a lot of blood to fly around?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “In fact, it did. The car she was in was awash with her blood, was it not?” 
 
    “Awash? I don’t know about that.” 
 
    “May I approach, your Honor?” 
 
    “Carefully, Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor.” 
 
    Marc picked up his 8 X 10 color copy of Marcie’s photo of Diana inside her car with the knife still in her chest. 
 
    “Lieutenant Jefferson, I am showing you a photo of the victim, Diana Crane, in her car where she was found. Is that awash in her blood?” 
 
    “You could say that,” Jefferson conceded. 
 
    “Did the police conduct a search of Mr. Crane’s home?” 
 
    “Yes, they did.” 
 
    “Did you receive a copy of the report of the search?” 
 
    “Yes, I did.” 
 
    Marc then, having received and read that report himself, knowing the answer, asked, “Isn’t it true that they did not find a single droplet blood, of anyone’s blood on Mr. Parker’s clothing or anywhere else in that house?” 
 
    “As you said, he probably changed clothes afterward,” Jefferson asked. 
 
    “And no one noticed he had changed clothes when he got back to the party?” Marc asked. A bit of an open question but Marc believed he knew how Jefferson would answer it. 
 
    “He changed clothes twice. Once after he left the party. Then again back into his original clothes after he left the parking garage.” 
 
    “More of that meticulous planning, would you agree?” 
 
    “Yes, it was.” 
 
    “Despite all of that meticulous planning to avoid detection to get away with a first-degree murder,” Marc said while walking back to his table and picking up another photo, held them both up and continued, “he foolishly used one of his own kitchen knives to stab her with.” 
 
    “Looks like it,” Jefferson said. 
 
    “All that planning. He not only left his phone on and brought it with him, but he also couldn’t be bothered to stop at a Target and pay ten bucks cash for a different knife. He just didn’t think of it. Is that what you want this jury to believe?” 
 
    “The jury can believe what they want. I’m just telling them what we found.” 
 
    “Or, isn’t it possible that someone stole his phone and used the exact same knife purchased at any number of stores to set him up?” 
 
    “Highly unlikely.” 
 
    “Really?” Marc picked up the photo of the knife set Jefferson took in Parker’s kitchen and walked back to the witness. He placed both photos, the knife set and the photo of the knife in Diana’s chest on the witness stand railing. 
 
    “The handle of the knife in the victim’s chest matches the set that you photographed in Mr. Crane’s kitchen, don’t they?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And your contention is that the knife in Mrs. Crane’s chest came from the knife set you photographed in Parker Crane’s kitchen, state’s exhibit five. True?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Look carefully at exhibit five. There are four slots in the wooden block of exhibit five, without a knife in it. The slot in the very upper left-hand corner of the block of wood holding the knife set has a knife in it, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, it does.” 
 
    Marc left the photos on the railing and went back to his table. Kellie handed him a plain, brown paper shopping bag from Cub Food. 
 
    Marc went back to the witness stand and set it on the floor. He reached in it and pulled out a knife from the wood block. 
 
    Jennifer stood and objected but Marc quickly said, “I’m not offering this as proof of anything, your Honor. I merely want the lieutenant’s opinion about something.” 
 
    “Overruled, for now.” 
 
    “Lieutenant,” Marc said to make a clear record, “I’m showing you a knife set. Would you agree it matches the one you photographed in exhibit five?” 
 
    “Looks like it, yes.” 
 
    “Have you had the opportunity to personally view the knife that was removed from the victim’s chest?” 
 
    “Yes, I have.” 
 
    Marc removed the knife from the upper left-hand slot in the block of wood of the knife set he brought to court. He handed it to Jefferson and said, “Lieutenant, I am showing you the knife that was in the upper left-hand slot of the complete knife set I brought to court. Isn’t it true that this knife is an exact match of the knife used to murder Diana Crane, the one found stuck in her chest?” 
 
    “Yes, it looks like it.” 
 
    “Take a close look at the block of wood for the knife set of the one you’re holding. Could the knife you’re holding, the one that matches the one used on Diana Crane, fit in any other slot holding the knives in this set? Take your time.” 
 
    “No. This knife is too big for any other slot on the knife holder. But that doesn’t mean…” 
 
    “Thank you, Lieutenant,” Marc quickly said cutting off Jefferson’s explanation. 
 
    Marc took the knife from Jefferson and put it back. He removed the photos and went back to his table. 
 
    “I have no further questions of this witness, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Re-direct, Ms. Moore,” Wilson said. 
 
    “May I have a brief recess to confer with the witness?” 
 
    “No, you may not,” Wilson ruled. 
 
    “May I approach the witness?” 
 
    “Yes, you may,” Wilson ruled. 
 
    Jennifer picked up the photo Jefferson took in Parker’s kitchen. 
 
    “Lieutenant, I’m showing you state’s exhibit five, your photo of the knife set,” she said handing it to him. 
 
    “In the upper left-hand slot is a knife. Could it be a different knife than the one Mr. Kadella just showed you?” 
 
    “Certainly. The knife handles are the same size, but the blades are not. I did not pull each one of them out to check.” 
 
    “When you say all of them have the same handle, are you referring to the knives in the upper row?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “And a slot for one of those knives is empty, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. It’s that knife that is supposed to fit in the empty slot is the one in the larger slot.” 
 
    “Thank you, Lieutenant.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, re-cross?” 
 
    “Lieutenant Jefferson, you just testified, unequivocally, that the knife in the slot of the knife set, the photo you took that is now state’s exhibit five, the slot used by the large butcher knife, the knife in that slot when you took the photo of exhibit five, is not the knife that normally goes in that slot. Isn’t that true?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “I can have the court reporter read back your testimony. That’s what you said. Isn’t it? Yes or no?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I said.” 
 
    “When you took the picture, did you check to make sure that was correct?” 
 
    “No, I did not.” 
 
    “Isn’t it true that state’s exhibit one, the knife used to kill Diana Crane, does not appear to be missing from the photo you took of the knife set you found in Mr. Crane’s kitchen, state’s exhibit five, yes or no, Lieutenant?” 
 
    Jefferson hesitated for a moment then, almost reluctantly, admitted that was true.  
 
    “No more questions, your Honor,” Marc quickly said. Quit while you’re ahead. 
 
    “Ms. Moore?” Wilson asked.  
 
    “No questions, your Honor,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “You may step down, Lieutenant,” Judge Wilson said. 
 
    As Jefferson walked past Marc, he was smiling just a bit and scratching his chin with the middle finger of his left hand. Marc had to look down at the tabletop so the jury would not see him smile. 
 
      
 
    Gondeck stood up and asked to approach the bench. When they all got there, the judge asked. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “We’re out of witnesses for today. We were going to call the M.E. but he’s in another trial. Best guess is he won’t be available until three-thirty or four.” 
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    “Benny Shambhani. My apologies, your Hoor. He assured us he would be available.” 
 
    “Nine o’clock tomorrow morning. Have a witness in that chair.” 
 
    “We’ll adjourn until nine A.M. tomorrow,” Wilson announced. 
 
      
 
    While Parker was being led away and the gallery was emptying, Marc and Kellie––Jeff was absent––were packing up. 
 
    “That was awesome! You were able to cast doubt on the knife that killed Diana came from Parker’s kitchen. Did we just win?” Kellie said. 
 
    “No,” Marc chuckled. “They’ll bring someone in from the knife company to testify you can buy those knives as singles all over town. Our counter will be, why buy the same knife?  
 
    “A lot of this is emotional. We’ll see how much this jury hates Parker. Or me.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marc, with Kellie coming up the stairs right behind him, arrived back at the office to find Conrad missing. Carvelli, Maddy and Connie were in the conference room waiting for Conrad, surprised to see Marc. 
 
    “No testimony this afternoon?” Maddy asked when Marc entered the room. 
 
    “No, they wanted to call the medical examiner, but he was in another trial. Where’s Conrad?” 
 
    “He went to get the right equipment,” Carvelli said. “Come on, I’ll show you what he has in mind.” 
 
    Following Carvelli they all went into Marc’s office. Carvelli stooped down in the corner near the empty office next door; the office that Connie was going to rebuild to expand their office. 
 
    “It’s simple,” Carvelli said as Marc knelt down next to him. “He’ll punch a hole through here,” he pointed, “and run the line next door. He’ll set up the recording equipment in there.” 
 
    “Why doesn’t he set it up in here?” Marc asked. 
 
    “In case the people who hired him want to send someone…” Maddy started to say. 
 
    “Like their cop, John Derks,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “…to check it out,” Maddy said. 
 
    "I gave Conrad a key to next door so he can come and go as he needs to,” Connie said. 
 
    By now Marc and Carvelli were standing. Marc asked Carvelli, “What about this John Derks? What are you going to do about him?” 
 
    “He’s history. I’ll give him the choice of saving his pension by resigning or I go to Internal Affairs.” 
 
    “You know that pretty much sucks,” Maddy said. “He’s a cop for sale and you’re gonna let him save his pension. That sucks. My dad earned his pension and never took a dime. He hated cops like that.” 
 
    “I never took a dime either,” Carvelli said getting a little hot under the collar. 
 
    “Let’s not do this,” Connie said. “Tony, you do what you think is right.” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart,” Carvelli said to Maddy. “I know John and on the whole, he’s been a good cop. I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “So was Jake, until he wasn’t,” Marc reminded him. 
 
    “And he paid for it,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Like the man he is,” Maddy added. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *    *    *    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Conrad said to Marc and Carvelli. Conrad placed his tools back in his bag, stood up and brushed his knees off. “I just have to go next door and plug it in. It’s voice activated. All you have to do is start talking and it records.” 
 
    “That must be what voice activated means,” Carvelli told Marc. 
 
    “I always wondered,” Marc replied. 
 
    Marc and Carvelli were sitting in the client chairs while Conrad set up the listening device. Maddy sat in Marc’s executive chair behind his desk. 
 
    “You two are a riot,” Conrad said. 
 
    “Conrad,” Maddy said, “they were serious.” 
 
    “That makes sense,” Conrad said. 
 
    “Is there any way I can shut it off?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I don’t think you’ll want to do that. Leave it on while you’re here. If you shut it off, you may get long gaps. You will sometimes anyway when you’re not here. But if you shut it off, it may cause whoever gets the recordings think you know about it,” Conrad said. “Remember that it’s here and watch what you say.” 
 
    “I have an idea,” Carvelli said. “Maybe you and Maddy could you know, get a little passionate in here.” 
 
    “That would give them something to listen to,” Maddy laughed. 
 
    “No kidding,” Marc said. “I left the window open the other night. Half the neighborhood was lined up applauding,” Marc said. 
 
    The laughter was heard through the door. Connie opened it to see what happened and found Maddy covering her beet-red face and laughing hysterically. 
 
    “What?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Marc embarrassed Maddy. I didn’t think that was possible,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Shut up, Tony,” Maddy said. She took a deep breath then told Connie, “I’ll tell you later.” 
 
    “You know,” Carvelli said. “I do have an idea.” 
 
    “Another one? That’s about the third one this month,” Maddy said. 
 
    Carvelli’s shoulders slumped, he looked down, shook his head and said, “It must be my fault. I keep coming back for this.” 
 
    Maddy stood up, walked around the table, bent down and kissed him on the cheek then said, “If I didn’t like you, I wouldn’t tease you, remember?” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    While Maddy returned to her chair Carvelli said, “How about I let Conrad wire me. Then I’ll go find John Derks and see if I can get an admission.” 
 
    “Won’t he see that coming?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Do you know where to find him?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I know a couple places to look for him. One place in particular. There’s a bar on Fourth Street about half a block from the Old Courthouse. Patsy’s. It’s pretty much a cop bar after the first shift. If not there, there’s another place on Twenty-Seventh and Hennepin.” 
 
    “What if he smells it and gets up and leaves?” Marc asked.  
 
    “Then he does,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “You will have tipped him off,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Go right after him,” Maddy said. “Don’t even make small talk with him. Just find a place that’s quiet, a booth or table then look him in the eye and tell him you know he hired Conrad to wire a lawyer’s office. If he wants to save his pension, he tells you who hired him. Then tell him he’s done, as a cop. Put in his papers, now.” 
 
    They all looked at each other for a minute then Carvelli said, “I think she’s right. Why screw around with him?” 
 
    “And if he asks you if you’re wired, tell him yes. That question on a recording, by itself, would be enough for Internal Affairs to nail his ass,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Probably. They would sure as hell want to know why he would ask that if he was innocent,” Marc said. 
 
    Carvelli looked at his watch and said, “Now’s a good time. Conrad, you got the stuff to wire me?” 
 
    “Yeah, in the van. I’ll get it,” Conrad answered. 
 
    “I’m gonna call Sorenson and see if he’ll back me up. You’re too obvious,” Carvelli said when he saw Maddy was about to jump up. 
 
      
 
    Dan Sorenson was driving his car with Carvelli and the recording equipment. He parked almost a block away. As they started to exit the car, Carvelli stopped him.  
 
    “Let me get in there. I’ll set my phone to buzz. You wait here and see if you can hear me in there. Depends on how crowded and noisy it is. I’ll say hello to someone. If you hear it okay, call me and make my phone vibrate.” 
 
    “Don’t carry the phone in your pants. The vibration gets you too excited,” Sorenson said. 
 
    “I’ll try to remember that,” Carvelli said as he got out of the car. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, Sorenson heard Carvelli clearly talking to a detective they both knew. 
 
    “You see John Derks?” 
 
    “Yeah, I just saw him a minute ago. He was walking toward the can.” 
 
    “Thanks, Bob,” Carvelli said. 
 
    As he walked away, he felt his phone buzz. He stopped and ordered a beer from the bartender while watching the Men’s room door. Before Carvelli got to the Men’s room, Sorenson was coming in the front. A second before Carvelli reached the Men’s room door, Derks came out. 
 
    “Hey, John,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “Tony. What’s new?” 
 
    “I got some information for you. Let’s grab this booth,” Carvelli said pointing at an empty booth to his right. 
 
    Sorenson took a seat next to a pair of patrol officers. They were both young guys and Sorenson didn’t know them. His seat gave him a clear line of sight to Carvelli. Just in case something went wrong. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli had a glass of beer, Derks a whiskey with a chaser. Both men slid onto opposite bench seats in the booth. While Derks tossed down the shot, Carvelli spoke. 
 
    “Who paid you to have Conrad Hilton wire a lawyer’s office, John?” 
 
    “What? Kiss my ass, Carvelli. I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Derks started to slide out of the booth. Carvelli jammed his right foot against the seat to stop him. 
 
    “Keep your hands on the table,” Carvelli said. Carvelli had his right hand inside his leather jacket while he stared at Derks. 
 
    By now Derks had a serious, worried look on his face and his eyes were darting around looking for help. 
 
    “I don’t know…” Derks started to say. 
 
    “Stop it!” Carvelli snarled, leaning forward, his hand still inside his coat. “You did it. I know you did it and you know you did it.” 
 
    “You wired?” 
 
    “Yep. And that question alone will get you convicted with IA. Here’s the deal. It’s a one-time offer only. I want to know who sent you to have the lawyer’s office wired.” 
 
    “What’s it to you?” 
 
    “You tell me who it is,” Carvelli said ignoring the question, “and I’ll let you put in your papers, tomorrow. You keep your pension, but you’re done shaking down high school kids with a half-ounce of weed in their pocket. Keep your hands on the table, John.” 
 
    Carvelli had seen him coming and almost smiled when Dan Sorenson plopped down next to Derks. Sorenson set his beer down and said, “Hi guys, what’s up?” 
 
    “Get lost, Sorenson,” Derks snarled. 
 
    “Hey John, is that any way to talk to the only guest at your retirement party?” 
 
    “You’re done as a cop,” Carvelli said. “You tell me, right now, who paid you to find Conrad, or I take the tape to IA.” 
 
    “That sonofabitch, Conrad. When I get my hands on him…” 
 
    “Whoa, John. That sounds like a threat you just recorded,” Sorenson said. 
 
    Derks looked back and forth at his two antagonists, Carvelli still with his hand inside his coat. He finished his beer chaser, set the empty glass on the table then said, “I want it on the recording from both of you. You’ll let me retire and keep my pension if I tell you. I want you to use your name for the recording and say it.” 
 
    They both did exactly that, for the record agreed to let Derks retire if he gave them who it was that hired him. 
 
    “Now you’re on the record. If you renege, it’s obstruction of justice.” 
 
    “Yep. Now, who?” 
 
    “Burt Chayson,” Derks said. 
 
    Carvelli looked at Sorenson and said, “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” 
 
    He looked back at Derks and said, “Tomorrow, John. Tomorrow. And if you ever bother Conrad, me and you are gonna have a serious talk. And don’t think about getting somebody else to do it either. You’re a dirty cop, a disgrace and don’t forget it.” 
 
    “And you two are so goddamn pure…” Derks started to say. 
 
    “The only thing I ever took was a cup of coffee,” Sorenson quickly said.   
 
    “Me, too,” Carvelli said. “You want to report us? Go ahead.” 
 
      
 
    Sorenson let Derks leave then sat down again and said, “And maybe an occasional slice of pizza.” 
 
    “I always figured that as part of the pay,” Carvelli said.  
 
    “Hey, is the recorder still on?” Sorenson asked. 
 
    “Oops,” Carvelli said.  
 
    “Let’s go. We’ll have to fix that last part.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Do you really believe him? Do you believe it’s Burt Chayson?” Connie asked Carvelli. 
 
    They were sitting around the office conference room table; Marc, Maddy, Carvelli and Dan Sorenson. They had just finished listening to the recording of Carvelli’s conversation with John Derks, now a former MPD detective. 
 
    “It’s certainly something he would do. But he would always use a cut out to cover himself,” Carvelli answered. 
 
    “What do you think, Dan?” Maddy asked Sorenson. “You were there. Was Derks telling the truth?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think he was. Tony had him by the balls, um, had him cornered. Sorry. He was trapped and he knew it.” Sorenson answered. 
 
    “And if I find out he’s lying. I’m going straight to IA,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “So, now what? What do we feed this guy, Chayson?” Marc asked. 
 
    “He’s not working alone,” Carvelli said. “He’s got others with him.” 
 
    “At least one, Walter Franze,” Maddy said. 
 
    “And probably some of these other men on Diana’s customer list. They’re pretty worried about the subpoenas Marc had served on them,” Connie said. 
 
    “You think they’re just worried about the embarrassment of this coming out?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you be?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Him, embarrassed?” Maddy said. 
 
    “Okay, so maybe you’re not the best example. Someone in their position.” Connie said. 
 
    “You want to try to find out who else is in on it?” Sorenson asked Marc. 
 
    “Leave it alone for now. We may be able to figure it out.” 
 
    “I know what we can do,” Maddy said. “We’ll make Chayson think one or two of Diana’s customers are talking to us. Feeding us information about them.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Marc said. “Leak it that we’re being told other sex quirks these guys have and we’re gonna use that to form reasonable doubt. That some of these guys have motives to shut up Diana.” 
 
    “And money enough to pay someone to frame Parker,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re on the dark side,” Sorenson said looking at Carvelli. “Helping a defense lawyer con a jury into getting his client off.” 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah,” Marc said waving an index finger. “Innocent until proven guilty.” 
 
    “You gotta admit, it is kind of interesting,” Carvelli told Sorenson. 
 
    “You’re right. Besides, these guys are scumbags, too.” 
 
    “You ready for tomorrow?” Maddy asked Marc. 
 
    “Yeah. Besides, there’s not much for me to cross the M.E. about. ‘Are you sure beyond a reasonable doubt it was the fourteen stab wounds that killed her?’ That probably won’t get me far.” 
 
    “Let’s go home,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Are you two officially living together?” Sorenson asked. 
 
    “She still has her apartment. Still not quite sure she wants to commit,” Marc said. 
 
    “The lease is up next month. I’ve tried subletting, but so far no takers,” Maddy said. 
 
    “You’re breaking a lot of hearts,” Sorenson said. 
 
    “Tell them to send me financial statements. It’s not a done deal yet,” Maddy said. 
 
    “What have I gotten myself into?” Marc asked. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, without telling Marc why, Maddy left early. Marc arrived at the Government Center and by coincidence, found himself in line for parking behind Kellie Johnson. He followed her down inside the Center’s ramp and the two of them parked together. 
 
    “Good morning,” Marc said to her. 
 
    “Anything interesting happen last night after I left?” Kellie asked. 
 
    “Well, yeah. I’ll fill you in later,” Marc replied while pushing the elevator button. 
 
    While riding up to the second floor in the crowded car, Marc said, “Keep track of your mileage and your parking expense. I meant to tell you this before. I’ll make sure you get reimbursed. Or, you can give it to Connie or Carolyn.” 
 
    “Okay. Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    When they entered the courtroom, it was 8:20 and the room was already half full. The second and third rows behind the prosecution were reserved for media. Even those were on a first come basis. 
 
    In the front row behind the defense table was an unusual sight. Maddy was sitting in the aisle seat. She had placed reserved signs on the three seats next to her. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Marc asked. 
 
    Maddy looked up and said, “Oh, hey, hi. Morning Kellie.” 
 
    “Are these yours?” Marc asked referring to the reserved seats. 
 
    “Yeah, I have some special guests coming.” 
 
    “Better not let Shonda, Wilson’s clerk see it,” Marc whispered. 
 
    “She okayed it,” Maddy said. 
 
    Shonda was actually sitting at her seat next to the judge’s chair, trying to ignore them. By now, Marc and Kellie were at their table. 
 
    “How much did she bribe you?” Marc asked Shonda. 
 
    “Not enough, but she’s such a doll, how could I refuse? You’re overreaching, by the way,” Shonda said. 
 
    “I know. Everybody reminds me.” 
 
    “No, he isn’t,” Maddie said. 
 
    “So, who are the lucky guests, never mind, I think I know,” Marc said to Maddie. “She’s bringing the girls?” 
 
    “Yes. They’ll be here soon.” 
 
      
 
    Marc and Kellie set up the defense table then rolled their chairs back to the bar. They chatted with each other, then at 8:45 Gondeck and Jennifer came in. Gondeck even said good morning to Marc then looked at the reserved seat signs. 
 
    “Who? What?” he asked. 
 
    “I have nothing to do with it,” Marc protested. 
 
    Gondeck looked at Shonda who said, “Mr. Gondeck, mind your business.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. 
 
    A few minutes later a well-dressed, elegant woman entered followed by two beautiful, twin sisters. Vivian Donahue, the legal guardian of the two sisters, walked up to Maddy and gave her a hug. 
 
    “You saved us good seats. Thank you. Come on girls, take a seat. They’ll be starting soon.” 
 
    The girls were identical twins with long, almost silk-like, black hair. Their skin was a permanent tan and they had dark, oval eyes. The twins took the two seats in-between Maddy and Vivian. 
 
    “Hi, Marc,” one of the girls said while she sat down. 
 
    “Hi, Abia?” Marc tentatively said. 
 
    “Close,” she said flashing a dazzling smile, “I’m Salma.” 
 
    “Hi Marc,” the other one said. “I’m…” 
 
    “Abia,” Marc said. “See how I figured that out.” 
 
    “Nothing gets by him,” Maddy said to Abia. 
 
    The girls were wards of Vivian Donahue, possibly the richest woman in Minnesota. They were Persian from Iran, who had been kidnapped, sold into slavery and rescued by Maddy Rivers. They were escaping from Iran and trying to get into the U.S. Their parents died and the girls were kidnapped and auctioned off into the sex slave business.  
 
    “Can you tell them apart?” Marc asked Vivian. 
 
    “Yes, they don’t think so and try to play games, but they each have little mannerisms that I can tell them by.” 
 
    “This is so exciting,” Salma said. “Americans have open trials where anyone can watch.” 
 
    “Don’t get too excited,” Marc said. “A lot of it is pretty boring.” 
 
    “Not watching you, it won’t be,” Abia said with a wink and a smile. 
 
    “Oh, good grief,” Maddy said. “That went right to his head.” 
 
    “I’m afraid they’re becoming Americanized,” Vivian said. 
 
    “The judge would like a minute with the lawyers,” they heard Shonda say. 
 
    When the three of them were back in the hallway, Gondeck asked Marc, “Are those the two kidnapped girls Maddy saved last year?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s them,” Marc said. 
 
    “They’re stunning,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Persian women,” Marc said. “And after all they’ve been through, they’re turning out to be pretty normal teenage girls.” 
 
    “That’s scary,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “No kidding,” Gondeck added. “I have two of my own.” 
 
    “Do you have your witnesses lined up today, Mr. Gondeck?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor. I apologize for that.” 
 
    “These things happen. Try not to let it happen again. Anything else?” 
 
    “There’s too much distraction in the courtroom,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you know who Vivian Donahue is, your Honor?” Marc asked. 
 
    “I met her, once.” 
 
    “She’s here with the twin girls of whom she is the guardian. My fiancé, Maddy Rivers, rescued them from sex slave kidnappers….” 
 
    “I remember that,” Wilson said. “That was your fiancé who did that?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Bring them back. I’d love to meet them. Would they like that?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I’m sure they’ll be thrilled,” Marc said. “I’ll get them.” 
 
    “We’ll wait for you,” Gondeck said. 
 
      
 
    Marc went into the courtroom and waved them to come back. All four of them came forward. Marc told Shonda what was going on and she agreed to watch their seats. 
 
    They spent fifteen minutes back in chambers chatting with the judge. As they were leaving, Vivian, ever gracious, very pleasantly thanked Judge Wilson. 
 
    “Meeting a real judge and witnessing a trial will be good for their education about a free America after growing up in Iran,” Vivian said. 
 
    “I can’t imagine what they’ve been through,” Wilson said. 
 
    “A lot. And they’re turning into American teenagers.” 
 
    “Beautiful, too. Good luck with that,” Judge Wilson said with a smile. 
 
    “I get a lot of help from a granddaughter when she’s not in school. Thank you, again, your Honor,” Vivian said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FORTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “The state calls Buraid Shambhani, your Honor,” Gondeck announced. 
 
    It was now Thursday, April twenty-second, the fourth day of testimony. Dr. Buraid Shambhani, Dr. Benny or just Benny to those who knew him. Dr. Benny was both the medical examiner at the scene and the pathologist who performed the autopsy. Marc had tried to prevent his testimony by stipulating that the cause of death was multiple stab wounds. Gondeck would have none of it and neither would Judge Wilson. There were some very gruesome photos coming in. 
 
    The photos were, as always, serious items of dispute. Between the crime scene and the autopsy, the state had fifty photos to present. Wilson whittled it down to five. Three from the crime scene and two autopsy photos. Dr. Benny had not personally taken the pictures of Diana in the car at the crime scene. To save a little time, Marc agreed to allow the doctor to identify them. 
 
    Despite his youthful appearance, Dr. Benny was in his mid-forties. He had been with the Hennepin County Medical examiner’s office for eight years. Prior to that, he was at the Mayo Clinic Pathology lab right out of Northwestern University School of Medicine. Because of his schooling, his work at Mayo, Hennepin County and the research papers he had authored, Dr. Benny’s credentials were excellent. It took Gondeck a half-hour to get through them. Plus, Dr. Benny was a talkative witness. He clearly liked to testify. 
 
    Fortunately, with such a clear and obvious cause of death, it only took another hour for Dr. Benny to pronounce the C.O.D. Using the photos put up on the TV monitors and an outline of a female body on an easel, Dr. Benny had to unnecessarily describe every stab wound. 
 
    The outline of the body on the easel was the upper half of the body of a woman and almost life size. For each separate stab wound, Dr. Benny had it marked on a piece of clear plastic folded over the back of the easel. He would bring the plastic sheet over the front to line up with the outline of the body. Each plastic sheet would have one stab wound placed exactly where it entered Diana. Dr. Benny did this for all fourteen while explaining the damage each stabbing caused. 
 
    All the while he was doing this, there was a large screen, High-Def TV in front of the jury. On it was state’s exhibit nine. This was a nude photo of Diana from the waist up, lying on the examination table. Dr. Benny would also point out each wound on the real body on the TV screen. By the time he finished explaining the stab wounds, half of the jury was yawning. 
 
    “Is this a good time for a break?” Wilson asked Gondeck. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Parker needed the restroom. As he was leaving, Marc turned around to talk to Vivian and the girls. 
 
    “Well, um, it is interesting,” Abia said. 
 
    “But he goes on and on,” Salma added. 
 
    “This stuff can get boring,” Marc agreed. He stood up, placed his hands against the small of his back and stretched. 
 
    Vivian also stood and Marc said to Maddy, “Why don’t you take them out and let them walk around a bit.” 
 
    Maddy asked, “Do you need the bathroom?” 
 
    “Yes!” They both said. 
 
    “When you come back, what you’re about to see will be a little more interesting,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    “Doctor, I’m showing you three photos that have been marked for identification as state’s exhibits, 7, 8 and 9. Do you recognize them?” Gondeck asked. He was in front of the witness and handed him the 8 X 10 photos. 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Tell the jury please, what is state’s exhibit seven?” Gondeck asked now back at his table. 
 
    A slight gasp went up when exhibit seven was put up on the TV monitors. 
 
    “It is a photo of the deceased, Diana Crane, still sitting in the front seat of her car the morning after she was killed. This photo was taken from the left-hand side of the car with the door open.” 
 
    As bloody as this one was, the next one was worse. 
 
    “Doctor, the next photo marked for identification as state’s exhibit eight. Do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Tell the jury what state’s exhibit eight is, please, Doctor.” 
 
    Exhibit eight was put up on the TVs. Although it was even a more graphic photo of Diana, the shock was gone. 
 
    “It is a photo of the deceased still in her car taken through the passenger door window of the car. This photo is a better shot of how bloody…” 
 
    “Objection, your Honor,” Marc stood and said, “Nonresponsive and the witness is telling the jury what they should conclude.” 
 
    “Sustained,” Wilson said.  
 
    “The third photo, marked for identification as state’s exhibit nine, do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes. It is a close-up photo of the body from the right-hand side of the car, this time with the door open.” 
 
    Gondeck stood up and with a pointer, tapped the TV with the photo of exhibit nine now on it. 
 
    “Doctor, state’s exhibit nine is on the TV monitor and I am pointing at a particular object. Do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes, it is the knife that she was stabbed with.” 
 
    “Is it stuck in her body?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Dr. Benny said. “The assailant stabbed her in the sternum and somehow bent the knife. He must have had trouble pulling it out.” 
 
    The last part was objectionable as speculation, but Marc let it go. Besides, Benny was probably going to testify about how much trouble he had removing the knife. 
 
    Gondeck walked back to the table and picked up the knife. He carried it up to Dr. Benny and handed it to him. He then went through the same questions getting it identified as the knife that killed Diana Crane. 
 
    When he finished that, he asked the court for permission to enter the photos and knife into evidence. Wilson asked Marc if he had any objections. Marc did object, mostly for the record, that the photos were not probative of the issue of guilt or innocence and highly prejudicial. Of course, they were both, but Wilson ruled in favor of the prosecution anyway.  
 
    Gondeck showed all of the exhibits to the jury. He gave them to the foreman who passed them around. Tedious, boring, but necessary to build an accurate trial record. 
 
    When Gondeck returned to his table he asked, “Doctor, did you personally take the photos that are exhibits seven, eight and nine?” 
 
    “No, I did not. They were taken by a police crime scene photographer.” 
 
    “A moment, before I continue, please, your Honor,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    Gondeck wheeled his chair around to the railing behind himself. He leaned over it to talk to Diana’s mother and father. 
 
    “I think you should go out in the hall now,” he whispered. “I have to put up an autopsy photo. I really don’t think you’ll want to see this.” 
 
    “You’re right. We’ll wait in the hall,” her father said. 
 
    “In fact, I think all of you should go,” he said to the two sons and Diana’s sister. 
 
    Knowing what he was up to, Wilson patiently waited for the family to leave. When they were gone, she asked if he was ready. 
 
    The autopsy photo went up on the screen. It was a shot of Diana from her waist up lying on the stainless-steel table. The Y incision had been made in her abdomen and the skin pulled back exposing the internal organs. Her face was also clearly visible. 
 
    Having seen the photo, in fact having a copy of it, Marc knew what was coming. He watched the reaction of the jury and saw what he expected. Nothing helpful to the defense. 
 
    Gondeck handed Benny an 8 X 10 of the same photo. He asked the usual identifying questions then told him to step down and use the pointer. 
 
    “Dr. Shambhani, please, one-by-one, using the pointer explain to the jury the damage done to the victim’s internal organs by each stab wound.” 
 
    “Objection, your Honor,” Marc stood and said, “Unnecessary, irrelevant and asked and answered. He did this with the easel board.” 
 
    “I agree, move on,” Wilson said. 
 
    “In fact, I object to allowing state’s exhibit ten to be admitted at all as highly prejudicial with no probative value at all. May I voir dire the witness?” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “Dr. Shambhani, which one of the fourteen stab wounds caused her death?” 
 
    “Um, well none in particular.” 
 
    “Isn’t it true, based on your autopsy report, that she bled to death.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s correct.” 
 
    “Would you say that going through the gruesome business of identifying damaged internal organs will help the jury understand the cause of death better than simply saying she was stabbed fourteen times then bled to death?” 
 
    “No, probably not.” 
 
    “In your opinion, would viewing state’s ten help them?” 
 
    “Probably not, no.” 
 
    “Move to strike state’s exhibit ten, in its entirety, your Honor.” 
 
    “May we approach?” Gondeck said as he started walking toward the bench. 
 
    “Your Honor, he already stipulated to allowing exhibit ten into evidence.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t,” Marc quickly said. “It was decided before I had a chance to say a word.” 
 
    “Then he should’ve objected…” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “…at the time.” 
 
    “It had already been decided. It has zero probative value, your Honor. Plus, they’ve already seen it. They don’t need it during deliberations.” 
 
    “Go back,” Wilson said. She waited until they had returned to their tables then told the jury, “The state’s exhibit marked for identification as number ten is disallowed. You will take no notice of it or allow it into your deliberations. Mr. Gondeck get it off the monitors. 
 
    “I realize once you’ve seen it that it is difficult to ignore. But you must. That photo offers nothing in the way of proof. The reason for that is it is a photo of the deceased’s internal organs. Nothing that damaged any of them was the direct cause of her death.” 
 
    Gondeck next went through the ritual of identifying and entering Dr. Benny’s autopsy report. 
 
    “Based on your expertise, Doctor, what caused the death of Diana Crane?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “She bled to death.” 
 
    “Again, in your expert medical opinion, was the fact that she bled to death the result of being stabbed fourteen times?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely.” 
 
    Gondeck looked at Judge Wilson and started to say, “I have no further… oh, sorry, your Honor. One more question. 
 
    “Was Diana Crane still alive when the knife got stuck in her sternum?” 
 
    “Yes, and it is my opinion she was still conscious and in enormous pain.” 
 
    “Nothing further.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella,” Judge Wilson said. 
 
    “Dr. Shambhani, I noticed in your autopsy report, specifically the toxicology portion of it, there was found in Mrs. Crane’s blood, cocaine, alcohol and marijuana. Is…” 
 
    “Objection. Irrelevant. The victim is not on trial.” 
 
    “Overruled. You may finish the question and the doctor will answer it. 
 
    “Is there some reason you were trying to keep this from the jury?” 
 
    “Objection, argumentative,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Sustained.” 
 
    “I’ll rephrase your Honor. Why didn’t this come out in your direct examination?” 
 
    Gondeck stood to object again but was stopped when Wilson held up a hand. 
 
    “That’s a good one,” she said. 
 
    “Um, I, ah, don’t know. I wasn’t asked,” he said making the statement sound like a question. 
 
    “Who, in your medical opinion attacked Diana Crane?” 
 
    “Someone who is left-handed, I am told your client is left-handed.” 
 
    “That is an objectionable answer, but I’ll deal with it. Yes, Mr. Crane is left hand dominant. However, the way Mrs. Crane was sitting in her car, whoever attacked her had to use their left hand because the back of the driver’s seat would have prevented someone from using their right hand, isn’t that true, Doctor?” 
 
    “Yes, yes I can see your point.” 
 
    “So, you cannot say for sure that a left-hand dominant person stabbed her at all, isn’t that true?” 
 
    “Yes, I guess so.” 
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    “All rise,” the deputy announced. 
 
    The jury was in place and Judge Wilson came out a back door. When she sat down, she allowed everyone to take their seat. 
 
    “The state may call its next witness,” Wilson said. 
 
    Gondeck stood and said, “The state calls Christopher Jayden, your Honor.” 
 
    A moment later, Parker’s good friend and partner was led in. He made his way to the front of the courtroom, was sworn and took the witness chair. 
 
    Gondeck tossed him a few easy questions to get him started. State your name, business, relationship to Parker etc. 
 
    “How long have you known Mr. Crane?” 
 
    “Nine plus years,” Jayden said. 
 
    “Are you friends or just business associates?” 
 
    “No, we’re also good friends.” 
 
    “Did you socialize with him?” 
 
    “Sure. Fairly often.” 
 
    “After work, stop for a drink?” 
 
    “Occasionally, not every night.” 
 
    “Did he ever complain about his marriage?” 
 
    “Who doesn’t?” Jayden said. 
 
    “Nonresponsive,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “You want to know if he talked about a divorce. Yes, he did,” Jayden said, the last part he said with a resigned look at Parker and with a shrug he said, “I have to be honest.” 
 
    Parker’s only response was a weak smile as if he understood. 
 
    “What things did he say about a divorce? Was he happy? Looking forward to it?” 
 
    Objectionable as a compound question, but Marc let it slide. 
 
    “He mostly just complained about her infidelity and what a divorce would cost.” 
 
    “Speaking of infidelity, to your knowledge did Parker Crane ever have extramarital relations, sexual relations, with other women?” 
 
    Looking and sounding reluctant to answer, Jayden leaned forward and quietly said, “Yes,” into the microphone. 
 
    “How many times?” 
 
    “I don’t know, it wasn’t up to me to watch over him.” 
 
     “More than one?” 
 
    “Possibly, probably, I don’t know.” 
 
    “More than five, ten? 
 
    “Your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “Don’t answer that,” Wilson quickly said. “Move on counselor.” 
 
    “Did he know how much a divorce would cost?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “I don’t know if he did or not. He never said specifically.” 
 
    Here it comes, Marc thought. 
 
    “Did he ever say anything about killing his wife?” 
 
    “Who hasn’t? No one really means it,” Jayden quickly said. 
 
    A frustrated looking Gondeck asked Judge Wilson, “May I treat the witness as hostile?” 
 
    “Objection your Honor. This witness has been very cooperative. Mr. Gondeck has no need to ask a leading question. Some of them have been too close anyway.” 
 
    “He’s right. Denied,” Wilson said. 
 
    “On the afternoon of last December twentieth, where were you?” 
 
    “I was hosting a party, sort of a holiday party, at a suite in U.S. Bank Stadium. The firm rented a suite and we had about thirty guests for a Vikings, Packers football game.” 
 
    “Was the defendant there?” 
 
    “He was.” 
 
    “Anyone else relevant to these proceedings?” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Kadella. Mr. Crane’s lawyer was also there, as a guest.” 
 
    “During the halftime of the game, did you spend any time with the defendant?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Please explain that to the jury.” 
 
    Caving into the questioning, knowing he was going to be made to say it, Jayden said, “I saw him, Parker, sitting off by themselves, with Mr. Kadella. They looked to be simply chatting. I walked over to them just in time to overhear Parker say something like, “I’d be better off if I killed her or something close to that.” 
 
    “Nothing further,” Gondeck quickly said stopping Jayden from explaining. 
 
    “Your Honor, I’d like a meeting in chambers,” Gondeck asked. “And I would like this to be on the record.” 
 
    “Very well, fifteen minutes.” 
 
      
 
    The lawyers followed Wilson back into her chambers. They found chairs while the court reporter set up. 
 
    When he indicated he was ready, Wilson said, “Okay, Mr. Gondeck, you wanted this. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “The state requests that Marc Kadella be removed as defendant’s lawyer, immediately.” 
 
    “What? Why?” Marc almost yelled. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella, I’ll ask the questions. But it is the question,” Wilson said. 
 
    “He clearly had knowledge of Mr. Crane’s decision to commit a crime and did nothing about it.” 
 
    Marc actually laughed and said, “Judge, if every divorce lawyer who heard a frustrated client say something like that, they would be awfully busy making those reports to the police.” 
 
    “He has a point, Mr. Gondeck,” Wilson said. She looked back at Marc and asked, “Did you think that he might do it?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Marc said. “And you haven’t proven he did,” he said to Gondeck. 
 
    “I may still file a complaint with the office of professional responsibility,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “No, you won’t, you’re not that sleazy and we both know it.” 
 
    “Your decision, Judge?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “Denied. Now get out of here. I’ll be out in a minute,” Wilson said. 
 
    As they were walking down the back hall toward the courtroom door, Marc asked, “What was that about?” 
 
    “I just thought I’d mess with you. You guys do it enough. Thought I’d give it a try,” Gondeck replied. 
 
    “You won. My heart did skip a couple beats. Were you in on this?” Marc asked Jennifer. 
 
    “Don’t drag me into your ‘mine’s bigger than your’s’ silly games,” she said. 
 
    “We could always ask your wife, Steve,” Marc said which caused both Gondeck and Jennifer to laugh. 
 
      
 
    Marc’s first question on cross examination was, “Mr. Jayden, when you overheard Parker Crane say, ‘I’m better off killing her’ or words to that effect, did you think he was serious?” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, first of all, I can’t believe he would say something like that in front of you. He also, very quickly said he didn’t mean it when he knew I overheard it. And, I’ve known Parker for years. He was frustrated with their marriage but would never hurt Diana.” 
 
    “Did you know Diana?” 
 
    “Sure, she was my partner’s wife. So, yeah, of course I knew her.” 
 
    “Did she ever mention to you anything about Parker abusing her physically?” 
 
    “No, of course not. Why would she tell me?” 
 
    “Because you had an affair with her for a couple of months last fall, didn’t you?” 
 
    “What, no, what are you talking about?” 
 
    Marc held up a small stack of papers and said, “I have yours and her phone records for the months of October, November and December from last year. These alone show more than one hundred calls between the two of you during that time, some of them rather lengthy calls. Let me remind you, you’re under oath. Isn’t it true you were having an affair with Diana Crane until the middle of December, yes or no?” 
 
    After a long pause, he meekly answered, “Yes.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Gondeck said as he stood. 
 
    “I’m going to allow it,” Wilson quickly said. “You brought up the marital infidelities.” 
 
    “And she broke it off, didn’t she? You’re under oath, Mr. Jayden,” Marc quickly added. 
 
    Jayden’s shoulders slumped again, and he answered, “Yes.” 
 
    “In fact, it was December ninth when she broke it off, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “How do you know….” 
 
    “She stopped calling you, but you continued to call her up to and including the day she was murdered. You called her at exactly five forty-two that day. The call lasted almost six minutes. 
 
    “You were in love with her, weren’t you?” 
 
    “I, ah…” 
 
    “Parker knows, it’s okay. You can admit it.” 
 
    “Yes, I was.” 
 
    Marc held up another document and asked for permission to approach the witness. Wilson granted it and Marc walked up to Jayden. 
 
    Marc handed it to Jayden and went through the routine of identifying it for the record.  
 
    “Defense Exhibit A is a copy of the partnership agreement for Norland Financial. You are the senior partner of Norland, are you not?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jayden acknowledged, glad to be off the subject of Diana Crane. 
 
    “On page two, it lists the partners and their ownership interest, is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes, it does.” 
 
    “Objection,” Gondeck said. “Goes beyond the scope of the direct examination.” 
 
    “They brought up the partnership plus it goes to credibility and,” here Marc paused and with a serious expression said, “motive.” 
 
    “Overruled.” 
 
    “Your share of ownership is thirty percent correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Parker Crane owned twenty percent and five others each owned ten percent, is that what is in the partnership agreement?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. I invested more in it.” 
 
    “Good for you,” Marc sincerely said. “But please let me ask the questions.” 
 
    “On page four, there is a long section highlighted. Rather than have you read it, I’ll paraphrase it since it is full of legal mumbo jumbo that took me three times to read it before I figured it out. 
 
    “Essentially it is a section concerning what happens if a partner dies or becomes incapacitated, correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “If a partner dies, the Key Man insurance policy the company has for each partner is used to pay the partner’s heirs?” 
 
    “Yes, that is correct.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Gondeck stood up and said, “Where is he going with this and how is it relevant to this case?” 
 
    “Just about to make that clear,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Please do,” Wilson said. 
 
    “But,” he continued standing in front of the witness, “if a partner becomes incapacitated, his or her shares revert back to the business and there is no buy out provision, true?” 
 
    “Yes. We didn’t…” 
 
    “And the shares of that partner are to be distributed to the remaining partners in the amount each shareholder holds. For example, if Diana Crane died, and Parker Crane went to prison for life, he would be incapacitated, and you would receive thirty percent of his twenty percent stake in the company. An additional six percent. Isn’t that true?” 
 
    “Yes, it is but…” 
 
    “Did you have an audit done last summer for the SEC regulations?” 
 
    “Yes, we did.” 
 
    “And isn’t it true that the audit found the value of Norland Financial to be in excess of twelve million dollars?” 
 
    “On paper, but…” 
 
    “Thirty-percent of that would be three million, nine hundred thousand dollars but thirty-six percent would be four million six hundred and eighty thousand dollars. You would increase your wealth by almost three quarters of a million dollars if Parker Crane goes to prison, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “I guess so,” Jayden nervously answered. 
 
    “I have nothing… sorry, your Honor. One last question. Were you in attendance at the party at the Convention Center given by Leonard Ferrell on December twenty-six last year, the night Diana Crane was killed?” 
 
    “Yes, I was but…” 
 
    “Nothing further, your Honor,” Marc quickly said to cut him off. 
 
    While leaving the witness stand, Jayden refused to look at Parker. While he walked out, Wilson called for a brief recess. 
 
    When the last of the jurors had left for the break, Maddy was at the table. Marc said to her, “SODDI suspect number one.” 
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    Judge Wilson was late coming out after the break. Shonda had one of the deputies pass it along to the jury that she was stuck on an important phone call. Shonda had the lawyers come up and told them herself. 
 
    “Still having fun?” Marc asked the girls, Abia and Salma. 
 
    “I’m not sure it is fun,” Abia said. 
 
    “But it is interesting,” Salma added. 
 
    “Do they habitually finish each other’s thoughts?” Marc asked Vivian. 
 
    “All the time,” Vivian replied. “It’ll drive you nuts,” Vivian answered. 
 
    “Do you drive your teachers crazy doing it?” Kellie, who was also at the rail, asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Salma said. 
 
    “A lot,” Abia added. 
 
      
 
    A deputy brought Parker in and walked him to the defense table. The moment he sat down, another deputy called out, “All rise.” 
 
    Wilson took her seat, looked at the jury and apologized for being late. 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck, you may call your next witness.” 
 
    “The state calls Robyn Saunders,” Jennifer stood and said. 
 
      
 
    “Ms. Saunders, were you acquainted with the victim in this case, Diana Parker?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Yes, we were long-time good friends.” 
 
    “How did you come to know her?” 
 
    This set off Robyn on a well-rehearsed soliloquy about their friendship. How they met, stayed friends over the years and being members of a small group of ex-cheerleaders who met at least once a month or more for lunch, a drink afterwork or other social events. 
 
    “Did you know the defendant, Parker Crane, the victim’s husband?” Jennifer asked, quickly getting to the point. 
 
    “Yes, um, yes I did.” 
 
    “Did you ever have a sexual affair with him?” 
 
    This caused a stir in the courtroom and the jurors to sit up straight.  
 
    Like all of the women in their little group, Robyn was very attractive. Stylishly cut, short brown hair with blonde mixed in and black framed glasses gave her a very businesswoman type appearance. 
 
    Robyn was sitting up very straight, looking directly at the jury. “Yes,” she admitted. “Very briefly.” 
 
    “Explain that please.” 
 
    “We met three times, in the afternoon. Once while I was still married but going through a divorce. Then again twice more a few months later after my divorce was final.” 
 
    “What caused the divorce?” 
 
    “My ex-had cheated on me with several women and I had enough.” 
 
    “Did you have any extra-marital affairs during the marriage, except for the one-time with Parker Crane before the divorce was final?” 
 
    “No, I did not,” Robyn answered firmly. 
 
    “Was Parker Crane married to Diana Crane at the time he cheated with you?” 
 
    “Yes, he was.” 
 
    “When was this?” 
 
    “Almost exactly two years ago,” Robyn answered. 
 
    “While you were involved with him, did the defendant ever talk to you about his marriage?” 
 
    “Yes, a lot and not just when we were at the hotel. He called me sometimes just to talk and the conversation always came back to his marriage to Diana. They were very unhappy, but he was reluctant to get a divorce.” 
 
    “Did he ever say why?” 
 
    “Money. He complained about what it would cost him.” 
 
    “Did he ever say anything about how much better off he would be if Diana died?” 
 
    Robyn visibly drew back in the chair and nervously looked about, “Look, it wasn’t like the way you’re trying to make it sound.” 
 
    “Please answer the question,” Jennifer politely said. 
 
    Without the jury noticing, Parker took a post it note, wrote on it and passed it to Marc. The bitch is lying! 
 
    “Yes, he said he’d be lucky if she died in a car accident or some way. I thought the same thing when I went through my divorce. He never said he wanted to murder her.” 
 
    “When you were first questioned by Detectives Sterling,” here, Jennifer looked back at Marcie seated along the rail, “and Watkins, you didn’t mention this. Why?” 
 
    “Because I didn’t believe Parker would really kill her.” 
 
    “What changed your mind?” 
 
    “I don’t know that I have changed my mind. I mean, I don’t know,” Robyn said obviously getting a little flustered. 
 
    “Why did you meet with the detectives a second time?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “I talked to one of the other girls, the ones in our group of ex-Viking cheerleaders, Justine Gilbert. That’s when I found out Justine had slept with him, too. He had told her…” 
 
    “Objection, hearsay,” Marc said. 
 
    “Statement against interest, your Honor,” Jennifer said. A hearsay exception. 
 
    “Justine Gilbert can testify. She’s on their witness list,” Marc said. 
 
    “Sustained,” Wilson said. “Move on, Ms. Moore.” 
 
    “So, you found out Justine Gilbert had also slept with the defendant. Then what did you do?” 
 
    “We decided to talk to someone else about it. Someone whose opinion we trusted, Hope Slade. It was Hope who convinced us to go to the police. She called Detective Sterling and we met in Hope’s office.” 
 
    “Did Diana Crane ever talk to you about Parker Crane physically abusing her?” 
 
    “Yes, she did. A few times. Maybe three or four. But….” 
 
    “What was the abuse?” 
 
    “It wasn’t serious,” Robyn quickly said. “She never said he hit her. In fact, she hit him. One time she even laughed about how hard she slapped him across the face. He grabbed her arms and pushed her down onto a couch.” 
 
    “Did you ever see a bruise on her left eye? A blackeye?” 
 
    “Yes, but again when we asked if he hit her, she denied it. She would not say how she got it.” 
 
    “Nothing further, your Honor.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t it true that Mrs. Crane was at least as unfaithful to Mr. Crane as he was to her?” 
 
    “I suppose,” Robyn answered. 
 
    “You knew she was seeing other men, did you not?” 
 
    “Yes, it was common knowledge.” 
 
    “How many men?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “More than two?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “A dozen?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Was she sleeping with your husband while you were sleeping with hers?” 
 
    “I didn’t know about it until after the divorce,” she quickly answered. 
 
    “That’s a yes, she was sleeping with your husband even while you were sleeping with hers?” 
 
    There was a long pause then Robyn said, “Yes.” 
 
    “It still made you angry, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, a little, I guess.” 
 
    “Any other husbands of the women in your group you were sleeping with?” 
 
    “Objection,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “No!” Robyn almost yelled. 
 
    “Sustained and strike that sequence from the record.” 
 
    “I have nothing further, your Honor,” Marc said. “However, I reserve the right to recall the witness during the defense case.” 
 
    “Very well. We’ll take a fifteen-minute recess.” 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you go after her for lying?” an angry Parker asked. 
 
    “Did you have a fling with her?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “I have nothing I can put into evidence to show she’s lying, or she has a credibility problem. If we come up with something, I’ll go after her.” 
 
    “I’ll testify. I’ll tell the jury she’s lying.” 
 
    “And the jury will believe you rather than her for what reason? Because we can show them your Boy Scout Merit badges? Leave it alone.” 
 
    “Hey,” Maddy said to get Marc’s attention. 
 
    He spun his chair around and she waved him over to her. 
 
    “You still want to go after Hope during your case?” 
 
    “Yes,” Marc said. 
 
    “Good, all bets are off about protecting her innocence. Something’s not right here,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I agree. I think Hope may testify tomorrow about the abuse and infidelity. I’ll probably pass on cross since the stuff we have on her will be outside the scope of her direct. I’ll get her in our case. 
 
    “For now, I want you to get together with Tony. Have him get his guys back on surveillance of the women in this little cheerleader club. Something’s going on there. That photo we have of Hope and, who was the other one?” 
 
    “Um, ah, Cassidy, Cassidy Rogers and Burt Chayson,” Maddy remembered. 
 
    “Yeah, them, out at the Thunderbird. These two women doing a threesome with Burt Chayson? Something’s not right,” Marc said. 
 
    “I get nauseous trying not to think about it.” 
 
    “What’s a threesome,” Abia innocently asked having overheard them. 
 
    “It’s a, uh…” Marc started to say. 
 
    “Type of card game. You wouldn’t like it,” Maddy quickly said. “It’s hard to explain and it’s really boring.” 
 
    “Sounds like strip poker,” Abia said. 
 
    “What? No. Just forget it,” Maddy said. She then told Marc, “I’ll call Tony during the next break.” 
 
    Justine Gilbert was the next witness called. Jennifer Moore also conducted her direct examination. 
 
    Justine could have been Robyn’s blonde younger sister right down to the black framed glasses. She also had the exact same story to tell. The only exception being Justine and Parker had a total of four afternoon hookups. She had told the police that there were three, but she claimed to have thought of another one. 
 
    As with Robyn’s testimony, Marc would sneak a peek at the older women on the jury. It was easy to see that at least two or three of them were very disapproving. The question was, was this good or bad for Parker? 
 
    Justine’s testimony was so close to Robin’s it was clearly rehearsed, including the abuse Diana was subjected to. 
 
    The prosecution is not going to put anyone on a witness stand without a thorough rehearsal. This does not mean the witness is being coached to say what the lawyers want. At least they are not supposed to. 
 
    When it was Marc’s turn to cross examine her, he passed. He could say in his closing that their testimony was rehearsed to the point of being copied. Gondeck might object but it would look true. 
 
      
 
    The highlight of the day was Diana’s boyfriend, Cole Hanson. 
 
    When Steve Gondeck called him to the stand, Marc spun around in his chair to watch the reaction. All six feet, five inches of his blue-eyed, blonde haired Viking god looks strolled up the center aisle. Even Maddy, who Marc liked to tease about watching men, snapped her head when she first saw him. Marc, with Carvelli present, had interviewed him and this was Maddy’s first look. Marc also checked out Vivian and the girls and almost started laughing. 
 
    Just wait until he tries to talk, Marc thought. 
 
    Cole was sworn in and took the witness stand. Shonda then asked him to state his name and address. Cole managed to recite this with only one small lapse of memory. 
 
    As quickly as she could, Jennifer took him through the night of Diana’s murder. A lot of, “uh, you know, um, let me think,” type moments. There was even one place, when Cole identified Diana, that he stared straight ahead with a blank expression. Jennifer had to make him snap out of it. 
 
    It was almost painful to watch. Fifty minutes for what should have taken thirty for rehearsed testimony. 
 
    At the point where Cole testified about being in the bedroom, Marc noticed a look of panic on Jennifer’s face. Unknown to Marc, during their rehearsal, Cole started to graphically describe the sex. Jennifer was terrified he might do it again. Getting what she needed from him, verification of the time and place of the murder, Jennifer shut him down. 
 
      
 
    “How long had you been sexually involved with Diana Crane?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Oh, I dunno. Maybe a year or so.” 
 
    “Were you…withdrawn,” Marc said. 
 
    “Did you have feelings for her?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Did you care for her?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, sure,” Cole answered. 
 
    “Did you know she was also seeing other men?” 
 
    “What?” Cole said obviously surprised and taken aback. 
 
    “Did you know…” 
 
    “No! She was not,” he almost yelled. “She had no reason to. She was gonna get a divorce…” 
 
    “And be with you?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “Let’s be honest here. Mr. Hanson, you knew she was having sex with other men and she told you she was thinking about patching things up with her husband, isn’t that true?” 
 
    As Marc had hoped, the question hit his ego and he hesitated just long enough to infer the answer was yes. 
 
    “Um, no, I told you…” 
 
    “You were in love with Diana Crane, isn’t that true? Don’t look at Ms. Moore,” Marc said. “Answer the question.” 
 
    “I guess, yeah, a little.” 
 
    “And you hated the idea of her being with another man, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Sure, who wouldn’t?” 
 
    “So, you sneaked down after her, came up behind her and as she was getting in her car, jump her, and in a jealous rage stabbed her fourteen times with a knife you stole from her kitchen?” 
 
    “Objection, argumentative,” Jennifer quickly said. 
 
    “No, no I didn’t do it. He did,” Cole said pointing at Parker. 
 
    “Sustained,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Before you answer this question, Mr. Hanson. I should warn you the police thoroughly searched the Crane home for fingerprints. Were you ever in the Crane house?” 
 
    “Yeah, I, ah, was a couple of times.” 
 
    “In the kitchen, again, fingerprints?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yeah, sure we were in the kitchen. Her husband wasn’t home.” 
 
    “That knife was right there, on the kitchen counter. Did you take it to murder Diana and set up her husband?” 
 
    Before Marc finished asking the question Cole’s face was bright red and he was practically screaming, “No,” over and over. 
 
      
 
    “Re-direct,” Wilson asked Jennifer. 
 
    “Did you steal a knife from the Crane house then use it to kill Diana Crane?” 
 
    “No! No! I didn’t!” he yelled while glaring at Marc. 
 
    “Nothing further.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “No questions, you’re excused.” 
 
    “You are excused,” Wilson said. 
 
    Cole came out of the stand looking like his eyes were on fire. He went storming right at Marc, jumped on the table and almost got to Marc before the deputies got to him. 
 
    Thinking fast, Marc quickly stood and said, “Maddy, it’s okay.” 
 
    By now Maddy was on her feet. Still staring at Cole, she remained standing even as the deputies caught up with him. 
 
    “You sonofabitch! I didn’t kill Diana, but I’ll get you, though!” 
 
    “Maddy!” Marc said again. This time she was opening the gate. Marc was holding both arms extended as if to stop her. 
 
    “That sounds like a threat,” Marc turned and calmly said to Cole. 
 
    “Yes, it does,” one of the deputies agreed. 
 
    The three deputies bent Cole over and cuffed his hands behind his back. By this point the court was bedlam. All of the jurors were standing to get a good look at the mayhem being played out on the defense table. 
 
    “I think you protest a little too much,” Marc said loud enough for a stunned jury to hear. 
 
    Marc quietly said to the deputies, “Just take him in back to cool him off. I won’t press charges unless he tries it again.” 
 
    While the deputies were leading Cole back to a holding cell, Marc spun around to find Maddy back in her chair. 
 
    “My girl,” Marc said with a big grin. “Tiger mom.” 
 
    “Don’t,” Maddy shyly said. “Don’t tease me. It’s all reflex.” 
 
    “Are you all right, Mr. Kadella?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor, I’m fine. He didn’t touch me.” 
 
    “We’ll adjourn until nine o’clock tomorrow morning,” Wilson announced. 
 
      
 
    While the crowd was leaving and Parker was being led away to be driven home, Marc––Kellie had missed the fun by going to school––spun around toward Vivian and the girls. 
 
    “Now you have something you can tell your friends,” he told Abia and Salma. 
 
    “I almost jumped out of my chair,” Abia said. 
 
    “Weren’t you scared?” Salma asked. 
 
    “Of him? Nah,” Marc tried to casually reply. 
 
    “Besides, he knew Madeline was right behind him,” Vivian said. 
 
    “Can we come back tomorrow?” Abia asked. 
 
    “No. One day. That was the deal. Maybe one more next week,” Vivian replied. 
 
    “I put my case on then. I’ll try to pick a good day and let you know.” 
 
    “Thanks, Uncle Marc,” Abia said. 
 
    “It was great,” Salma added. 
 
    “Uncle Marc?” Maddy drolly asked. 
 
    “SODDI candidate number two,” Marc quietly said to Maddy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hope stepped out of the shower a few minutes ago and was preparing for her court appearance. The boys were at school and so was her husband. She was sitting in front of her three-mirror, lighted vanity in a white, terry cloth bathrobe. Before she began to put on her makeup, once again, she found herself staring at her reflection. And once again, she found herself thinking, this has got to stop. 
 
    Her phone rang, she picked it up, looked at the number, recognized it and quietly said, out loud, “Shit, this is the last thing I need.” 
 
    As the phone started ringing for the fifth time, she pushed the talk button. “Hello,” she answered. 
 
    “Hi, it’s Parker,” she heard him say. 
 
    “Parker, you have to stop this.” 
 
    “I just wanted to hear your voice.” 
 
    “I have to testify at nine o’clock. I’m getting ready. I have to….” 
 
    “Wait! Please tell me what you’re going to say,” he almost begged. 
 
    “I’m going to listen to each question then answer them. Other than that, I don’t know,” she lied. 
 
    Hope had spent more than an hour with Jennifer Moore the previous evening. She had her testimony down pat. 
 
    “I miss you,” Parker said. 
 
    “I miss you, too,” Hope lied. “It will be all right. Your lawyer is doing great. I talked to the prosecutor, the woman. They are very worried. Hang in there. I really believe you’ll be acquitted. I have to go.” 
 
    “I love you,” Parker said into an empty phone. 
 
      
 
    “The state calls Hope Ann Slade, your honor,” Jennifer Moore said. 
 
    The time was almost 9:30 on this Friday morning. The lawyers, including Marc’s clerk, Kellie Johnson, had been in chambers discussing the agenda. The prosecution was down to their last three witnesses. Well ahead of schedule, the judge was pleased that she could release the jury for the weekend. 
 
    For the past two days, the gallery had only been about two-thirds full. The big story in the papers and local news was Cole Hanson going after Marc. Apparently upset about missing the fireworks, and hoping for more, there wasn’t a seat to be had this morning. 
 
      
 
    Hope was sworn and took the chair on the witness stand. Marc was more than a little curious about what Hope had to offer for the prosecution. He had also decided that unless she dropped a bombshell in the courtroom, he would pass on any cross examination. Hope was on his witness list and under subpoena. Marc would reserve the right to recall her. 
 
      
 
    Hope did not have even a tiny bombshell. In fact, her testimony was to bolster the testimony that Robyn and Justine had done. That they came to her for advice concerning what Parker had told them. 
 
    “How well did you know the defendant?” Jennifer asked after the testimony concerning Robyn and Justine. 
 
    “Not well, really, socially. He was married to one of my best friends,” Hope testified. 
 
    ‘Did Diana Crane ever discuss her marriage with you?” 
 
    “Objection hearsay, she could say whatever she wants. We have no way of testing the credibility.” 
 
    “May we approach, your Honor?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    When the three of them were at the bench, Jennifer started. 
 
    “Your Honor, the witness has valuable, firsthand knowledge of abuse by the defendant on Diana Crane. It’s also a hearsay exception in that the speaker is clearly unavailable.” 
 
    “She saw it happen herself?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Well, no, but she saw evidence of it. Bruising and a black eye,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “She can testify to what she personally saw,” Gondeck added. 
 
    “Your Honor, if she does that, she needs to testify how it happened. Plus, she told one of my colleagues that Diana denied the black eye came from Parker. The bruises were also defensive.” 
 
    “Is this true?” Wilson asked Jennifer.  
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Jennifer admitted. 
 
    “I’m overruling the objection. Then, I will allow Mr. Kadella to elicit this on cross.” 
 
    “Your honor, this should not be allowed and is proof of nothing,” Marc said. 
 
    “And you’ll be free to make that point in your closing, Mr. Kadella. Now, if there is nothing else, please step back.” 
 
      
 
    When the lawyers were seated, Wilson said, “The objection is overruled. You may continue, Ms. Moore.” 
 
    “Ms. Slade, did you ever see any signs of physical abuse on Diana Crane by the defendant?” 
 
    With obvious reluctance, Hope answered, “Yes, a couple times.” 
 
    “Please elaborate,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “I saw bruises on her upper arms. She told me,” Hope paused and looked at Marc expecting an objection, “that they were arguing, and she slapped him across the face. He grabbed her arms and pushed her down on the couch. When she told me this, she actually laughed about it. Diana could dish it out. 
 
    “Another time she had bruising around her left eye. I specifically asked her if Parker had hit her. She emphatically denied it. She wouldn’t tell me how it happened, but she adamantly denied Parker had done it.” 
 
      
 
    The testimony about the abuse was the main reason Hope had been called. The testimony about it was obviously not much help to the prosecution’s case. Although, it could still be used to argue that Parker was capable of becoming physical with her. 
 
    Marc made a note to be ready for this in closing. Pushing Diana down so she would not hit him again was a long way from premeditated murder. 
 
      
 
    “No further questions, your Honor,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “No questions, your honor. Reserve the right to recall the witness during our case in chief,” Marc replied. 
 
    While Hope walked by, Marc saw Parker’s eyes hungrily watching her every step. He hoped the jury did not notice it. 
 
      
 
    “The state calls Kevin Lyle, your Honor,” Jennifer announced. 
 
    While the deputy went out to get him, Parker asked Marc, “Who’s he?” 
 
    “You’ll see. No big deal,” Marc replied. 
 
      
 
    A middle-age man, slightly balding with a bit of a paunch, wearing an off the rack suit, was led in. He was sworn and took the stand. 
 
    “Mr. Lyle, state your name and occupation for the record please,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Kevin Paul Lyle. I am the regional sales manager for Lamson knives. The company headquarters is located in Westfield, Massachusetts.” 
 
    It took less than two minutes for the witness to identify the photo of the knife set taken by Jefferson in Parker’s kitchen. He also denied that the knife he was given, exhibit eleven, could be purchased by itself. 
 
    “It can be purchased in a set of three or four, but they’re expensive. Three hundred dollars for the set of three knives. Almost four hundred for the set of four.” 
 
    He also identified the knife as one of those missing from the set in the photo taken by Owen Jefferson. 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Yes, it is the one that goes in the empty, upper left-hand slot. This is the knife missing….” 
 
    “Objection, speculation,” Marc said. “May I voir dire the witness, your Honor?” 
 
    “Make it brief, Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    “Does exhibit eleven, the murder weapon, have a mark on it that can be used to identify it with the knife set photographed in exhibit three?” 
 
    “No, it does not,” he admitted. 
 
    “So, you cannot say with absolute certainty that exhibit eleven came from that set of knives in exhibit three, the photo of the knife set, can you?” 
 
    “No, I guess not.” 
 
    “Nothing further, your Honor. Move to strike the witnesses claim about the origins of exhibit eleven.” 
 
    “The objection is sustained. The witness’s statement is stricken.” 
 
    Lyle continued and did identify the knife used to murder Diana as one sold with the set photographed in Parker’s kitchen.   
 
      
 
    After the morning break, the next and ultimately last witness for the state was a forensic accountant. His name was Henry Miller and he looked like everyone’s image of an accountant. Slight in stature, almost completely bald with a polyester tie a pocket protector and dull, black rimmed glasses. He was dressed in brown slacks and a brown tweed suit coat with dark, green elbow patches. In fact, all of this made him even more credible. 
 
    Marc had run across Mr. Miller a number of times. He had his own firm with several other accountants who worked for him. He was also in great demand by divorce lawyers. Put him on the stand and let him go. 
 
      
 
    After fifteen minutes going through his qualifications, Gondeck asked, “Have you finished an examination of the finances of Parker and Diana Crane?”  
 
    “Yes, I have.” 
 
    Gondeck received permission to approach the witness with a document. He gave one to Marc on his way. 
 
    He had it marked for identification and had Miller identify it. 
 
    “It is my final report,” Miller said. 
 
    Gondeck left a copy with Miller and the original in a clear front and back plastic cover he gave to Shonda who handed it to the judge.  
 
    He had it marked for identification then said, “Explain to the jury what you found in your report.” 
 
    “Looking first at their combined personal assets, it was determined that all of it is marital property…” 
 
    “Objection. Calls for a legal conclusion,” Marc said. 
 
    “Your Honor, the witness has testified in so many divorces he knows divorce law better than most divorce lawyers,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Overruled,” Wilson ruled.  
 
    “Assuming what is listed in your report are all of the assets the two of them held, what is your conclusion?” Gondeck asked. 
 
     “We started with the house. The homestead on Simpson’s Trail was professionally evaluated at two point three million dollars. There is a first and second mortgage totaling one point eight million. This gives the house five hundred thousand dollars-worth of equity. 
 
    “Next are the various investment accounts. There is a complete list on page four and a copy of the latest account statement for each attached as appendices. 
 
    “The total as of this month’s statements, combined, is one million four hundred, thirty-two-thousand six hundred and twelve dollars. Plus some change. 
 
    “I had an estate auctioneer provide an estimate of the personal property value. If sold to the public, it was valued at approximately thirty-five thousand dollars. His report is also attached. 
 
    “There are no significant pieces of art. Mrs. Crane’s jewelry is worth another forty-two thousand. This was also evaluated by a reputable jeweler whose report is attached.  
 
    “Two cars valued at over eighty thousand, but depreciation makes them both worth less than the ninety-seven thousand combined owing on the loans. 
 
    “The only other significant asset is a very nice pontoon boat with a three hundred horsepower Johnson outboard motor. Value approximately fifty thousand, it’s two years old. Loan amount outstanding is fifty-one thousand.” 
 
    “Debts.” 
 
    “House, one point eight million. 
 
    “Cars ninety-seven thousand. 
 
    “Boat fifty-one-thousand. 
 
    “Unsecured debt, primarily credit cards, sixty-four thousand.” 
 
    “The single biggest asset is Parker’s partnership share of Norland Financial. Based on the most recent filing with the Security Exchange Commission, details in my report, Mr. Crane’s share is worth two point six million. 
 
    “Their totals are, assets, six million, five hundred and four thousand dollars. 
 
    “Total debts. Two million, twelve thousand dollars. 
 
    “Net amount, not quite four and a half million.” 
 
    Gondeck took over and said, “Four point five million dollars. In order for Parker to keep his share of the business, Norland Financial in a divorce, he would have to give up everything else and come up with approximately fourteen thousand dollars in cash to buy out Mrs. Crane. Does that sound right, Mr. Miller?” 
 
    “Yes, that would be accurate.” 
 
    “I have no further questions, “Gondeck announced. 
 
    “I have no questions.” Marc said. 
 
    “Aren’t you gonna try to knock some holes in his testimony?” Parker whispered. 
 
    Marc whispered back, “You’ve seen the numbers, I’ve seen the numbers. We had them checked. Are they wrong?” 
 
    “No, I guess not.” 
 
      
 
    “Your Honor, the state rests,” Gondeck announced. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    Marc stood and asked the court for a directed verdict. His claim was that the state failed to present sufficient evidence for a jury to believe Parker did it, beyond a reasonable doubt. 
 
    “Denied,” Wilson quickly said. She then asked, “Are you prepared to give your opening statement?” 
 
    “Yes, I am, your Honor.” 
 
    “You may proceed.” 
 
      
 
    Marc stepped out from behind their table and stood in front of the jury and silently looked them over.  
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, my name, again, is Marc Kadella. I am the lawyer for the defendant, Parker Crane. 
 
    “From the beginning of this trial Parker Crane has maintained his innocence. If that is true, then someone else did this. It’s obvious that someone brutally murdered Diana Crane. That is not in dispute. But the police didn’t look for anyone else. The morning the victim was found in her car, after a fifteen-minute interview with Parker Crane the police decided he was lying and therefore, he did it. Why? Because he wanted to call his lawyer. They had the husband who they believed did it. Case closed. Why keep investigating? 
 
    “It is the prosecution’s duty to present the evidence and convince you beyond a reasonable doubt that Parker Crane murdered his wife. The defense doesn’t have to prove anything. We could stop right now and argue the evidence is insufficient. But we’re not going to do that. 
 
    “We’re going to present our case, many of the same witnesses will be called, that there were in fact, quite a number of people with motive and opportunity to commit this crime, or have it done. We’ve already given you two, Chris Jayden and Cole Hanson, both of whom had access to the set of knives photographed in the Parker’s kitchen. Remember what Jayden said…”               
 
    “Your Honor, he’s bringing in argument,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Close enough,” Wilson replied. “Move on Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    Marc continued along the lines of presenting evidence that would lead to multiple potential suspects. He held back the details, the names and motives of these men. It would be a couple more days before he would start to unveil these men and he decided not to give up too much for the prosecution to prepare for. Because the cops zeroed in on Parker right away and the evidence did seem to point right at him, they had failed to find Diana’s sideline means of employment. There was going to be an interesting revelation when that came out. 
 
    “Before the trial began,” Marc continued slowly moving in front of the jury box, making eye contact with each of them, especially the women, “each one of you said, under oath, that you understood the meaning of beyond a reasonable doubt; the concept of innocent until proven guilty and that you would wait until all of the evidence was presented and the witnesses were heard before you made a decision. I know each of you will honor that oath. 
 
    “Beyond a reasonable doubt. Beyond a reasonable doubt,” Marc repeated. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, this trial begins on Monday. Have a nice weekend. We’ll see you on Monday. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    The jury was gone, and Parker was on his way home. The crowd was thinning, and Marc asked Kellie, “How was the opening?” 
 
    “Good except I thought you’d give them more detail,” she replied. 
 
    “There are times when you have to decide how much of that to give the prosecution. If I gave them much more, they’d have a weekend to investigate it. It’s a crap shoot. No one really knows. I was really trying to give the jury something more to think about all weekend than how much a divorce would cost Parker.” 
 
    And there’s more money out there than even Parker knows about, Marc thought. Diana’s ill-gotten gains which Marc had not tried to find so he would not have to disclose it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hope had finished testifying and as she waited for the elevator, she punched the down button every three to four seconds. She was filled with both relief and apprehension. Relief at having it over with, apprehension wondering what Kadella would do next time. 
 
    The elevator bell dinged just as she hit the button again. The car was empty and did not make a stop until she was on the second floor. Her car was in the ramp across the street and barely five minutes later she drove out onto Sixth Street. 
 
      
 
    As Hope drove down Sixth to get to I 94 to go back to Maplewood, her phone rang. She dug it out of her purse and checked the ID. 
 
    “Now what?” she asked and answered it. 
 
    “How did it go?” she heard Burt Chayson ask. 
 
    “Fine,” Hope replied. 
 
    “What did they ask about?” 
 
    “Nothing concerning you…, goddamnit!” she yelled and honked her horn. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Some asshole just cut in front of me, oh yeah, right! Flip me off because you’re a moron,” she yelled again. “He cuts in front of me, hits his brakes so I almost hit him. I just hope some of these idiots don’t have kids. It’s not like there’s a shortage of morons on this planet.” 
 
    “What did you testify about?” Burt asked again. 
 
    “Most of it, or the worst of it, was about Parker physically abusing Diana,” Hope answered. 
 
    “He did?” 
 
    “No more than she did to him.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can see that,” Burt said. 
 
    Hope laughed heartily at that statement knowing the services Diana provided to Burt. 
 
    “Do you still have blisters on your ass?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Hey! It’s not like that. Besides, maybe you should try it. I’ve noticed you like things a little rough,” Burt said. 
 
    “No thanks. There wasn’t a word about Diana’s business or yours or mine or anything. They’re building a case against Parker,” Hope said. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I have no idea. I thought you had someone sitting in watching it?” 
 
    “I do. He thinks it’s a done deal. Says this Kadella punched a few small holes in the state’s case, but not enough to win it,” Burt replied. “The evidence all points at Parker.” 
 
    “Good. I gotta go,” Hope said and ended the call. 
 
      
 
    Pizza Friday was becoming a regular office treat. Connie’s turn to buy this week. When Marc and Kellie arrived back from court, everyone was already circling the conference room table. Connie had also added something. Since it was Friday, she decided a cold beer always went well with pizza. Marc and Kellie joined in and Carvelli volunteered to buy next week when Connie gave him a good-natured jab about it. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Chris?” Marc asked, referring to one of the other lawyers, the corporate lawyer, Chris Grafton. 
 
    “Taking a long weekend,” Barry answered. “He’ll be gone Monday and Tuesday too.” 
 
    Marc, Barry, Connie, Maddy, Kellie and Carvelli had grabbed the conference room table. It was also where the pizza was. The others went back to their desks. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Connie asked Marc. 
 
    “I don’t know, Kellie’s supposed to be reading the jury,” Marc said. 
 
    “I am?” she asked with a surprised look. 
 
    “Didn’t I tell you that? I’m pretty sure…” 
 
    “No, you did not!” 
 
    “He’s pulling your leg, Kellie,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Okay. What do you think? How is it going?” Mark asked Kellie. 
 
    She thought about it for a moment then said, “If I was on the jury and the trial was over, everything was in, I’d convict him.” 
 
    “Honest assessment,” Marc said. 
 
    “But your opening was good. Gave all of them something to think about over the weekend.” 
 
    “If you don’t come up with a viable some other dude…” Barry started to say. 
 
    “Then Parker is toast,” Kellie said. “And if he puts his hand on my leg one more time…” 
 
    “What?” Marc asked. 
 
    “…I’ll slap him right there.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sorry. I don’t want to make a big deal out of it, but it’s starting to annoy me. It’s a little creepy.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to him,” Maddy said. 
 
    “I’ll talk to him,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Have the Italian Stallion talk to him,” Connie said. 
 
    “Tony?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m serious,” Connie said. “He can go to court on Monday and quietly tell him he saw Parker do it and he needs to stop it. It’s very inappropriate.” 
 
    “Or I beat the shit out of him?” Carvelli asked. 
 
    When the laughter stopped Marc said, “I’ll tell him. If it doesn’t stop you can beat the shit out of him.” 
 
    “The bug in your office starts tomorrow morning,” Carvelli said. “What do you want to tell Burt through it?” 
 
    “I don’t know, what do you think?” Marc asked looking over the entire table. 
 
    “Let’s talk about things that will scare the hell out of him,” Carvelli said. 
 
    For the next ten minutes they kicked around several ways to put the fear of God into him. They also added some things about the other men on the list. It was Maddy who came up with the best idea. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning,” she said, “You come into your office to work, Connie are you going to be here?” 
 
    “I can, sure. What time?” 
 
    “Nine, nine-thirty,” Marc said. 
 
    “Barry, how about you?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “I can. Same time?” he asked Marc. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Act normal,” Maddy said. “Both of you, one at a time go into Marc’s office. The three of you sit around for fifteen to twenty minutes. Marc says he is getting his ass kicked and should make a deal. You can even say you’re beginning to think Parker did it. Feed this guy and his pals some serous disinformation. 
 
    “Around ten o’clock, Tony and I will show up. We’ll join the three of you. We will talk about investigating these men and so far, have come up with nothing. We’ll say Tony’s hooker friend gave us their names,” Maddy said. 
 
    “We don’t use Gretchen’s name,” Carvelli said. “We’ll just say we got their names from using Domina Sapphire. Gretchen thinks Diana may have been working there. But we could find nothing to prove it.” 
 
    “So, using them as an alternative to Parker doing it, we hit a dry hole,” Maddy finished. 
 
    “Get them all to relax and think this is no big deal to them,” Marc said. “I’ll put Burt on and try to get him to admit he knew Diana. He’ll deny it and we’ll hit him with her calendar.” 
 
    “No, Domina Sapphire. She knows Burt,” Maddy said. 
 
    “At the very least, we’ll make him into a liar. Another candidate for SODDI,” Marc said. 
 
    “Several more,” Maddy said. “Don’t forget his pals.” 
 
      
 
    Byron Watkins parked the department sedan on Washington in front of a Grady’s Gym. Marcie got out first and waited on the sidewalk for Byron. 
 
    “This must be the door over here,” Marcie said as she walked toward the door to the left of the gym. 
 
    Once inside, they came upon the elevator and while waiting for it, Byron asked, “What is this place?” 
 
    “Don’t know,” Marcie said. “She’s supposed to be a therapist of some kind. I guess we’ll find out.” 
 
    The elevator arrived and as Patricia Raines had told Marcie, her door was right in front of them. 
 
    “The Esclavage Club? What is an Esclavage Club?” Byron asked while Marcie rang the bell. She held her shield up to the camera and the buzzer unlocked the door.  
 
    “Let’s find out,” Marcie said. 
 
    Once inside, they identified themselves to the guard/receptionist. He made a call back to Ms. Raines and politely told them she would be right out. 
 
    Both detectives stood while waiting and looked around the reception area. It was very tastefully furnished except for the prints on the walls. There were about a dozen of them, all black and white and of men in various B and D costumes. 
 
    “I think I know what this is,” Marcie whispered, mostly to herself. 
 
    “Hello,” Marcie heard a female voice from behind. “I’m Patricia Raines.” 
 
    Introductions were made and Patricia invited them back to her office. She led them down a couple of interior hallways. They were decorated with the same style as the reception area with several more black and white photo prints like those out front. 
 
      
 
    “Are you serious?” Steve Gondeck asked. 
 
    Marcie and Byron Watkins had spent almost an entire hour with Raines. She answered all of their questions honestly if quite minimally. She had called Marc right after receiving the phone call from Marcie Sterling. Raines was not his client, and she was under no suspicion by the cops or anything. Suggesting that she make herself scarce until the trial started could easily be construed as obstruction of justice. Marc was not going to tell her not to talk to the police. Besides, if he did, there was no way Wilson would let her on a witness stand. 
 
    Raines had figured out for herself she didn’t have to talk to them. As a result, she had skipped town for almost three weeks to avoid them. Unfortunately, business had forced her back early. Marcie got ahold of her, so she agreed to meet with them. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” Marcie said. “She has a PhD in psychology and is a licensed therapist. What she does is perfectly legal. There is no sex involved.” 
 
    “At least not on the premises,” Byron added. “We got a tour.” 
 
    “So, even if some of the girls provide a little extra service, she can legitimately claim she knows nothing about it and receives none of the proceeds,” Marcie said. 
 
    “And her name, her therapist name,” Gondeck said making air quotes around the words therapist name, “is Domina Sapphire. Gotta admit, I kind of like that.” 
 
    “She’s, ah, not unattractive,” Byron said. “Well, she’s not,” he added when Marcie gave him a weird look. 
 
    “Did you ask about customers?” 
 
    “Yeah, she said patient/doctor privilege.” 
 
    “Then what is she…?” 
 
    “Don’t know. Kadella maybe came up with the name of someone who is a patient of hers, who might have done this,” Marcie said. 
 
    “How’s he gonna get around privilege?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “You don’t suppose it’s his client? You think it could be Parker Crane?” Byron asked. 
 
    “To testify about what?” 
 
    The three of them looked at each other; then Marcie broke the silence by speculating. “As his therapist, she could testify that he’s too much of a wimp, too passive to do this.” 
 
    “I’m gonna draft a motion to suppress her testimony. They have withheld this from us, and we have had no opportunity to have him evaluated. Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Is the defense ready to proceed, Mr. Kadella?” Judge Wilson inquired. 
 
    “We are, your Honor,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Very well, you may call your first witness.” 
 
      
 
    It was the Monday morning following the state’s case. Marc had used the weekend––both Saturday and Sunday––lining up witnesses and polishing his presentation. Normally, he would use a strong, vital witness to examine first. Instead, he needed an exhibit verified right away. Once again, the gallery was jammed full. 
 
      
 
    Marc stood and clearly said, “The defense calls Michael Stern.” 
 
    A mild buzz went through the gallery from people wondering who this was. Because he was on Marc’s witness list, Marcie had questioned him about his testimony. Stern had no love for the cops. When he answered her questions, he was intentionally vague. He did not lie, but he hedged the truth a bit. The only thing he told her was he would identify security tape footage of the Christmas party. 
 
    Before court began, Marc, in chambers with the prosecution, requested that Marcie be sequestered. Because he was going to recall her, Marc did not want her to witness the testimony. 
 
      
 
    Stern was brought in, sworn and took the witness chair. 
 
    “State your name and occupation for the record, please,” Marc said. 
 
    “Michael Stern. I am the head of security for the Minneapolis Convention Center.” 
 
    “Mr. Stern, on the night of December twenty-six, were you on duty at the Convention Center?” 
 
    “Yes, I was.” 
 
    “Explain to the jury your typical duties, please.” 
 
    For the next few minutes Stern told the jury what he did overseeing the security for the multiple events that night. 
 
    “Objection, your Honor. Relevance. Where are we going with this?” 
 
    “Right here, your Honor,” Marc said. He stood up and picked up a plastic case containing a disk. 
 
    “Overruled, for now,” Wilson said. She looked at Marc and said, “You need to get somewhere, soon, Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    “On my way, your Honor. May I approach the witness?” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    “Mr. Stern, I’m showing you what has been marked for identification as defense exhibit B. Do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s a copy of a portion of a security camera video of the hallway in the Convention Center. It has my name printed and the date of the recording on the CD as you requested.” 
 
    Marc walked back to his table, retrieved another plastic case, and handed it to Gondeck. He then gave Jeff Modell the one he was holding. Jeff put it in his laptop and a moment later it appeared on the TV monitors, frozen in time. 
 
    “Mr. Stern, on the court’s TV monitors is an image from defense B, do you recognize it?” 
 
    “Yes, it is the beginning of what was copied to the CD.” 
 
    “The image is time stamped with the date and time. Read it please.” 
 
    “December twenty-six, six fifty-two P.M.” 
 
    “Is that accurate?” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “What is the camera filming?” 
 
    “It is a portion of the hallway in the Convention Center outside the room where Leonard Ferrell was hosting his Christmas party. You can see the entrance…” 
 
    “Please, come up and point these things out for the jury,” Marc said. 
 
    Stern stepped down to the large TV in front of the jury. There was a pointer on the stand. Using the pointer, he indicated the room’s entrance, the line of people and the sign-in table for the party. 
 
    “Has this CD or the tape it was copied from been tampered with in any way?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I have no further questions.” 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Nothing at this time, your Honor. Reserve the right to recall.” 
 
    “Very well. Mr. Stern, you’re excused. 
 
    When Stern walked to the gate, Marc silently mouthed a thank you to him. 
 
    “The defense calls Detective Marcie Sterling,” Marc announced. 
 
    While the deputy went out to get Marcie, Kellie whispered to Marc asking why he didn’t get Gondeck to stipulate to the video. 
 
    “I wanted it to be a surprise,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You’re still under oath, Detective,” Wilson reminded her. 
 
    “Yes, I understand, your Honor.” 
 
    “Detective Sterling,” Marc began, “I’m going to show you a video. It was taken by a security camera at the Convention Center on the night of December twenty-six, the night Diana Crane was murdered. We have already established it is video from the hallway at the entrance to the room where Leonard Ferrell held his Christmas Party.  You will see it first at regular speed.” 
 
    Marc nodded to Jeff who started it. 
 
    For the next ten minutes the courtroom was silent while the DVD played, and everyone watched the monitors. When the clock on the disk read 7:02, Jeff stopped it. Jeff hit the replay button and backed it to 6:54 then stopped it.  
 
    Marc went to the monitor, picked up the pointer and pointed it at a man on the screen. 
 
    “Do you recognize this man?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s the defendant, Parker Crane.” 
 
    “I’m going to have the disk run at one-quarter speed. Please watch carefully,” Marc told Marcie. 
 
    Marcie had noticed what Marc was going to point out while watching at full speed. She was trying to think of an answer to the question she knew was coming. 
 
    Once again, the room went silent while the video ran. At 6:57, it happened. Parker could be seen looking down the hall in the direction of the camera. He raised his left hand to wave at someone. When he did this, a couple was walking past him. The woman was in-between Parker and the man she was with. She looked to be about five feet, six inches, slender with brownish, blonde hair. She had on a beige, cotton overcoat. 
 
    As Parker raised his left-hand, she appeared to stumble slightly and bumped into him. She placed her left hand on Parker’s chest. Her hand on Parker’s chest was out of sight of the camera. In fact, it was obvious her left hand had slipped inside Parker’s unbuttoned coat. 
 
    Parker reached down with his left-hand and held her right shoulder as if to help her regain her balance. She looked up at the taller man, spoke one-word that was easily lip-read as “sorry,” then continued walking. 
 
    At that point, Jeff stopped the disk. 
 
    “Detective Sterling,” Marc began, “it’s possible we just witnessed a woman picking Parker Crane’s coat pocket and stealing his phone, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not sure…” 
 
    “You’re not? I can run it again. More slowly if you need it. It’s possible she just lifted his phone, isn’t it? Her left hand slipped under his open coat for just a moment. Do you want me to run it again?” 
 
    Marcie knew this was the question. She had tried to think of a better answer but could not. She sat silently a little too long which made it look even worse. 
 
    “Detective?” Judge Wilson asked. 
 
    “Yes, it’s possible,” she finally had to admit. By then, it did not really matter. The jury knew what the answer was. They had seen it themselves. 
 
    “I have nothing further,” your Honor. 
 
    Gondeck jumped up and said, “I’d like to see the rest of the video, your Honor.” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Marc replied, “the video runs until 7:30 on its timer. The jury will see it with my next witness although most of it has no relevance. If Mr. Gondeck wants to recall Detective Sterling after watching all of it, I would have no objection.” 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” 
 
    “That will be fine, your Honor.” 
 
    “We’ll take a fifteen-minute break.” Wilson announced. 
 
      
 
    Marc worked his way through the crowd to get out into the hall. He was a little concerned about his next, somewhat reluctant witness. Marc found him sitting on a bench seat a little way down the hall.   
 
    “Thanks for coming,” Marc said as they shook hands. 
 
    “Did I have a choice? Truth be told I’m kind of looking forward to it. I’ve never been a witness before.” 
 
    “This shouldn’t take too long,” Marc said. 
 
    “Take your time. I’m billing three fifty an hour.” 
 
    “Good luck with that. I don’t even have to pay you mileage.” 
 
      
 
    “The defense calls Adam Dean, your Honor,” Marc announced. 
 
    Dean was sworn, took the stand and gave his occupation. 
 
    “Mr. Dean, I’m going to show you part of a video marked as defense exhibit B. After that I’ll ask some questions.” 
 
    Jeff ran the video beginning before the woman bumped into Parker. It played at normal speed through the time Dean signed in at the door and the two of them went into the party. Jeff then started over and stopped back before the woman bumped into Parker. 
 
    Using the pointer, Marc had Dean identify himself and his date. 
 
    “Do you know who she is?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Dean replied. 
 
    “Explain to the jury why you say that.” 
 
    Dean told the jury about their meeting in a bar after working late a couple of weeks before the party. The two times they went on a date before the party and her wearing what amounted to different disguises. 
 
    “Did you find that a little odd?” Marc asked. 
 
    “A little yeah. But it wasn’t like she dressed up as a clown one night then a Zombie the next time. She just had different hairstyles and makeup. And dressed different. Women can be, no offense, more creative that way.” 
 
    This brought a laugh even from the female jurors. 
 
    “She told me her name was Leslie Burns. I never picked her up at home, drove her home or spent the night with her, so I didn’t know where she lived. 
 
    “After Leonard’s party, a couple days later, I called her again, but her phone was disconnected. There’s a couple Leslie Burns in the phone book, but neither was her. 
 
    “I thought it was a little strange, but I finally let it go.” 
 
    “What happened next?” Mark asked. 
 
    “I met with a couple of investigators maybe four or five weeks later. Maddy Rivers and a man, I think his name was Tony Carvelli. 
 
    “They asked me about her, and I told them what I said here, today. They had me meet with a sketch artist to see if I could get drawings of her.” 
 
    Marc stood with the three identikit drawings Dean had helped create. He went through the process of identifying them as defense exhibits C, D and E. Dean then testified that they were the identikit drawings he had helped make. 
 
    Marc placed the drawings into evidence and went back to his table. He returned holding two 8 x 10 color photos. 
 
    “I’m showing you two photos. Did you take these pictures?” 
 
    “No, I did not.” 
 
    “They have been tentatively marked as defense exhibits F and G.” 
 
    “Objection. Lacks foundation.” 
 
    “I’ll get them authenticated.” 
 
    “Overruled subject to authentication.” 
 
    Marc turned and went back to his table. He bent down and whispered to Kellie, “Call Maddy. I need her here right away.” 
 
    Kellie stood up and, with her phone, went into the hall. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Dean, looking at defense F, it is a photo of an attractive woman. Do you recognize her?” 
 
    As Marc was asking this the photo went up on the monitors. 
 
    “Well, she looks a lot like the woman who I took to Leonard’s party. The one in the video. But I can’t say positively, one hundred percent.” 
 
    “Would you give your identification of her a percentage?” 
 
    “Objection,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Noted, overruled,” Wilson quickly said. This had been decided in chambers. It was a decision for the jury to make whether or not they believed the photo was of the woman in the video. 
 
    “I’d say between sixty-five and seventy percent,” Dean answered. 
 
    “I’m showing the witness defense G and putting it up on the courtroom monitors. Same question?” 
 
    “Objection,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Overruled,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “This one, I’m not as sure of. Maybe sixty percent.” 
 
    “Back to the video. Did you notice your date bump into Parker Crane as you walked by?” 
 
    “Yes, sort of. I mean, I remembered it after I saw the video. At the time, I did notice it, but didn’t think much of it because it wasn’t a big deal. The hall was crowded, and she bumped into somebody. It happens.” 
 
    “Did you see her take anything out of Mr. Crane’s coat pocket?” 
 
    “No. Like I said. It happened very quickly, and it wasn’t a big deal.” 
 
    “I have nothing further,” Marc said. He took the two photos and went back to his table. When he got there Kellie told him Maddy was already in the hall. 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” 
 
    “Mr. Dean, you went on three dates with the woman you took to the Christmas party, is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Obviously, during those three dates, you got a pretty good look at her, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Sure, yeah.” 
 
    “And the best you can do is sixty-five percent match to the photos of a woman you briefly dated whose name you believed was Leslie Burns. The photos being defense Exhibits f and g. That was your testimony.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Nothing further.” 
 
    “You may step down, Mr. Dean,” Wilson told him. 
 
      
 
    “The defense calls Madeline Rivers, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    Maddy was led in by the deputy at the door. She was sworn and took the stand. Shonda asked her to state her name and occupation, which she did. 
 
    “Ms. Rivers, before anything else, in the interest of full disclosure, you and I are personally acquainted are we not?” 
 
    “Acquainted! That’s what you call it?” Maddy almost yelled. She looked at the jury and sharply said, “We’re engaged to be married.” She looked at Marc and through the laughter said, “So I guess you could say, yes, we’re acquainted,” Maddy finished by putting air quotes around the word acquainted. 
 
    By now, the entire courtroom, including Judge Wilson, was laughing hysterically. Marc was sitting at the table with his face in his hands. 
 
    When the laughter died down, Marc stood and asked, “May I approach, your Honor?” 
 
    “You think it’s safe?” 
 
    Marc looked at Maddy who leaned forward into the microphone and said, “For now. I’ll deal with him later.” 
 
    The laughter started again only this time the judge gaveled it down. 
 
    Marc picked up the two photos of Cassidy and went up to Maddy who smiled and shook her head. 
 
    He went through the process of authenticating them by having her testify that she took the photo, exhibit F and uploaded the other one from Cassidy’s website. When she did this, Jeff put each in turn up on the monitor.  
 
    “Who is the woman in the photos, defense Exhibits F and G? Her name, please.” 
 
    “Cassidy Rogers,” Maddy answered.  
 
    Marc then placed them into evidence and sat down. Gondeck had no questions. When Maddy walked past Marc, he held up his hand and Maddy lightly slapped it with hers. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY- FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shonda Bale, Wilson’s clerk, swore in the first witness after the lunch break. He took the witness chair then Shonda asked him to state his name and occupation for the record. 
 
    “Burton Chayson. I am a licensed attorney.” 
 
    “You may proceed, Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    “Thank you, your Honor.” 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, how well did you know the deceased, Diana Crane.” 
 
    “Vaguely, at best,” he answered. 
 
     “Were you not a client of hers?” 
 
    “A client? In what way? I don’t know what you mean,” Burt answered. 
 
    Perfect, Marc thought. Marc looked at Jeff sitting on the end of the defense table and nodded. Jeff hit a couple of keys on his laptop and a photo of Diana appeared on the TV monitors. 
 
    “Do you recognize the photo of the woman on the monitor?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ve seen her picture on TV and the paper. That’s the woman, the wife, of your client.” 
 
    Marc looked at Jeff again and a different photo appeared. It was also Diana Crane. With the assistance if Domina Sapphire––Patricia Raines––this photo had been doctored. It was a full length shot of Diana dressed in her Mistress Topaz outfit. 
 
    The reaction from the attendees was the sound of everyone inhaling at the same time. Including, perhaps especially, Parker Crane. Marc had deliberately withheld this from him. He wanted the jury to see legitimate, stunned, horror on Parker’s face. Marc looked at the jurors and saw every one of them staring, open-mouthed, at Parker while Parker stared, open-mouthed, at the monitor. 
 
    Marc turned to Burt and saw him fidgeting in the chair, licking his lips and loosening his tie. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, this is a photo of Diana Parker. You testified that you knew her, at best, vaguely. Would you like to change that answer?” 
 
    “Um, I’m ah, not sure if I know this woman or not,” he answered. 
 
    “Permission to treat this witness as hostile, your Honor?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Granted.” 
 
    “Objection,” Gondeck said. “Relevance. Where is he going on this fishing trip?” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “A little leeway, your Honor. We’ll get there.  
 
    “Overruled,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Her professional name was Mistress Topaz. Do you remember her now?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, no,” Burt answered more forcefully. He had gathered himself in the belief that Marc did not have any real proof to present. 
 
    “If I told you I was going to bring in a woman by the name of Patricia Raines; also known as Domina Sapphire, would that jog your memory?” 
 
    “I don’t recall,” he answered but he stuttered it and was obviously lying. 
 
    “Isn’t it true that Diana Crane, known to you as Mistress Topaz, worked as a, I believe, they’re called a dominatrix and you were a regular client of hers?” 
 
    “What? I don’t know…” Burt started to answer. 
 
    “The truth, Mr. Chayson!” Marc almost yelled.  
 
    “Objection!” Gondeck jumped up and said.  
 
    “Overruled. Answer the question, sir,” Wilson said. 
 
    Chayson paused for several seconds as his eyes betrayed him by looking back and forth, almost pleading for help. Finally, he quietly said, “Yes.”  
 
    “She would dress up in a manner similar to the photo on the monitor and use whips and various objects to inflict pain upon you for sexual gratification?” 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Burt quickly said. 
 
    “Well, that’s a fact, but it doesn’t answer my question. Yes or no, Mr. Chayson.” 
 
    “It’s a fairly common stress and anxiety release for high pressure jobs,” Burt said. 
 
    “Is that a yes?” 
 
    Burt visibly slumped down in the chair and looking at the floor, quietly said yes again. 
 
    “Isn’t it also true that Diana Crane, Mistress Topaz, told you she was getting out of the business?” 
 
    “Yes,” Burt answered as Gondeck stood again. 
 
    “Renew my objection as to relevance, your Honor.” 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “S-O-D-D-I, your Honor.” 
 
    “We’ll take a brief recess. I’ll see counsel in chambers.” 
 
    As Marc stood to go back, Kellie whispered, “Can I….” 
 
    “Sure, come on. This could be educational.” 
 
      
 
    While Marty, Wilson’s court reporter, was setting up, the judge looked at Kellie sitting on a couch by herself. 
 
    “Are you getting anything out of this, Kellie?” 
 
    “Absolutely, your honor. It’s great and, if I may say so, it seems to be more casual than I thought,” Kellie answered. 
 
    “It can be,” Wilson said. “We’re all people dealing with other people.” 
 
    “You must be the envy of the entire school,” Jennifer said to Kellie. 
 
    “I am. I’m the school rock star. They all want to know all about it.” 
 
    “Whatever you do, don’t tell them the truth,” Gondeck said. “Tell them Marc and I really hate each other.” 
 
    “I thought we did,” Marc said. 
 
    “Ready,” Marty told Wilson. 
 
    “All right, Mr. Kadella, how is this relevant?” 
 
    “Your Honor, these men get emotionally attached to their dominatrix, as do many men with prostitutes they regularly go to. Diana Crane was quitting the business. For many of these clients, that is at least as bad as being dumped by a lover.” 
 
    “Do you have anything specific to indicate one of her––clients––had issues like that?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I don’t need to. All I need is reasonable doubt. I have a list of her customers or clients that were in attendance at the Christmas party. They are all viable suspects.” 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” 
 
    “Can you tie any of these men to the evidence?” 
 
    “Perhaps, but I’m not sure I have to tell you about it,” Marc replied. 
 
    There was a soft knock on the door and Shonda Bale, Wilson’s clerk opened the door and stuck her head in. 
 
    “Sorry, Judge, but there’s a call you’ll want to take,” she said. 
 
    “Okay. Anything else?” she asked the lawyers. When no one replied she said, for the record, “I’ll overrule Mr. Gondeck’s objection, for now. But I had better see more than this.” 
 
     “You will, your Honor.” 
 
    “I guess I need to take this call.” 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, Wilson came out and announced she had an emergency to deal with on another case. She called the lawyers up to the bench and told them she had a significant witness in the hospital, probably dying. The plaintiff insisted they get his testimony recorded today. Court was adjourned for the day.  
 
      
 
    Maddy had followed Faye Reed out of downtown onto 35W heading south. Mid-afternoon, traffic was still moderate and tailing Faye in her Subaru was easily done. 
 
    If any of this little cabal of ex-NFL cheerleaders could be said to be “average”, it would be Faye. Barely five feet, two-inches, reddish brown hair but still slender like the dancer she was, attractive but not stop traffic gorgeous. She was also, according to what she had told Maddy, Diana Crane’s best friend. 
 
    Faye went east on the Crosstown which made Maddy think she might be going home to the Highland Park neighborhood in St. Paul. Except, when she reached Hwy 77, she turned south again. At this point, Maddy had a feeling she knew where Faye was headed. 
 
      
 
    Maddy was well back of Faye after exiting the freeway at the Mall of America. When Faye turned back north at 24th she confirmed what Maddy suspected. Faye was headed to the Thunderbird Motel. 
 
    “Maybe they get a room discount,” Maddy said to herself as she followed her into the parking lot. 
 
    Faye parked before one of the rooms almost as far away from the office as was possible. Maddy found a discreet place between two cars. 
 
    “I hate this,” Maddy muttered as she picked up her Nikon DSL from the passenger seat. She took shots of Faye walking to the room, 130, and continued when a man opened the door. 
 
    Ten minutes after settling back to wait, Maddy’s phone rang. 
 
    “Hi, thanks for calling. Are you on break?” 
 
    “No,” Marc replied. “I’m at the office. Wilson had something come up. We stopped early. What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’ve got her at the Thunderbird. I have shots of her going into room 130.” 
 
    “Her husband?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Maddy said. “this guy looks to be almost sixty.” 
 
    “Gives me something to look forward to, sneaking around No-Tell Motels with hookers after you dump me.” 
 
    “I’m not dumping you,” Maddy said. “Don’t get your hopes up. You’re stuck with me, Bub.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Stop screwing around with her. Now that you have her, go after her,” Marc said. 
 
    “I was going to. Even if she goes home from here. I don’t care if her husband and kids are home. We need to find out what they’re up to.” 
 
    “Was she carrying anything? A large briefcase or small suitcase?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, she was. You think she’s into the B and D stuff?” 
 
    “Could be. You want Carvelli to go along and play bad cop?” 
 
    Maddy thought about it then finally said, “No, I can handle her. I’ll call you. Love you,” she said and smiled. 
 
    “Love you too. I’ll be at the office.” 
 
    “Yes,” Maddy said, “you have to say it every time.” She hung up laughing before Marc had a chance to respond. 
 
    On the other end of the call, Marc just stared at his phone and shook his head. 
 
      
 
    Maddy waited while reading a trashy, semi-porn, romance novel by an acclaimed, respected author. The object of her attention had been in room 130 for over an hour and Maddy was wondering how long this could take. She was looking at the door when it started to open. 
 
    She quickly set the book aside and put her camera to her eye. It was the unknown man who came out first. Maddy started snapping pictures and noticed he was sweaty, disheveled and a little wobbly on his feet. 
 
    Maddy watched him get into a late model Lincoln and back out of a parking space. When he did this, he gave her a clear shot of his license plate number. 
 
      
 
    It was another half-hour before Faye came out of the room. Her wet hair made Maddy believe she must have showered after the “client” had departed. 
 
    When Faye drove out of the parking lot Maddy knew she was going home. Knowing where she was going, Maddy easily followed her as they drove past the airport, across the Mississippi and into St. Paul.  
 
    Three blocks north of Montreal, Faye turned left off Snelling. Thirty seconds later, she turned into the driveway of a two-story, clapboard sided home in Highland Park. Faye had opened the garage door, driven I didn’t know her that, well in and parked. Faye had not noticed that Maddy had driven in right behind her. By the time Faye had gathered her things, Maddy was standing, still unnoticed, next to Faye’s car. When Faye did exit the car and saw Maddy there, she almost screamed and collapsed back onto the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Hello, Faye.” 
 
    “My god! You scared me half to death,” Faye said as she stood up. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    “Um, about what? I told you…” 
 
    “Stop it!” Maddy ordered her. “I have some very interesting photos that will be hard to explain to your husband. I see he’s not home,” Maddy said looking at the empty garage space. “Are the boys home?” 
 
    “No,” Faye quietly said. “They’re at school activities. Tom will pick them up.” 
 
    “Good. We’re gonna go inside and you’ll leave them a note why you’re not home. I’m sure you know plenty of excuses. Then we’re going to see a lawyer. This ends today.” 
 
    “Okay,” Faye quietly replied. 
 
  

 
   
    FIFTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    From the very beginning of the trial, there was a balding, middle-age man, with a perpetual three-day beard in attendance. Every day he arrived early enough to get the seat on the left-hand side, next to the door, in the last row. It was Carvelli who had spotted him. 
 
    This morning, before Burt Chayson continued, Marc had told Carvelli to get that man out of the courtroom. Carvelli took the chair next to him and at one minute before nine A.M., Carvelli leaned over to talk to him. 
 
    “Burt needs to see you in the hall before he testifies.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, come on. I’ll go out with you.” 
 
    They went through the door and Carvelli motioned for the deputy to follow. Before the door closed shut, Carvelli heard the “All rise” being said. 
 
    Burt, standing near the door with a deputy hovering over him, turned at the sound of the door opening and put a puzzled look on his face. 
 
    “What do you want?” Burt asked his associate. 
 
    “What do mean? He said you wanted to see me.” 
 
    The man’s name was Greg McVay and he was a semi-literate street thug. He worked off and on for Chayson doing petty jobs. He was in court every day serving as Burt’s surrogate. 
 
    “What is this, Carvelli?” an annoyed Burt Chayson asked. 
 
    Ignoring the question, Carvelli said to the deputy, a former MPD cop, “Doug, this jamoke is bringing Burt here daily updates of the trial. Burt is gonna be sequestered for a new witness. Keep both of them out.” 
 
    “You got it, Tony,” the deputy said. 
 
      
 
    Marc stood to address the bench and said, “Your Honor, before I recall Burt Chayson, I’d like to call a different witness. She came to me with serious information just last night. She needs to be heard and this information presented before I bring back Mr. Chayson.” 
 
    “Any objections?” 
 
    Before court, Marc had told Steve Gondeck what he was up to. Without telling him the substance, he assured Gondeck it was something he would like to hear. 
 
    “No, your Honor,” Gondeck replied. 
 
      
 
    “The defense calls Faye Reed,” your Honor. 
 
    Faye was already in the courtroom sitting with Maddy behind the defense table on the aisle seat. She stood and nervously walked through the gate. Shonda swore her in, seated her and had her state her name and occupation. 
 
    Marc and Maddy had spent four hours with her the previous evening. Despite that, Faye was clearly nervous. To get her talking and calm her down, Marc started with a couple of softball questions. 
 
    “Were you acquainted with the deceased, Diana Crane?” 
 
    “Yes, very much. In fact, we were best friends.” 
 
    “How long had you known her?” 
 
    “Um, about fourteen years. In fact, we were like sisters.” 
 
    “Are you acquainted with a man by the name of Burton Chayson?” 
 
    “Yes, I know Burt, we all do,” Faye answered. 
 
    “Who is the ‘we’ you are referring to?” Marc asked. 
 
    “There’s um, a group of us. There was eight until Diana died. We are all former Vikings cheerleaders who worked together, and we’ve stayed friends.” 
 
    “Do you know what a dominatrix is?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “A dominatrix is someone who services people with a particular sexual fetish. They are usually people with a high stress job, who have a need to be dominated; to be ordered around and do debasing type things.” 
 
    “Can you give us an example?” 
 
    “Okay, um, like clean a toilet with a toothbrush while being whipped. Usually on their bare, um, buttocks.” 
 
    Oddly, this revelation brought on barely a murmur from the crowded courtroom. Knowing what was coming, Diana’s mother and father, once again, left for the hallway. 
 
    “Did you know Diana Crane worked as a dominatrix?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, so did I,” Faye revealed. 
 
    “Is this how you came to know Burton Chayson?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Was he a client of yours?” 
 
    “No. I did substitute for Diana a couple of times, but she was Burt’s dom. In fact, recently Burt told me he was in love with Diana.” 
 
    Marc asked for permission to approach the witness. When it was granted, he picked up two clear plastic sandwich bags from his table. Inside each one was a 120-minute microcassette. Faye identified them as defense exhibits H and I. 
 
    “Have you listened to the content of exhibits H and I?” 
 
    “Yes, a couple of times at home and again last night in your office,” Faye answered. 
 
    “What are they?” Marc asked. 
 
    “They’re tape recordings Diana made from sessions with Burt Chayson and another man, Walter Franze.” 
 
    “Objection, your Honor,” Gondeck finally stood and said, “May we approach.” 
 
    “We have not seen these before and have no idea as to their authenticity.” 
 
    “I’m about to authenticate them, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    “When did you get these?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Late yesterday afternoon.” 
 
    “Did you know about them before that?” Gondeck jumped in and asked. 
 
    “No, I did not. I’ll get to that, too,” your Honor. 
 
    “Are you planning on playing them both in court?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Not entirely, no. They are both almost two hours long. We’ve edited some of the juicer parts. Mr. Gondeck can take these cassettes and have them tested. Without Diana Crane to tell us, we cannot know if these are the originals although Diana told the witness they were.” 
 
    “What’s the relevance?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “These tapes will verify that there are other people who had motive and opportunity to murder Diana Crane. Several men who were at the Christmas party and could have done it or had someone do it.” 
 
    “There’s proof that someone else did it?” Gondeck asked, his voice dripping with skepticism. 
 
    “I don’t have to prove who did it. You do,” Marc said. 
 
    “What is the substance of these recordings? If they are simply sexual fetish behavior designed to embarrass someone, I’ll disallow them and have your ass, Mr. Kadella,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Your Honor, there’s an explosion on these tapes that will rock the entire state and possibly the nation. I’m only using this witness to identify them. I’m bringing Burt Chayson back in to light the fuse. As I said, they will also serve as motive for a number of people to kill Diana Crane to keep her quiet. 
 
    “I’m not exaggerating, Steve,” he told Gondeck. 
 
    “I guess we better find out what’s on these tapes,” Gondeck said. 
 
    Wilson said, “Enough, you two. We’re going to find out what’s on these tapes. They better have relevance,” Wilson told Marc. 
 
      
 
    Marc asked Faye, “Are you able to recognize the voice of Diana Crane if you hear it recorded?”  
 
    “Sure, certainly, yes,” Faye answered. 
 
    “How about Burton Chayson? Same question,” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure. I’ve talked to Burt many times. He has a distinctive voice.” 
 
    “Who is Walter Franze, if you know?” 
 
    “I’ve um, never met him. But I’ve been told he is the governor’s chief of staff. Governor Metcalf.” 
 
    “Could you recognize Walter Franze’s voice?” 
 
    “No, I could not. To my knowledge I’ve never spoken to him.” 
 
    “May we approach, your Honor?” Marc asked. 
 
      
 
    Back at the bench, Marc said, “Exhibit H is completely Diana and Burt Chayson. G is Diana and a man she identifies as Walter Franze. Burt can ID the voice of Franze and if he won’t, Franze can come in and deny it. But I’ll subpoena him for a voice test. 
 
    “Diana’s voice is on each naming both Chayson and Franze. The witness can verify her voice,” Marc concluded. 
 
    “Proceed.” 
 
      
 
    Marc set up a microcassette player on a small table Jeff carried and placed it in front of the witness. There were two small speakers attached to it. 
 
    Marc took one of the tapes, placed it in the player and said, “Ms. Reed, I’m going to have you listen to approximately two minutes of defense exhibit H. Listen carefully, please.” 
 
    Marc started the player and the first thing they heard was Diana Crane stating the date and time of the recording. She also said Burton Chayson was about to arrive for a B and D therapy session. He would not be aware of the recording. 
 
    There was a pause when there was a knock on the door. The next thing they heard was a brief exchange between a man and the same woman. 
 
    “Hey, Burt,” Diana said with a sexy, sultry voice. “Ready for some stress relief fun?” 
 
    “I am so ready,” the man said. “There is so much going on and I’ll be glad when it’s over.”  
 
    “What’s going on?” Diana asked. 
 
    “The election, Diana…” 
 
    “Well, let’s get you dressed in your obedient slave outfit then we’ll get started.” 
 
    For the next minute the tape was silent except for the sound of someone changing clothes. They heard a whip sharply crack then it struck something as Diana said, “What’s my name you disgusting vermin?” 
 
    “Mistress Topaz,” Burt meekly said. 
 
    “Slime, get down and lick…” 
 
    Marc shut it off at that point and asked Faye, “Do you recognize the woman’s voice.” 
 
    “Yes, it is definitely Diana Crane,” Faye answered wiping tears from her eyes. 
 
    “Do you recognize the man’s voice?” 
 
    “Yes, it is Burt, I mean, Burton Chayson.” 
 
      
 
    Marc popped the cassette out, placed it in the plastic bag and sealed it. He then went through the same routine with the cassette marked as defense exhibit I. 
 
    Again, Diana stated both her name and the name Walter Franze with the date and time. Marc played the first couple of minutes which were almost a replay of exhibit H. Except Faye could only ID Diana and not the client although Diana clearly did. 
 
    Marc put that tape back in its plastic bag and set it on his table. He then asked her, “Do you have any sexual contact with these men during these sessions?” 
 
    “No, that’s not what this is about.” 
 
    “Do you have any sexual contact with these men at any time?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Have you ever had sex with anyone for money? Have you ever been a prostitute?” 
 
    “Yes, I have,” Faye admitted. Of course, they had prepared this question. Marc got her to admit it as flatly and unemotionally as possible. 
 
    “Have the other women in your group of ex-cheerleaders had sex for money?” 
 
    “Yes, all of them.” 
 
    “Bondage and discipline?” 
 
    “No. Only Diana and I did that.” 
 
    “Why do you and they do this?” Marc asked. 
 
    “For the money.” There was a long pause and Faye sobbed a couple of times. She continued by saying, “We all have a serous opioid addiction. It comes from over a decade of dance line, cheerleading, gymnastics and the pounding our bodies took from doing these things. 
 
    “You have to realize. We are all as athletic as any of the men who rise to the level of professional sports. Then when we got into our thirties, the pounding we put our bodies through caught up with us. We all have problems with our knees and most of us have chronic back pain. Opioids are the only real relief we get. And it costs as much as five hundred dollars a day.” 
 
    “Where do you get the opioids?” 
 
    “Burt Chayson. One of the other girls––I’m not going to say who––knows Burt. He gets them for us. He also takes a cut of the money.” 
 
    By now, Faye was having difficulty holding back the tears. Marc poured her a glass of water and walked it up to her. She took a minute to drink, catch her breath and calm down. 
 
    “Did Diana ever tell you she wanted to quit?” 
 
    “Several times. In fact, last December, she was telling all her clients this, too.” 
 
    “Objection, hearsay.” 
 
    “Your Honor, tapes H and I will, in fact, verify this,” Marc said. 
 
    “Overruled,” Wilson said. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “Before I went to you, I realized giving you those tapes and agreeing to testify would ruin my life. My marriage is probably over, but it has to be done. I’ve enrolled myself in in-patient treatment. I have to turn my life around and this was the start.” 
 
    “Nothing further, your Honor.” 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck,” Wilson said. 
 
    Before Gondeck could reply, Jennifer grabbed his arm. She leaned over to him and whispered, “You’re not gonna get anything out of her. Be careful.” 
 
    “Mrs. Reed do you have any personal knowledge of the defendant’s guilt or innocence?” 
 
    “No, I do not,” Faye admitted. 
 
    “Move to strike her entire testimony,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Denied,” Wilson said quickly striking down the request. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Burt Chayson was pacing the hall outside the courtroom. His pet thug, Greg McVay, sat on a padded bench, his head down, hoping Burt would ignore him. Burt would walk thirty feet or so down the hall then stand in front of the window looking across at the county employees. He would look for ten to fifteen seconds then pace back to where he came from. 
 
    Burt had not seen Faye Reed in the courtroom. All he knew is that something was going on in there and not likely to Burt’s benefit. He had no reason to believe this, but Burt’s antenna was receiving bad vibes. 
 
    He stepped away from the overlook, then took two or three steps back toward the courtroom. One of the double doors opened and Carvelli came out. He was followed by a woman Burt knew, but he did not immediately recognize. She turned, saw Burt then started walking twice as fast toward the elevators. 
 
    When she looked at him, Burt had a memory flash. He stepped over to McVay, bent down and whispered, “Follow her.” 
 
    Carvelli was there as McVay started to rise. Carvelli pointed at the bench and snarled, “Sit your ass back down.” He looked at Burt and told him, “They’re waiting for you.” 
 
    Carvelli turned to the deputy and said, “Take him in, Doug. I’ll hang out here with my old pal, Greg.” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Chayson, as a reminder, you are still under oath,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I understand, your Honor,” he replied. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson,” Marc said. “I have a mini cassette marked as Defense Exhibit H. I’m going to play just a couple of minutes of the beginning. Then I’ll have a question for you.” 
 
    By this point Burt was trying his best to look calm and relaxed as if he did not have a care in the world. Marc smiled at this as he pushed the play button on the tape player. Once again, the courtroom speakers were filled with the voice of Diana Crane, speaking from the grave. The tape played for about two minutes then Marc stopped. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, the woman’s voice has been identified as that of Diana Crane. Would you agree that’s true?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I didn’t know her that well.” 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, you’ve been reminded you’re still under oath. Since I know for a fact that you have a copy of this tape and have listened to it, would you like another opportunity to answer that question?” 
 
    Burt Chayson’s eyes, filled with pure hate, were trying to burn a hole through his antagonist. Marc sat patiently at his table impassively staring back. 
 
    “Yes, that’s Diana Crane’s voice,” he finally admitted. 
 
    “And the man’s voice, the one Mrs. Crane calls Burt, that’s you, is it not?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said only this time Chayson was looking down. 
 
    Marc stood to address the court. “Your Honor, both sides of exhibit H combined are almost two hours long. I, of course, have a copy of this and exhibit I to put into evidence. 
 
    “I’ll turn the originals over to Mr. Gondeck so he can take them to a lab to check for any tampering. I have not had them checked, but I have no reason to believe they have been altered in any way. 
 
    “When Mr. Gondeck brings them back, you can then rule on their admissibility. For now, I would like to play an edited version for the jury just to save some time.” 
 
    “Objection.” 
 
    “In chambers. We’ll take a recess here,” Wilson said. 
 
    Wilson stood up and as she did, her court reporter did as well. Wilson motioned for him to sit down meaning she did not want this on the record. “I’ll let you know,” Wilson told him. 
 
    Having anticipated this, Marc motioned for Jeff Modell and Kellie, to follow him. Jeff would set up the CD player to listen to the edited version. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus H. Christ,” Gondeck muttered after listening to it. 
 
    “You weren’t kidding when you said these tapes would cause an explosion,” Wilson quietly said. 
 
    “No, I wasn’t,” Marc agreed. 
 
    “We need to run these tapes, is the other one as bad?” Wilson asked Marc. 
 
    “Yes, your Honor.” 
 
    “They need to be verified,” Gondeck said. He looked at Marc and added, “I’ll personally handle this. Those tapes won’t leave my sight. We’ll get them done today. But, what does any of this have to do with Parker Crane’s guilt?” 
 
    “Goes to motive. And there are more wealthy, powerful men involved with this. All of whom were at that Christmas party. And, I have photographic evidence that Burton Chayson knows Cassidy Rogers, the woman on the video surveillance tape in the hallway at the Convention Center,” Marc said. “All I need is reasonable doubt.” 
 
    “All right,” Wilson said. “Jennifer, anything to add?” 
 
    “No, not really, your Honor,” Jennifer Moore replied. 
 
    Wilson looked at Kellie and Jeff, seated together on a couch. “I’m sure you know this, but I’m gonna tell you this anyway. What was said in this room had better stay in this room.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” they both said. 
 
    “That goes for the three of you as well.” 
 
    “Your Honor, I want the witness sequestered and guarded. He knows what is on these tapes. He is a financially well-off man and as such, a flight risk,” Marc said. 
 
    “I agree. A motel room should be good enough.” 
 
    “He should get used to being in a jail cell,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Probably, but a cheap motel room may be enough, for now,” Wilson said. “We’ll recess for today, get those tapes looked at and reconvene tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, isn’t this plush?” an annoyed and sarcastic Burt Chayson said. 
 
    Burt was in a Motel 6 in Brooklyn Center, a suburb of North Minneapolis. Now that he was off the witness stand, his arrogance was starting to return. He was outraged that someone as important as he could be summarily ordered into material witness custody. During the entire twenty-minute ride from downtown, Burt had let out his ire on the two plain clothes deputies. For all the good it did him. His whining had only provoked stone-faced indifference from them both. 
 
      
 
    “Can I, at least, make a private phone call?” he asked them. 
 
    “No,” the older of the two replied. “We don’t want you compromising your location.” 
 
    “What if someone came here to kill you? We might get caught in the line of fire,” the younger man said. 
 
    “Very funny. I can’t make a call?” 
 
    “No, not without one of us being present.” 
 
    “Fine, I’ll sit here.  You can listen in on my side of the conversation.” 
 
    Using his own phone––the caller ID on the room phone would give away their location––Burt made his call. 
 
    “Yes, sir, what is it?” former Detective John Derks answered. 
 
    As cryptically as possible, Burt asked, “Can your guy get a report for me? So far, he has gotten squat.” 
 
    “He pulled the recording last night. There was nothing on it about your case. I listened to it myself,” Derks replied. “Why, what are you worried about?” 
 
    “I’ll talk to you later. In a day or two,” Burt replied then ended the call. 
 
    “Well, this should be fun,” Burt said to the deputies.” 
 
    “It’s one night, Burt. You’ll get through it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I want one million dollars, slave, transferred into my Cayman account. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    It was the morning after Marc had given the tapes to Gondeck to have them checked by a lab tech. Gondeck, true to his word, had driven to the East Side of St. Paul himself to deliver them. He brought them to the Minnesota Bureau of Criminal Apprehension rather than the FBI lab. Dealing with the feds can sometimes slow things down. The state BCA was always more accommodating. 
 
    Gondeck was there until almost 8:00 P.M. The tech who had checked them brought them out to him with a clean bill of health. There appeared to be no tampering or editing of either of the recordings. The tech, if necessary, would testify that they were originals and not copies. 
 
      
 
    Before court, Gondeck agreed and stipulated for the record the tapes were authentic. He had also been given the edited CD that Marc wanted to play in court. The tech had listened to the CD, compared it with what he found on the defense exhibit H and okayed it. This was also acceptable, and the CD was now being played. 
 
      
 
    “I’m doing my best…” the court heard Burt whine in response to Diana’s million-dollar demand. Before he finished, they heard what sounded like Burt being slapped across the face and a whip striking bare skin. 
 
    “Your best hasn’t gotten it done, slave!” they heard Diana scream. 
 
    “I’ll have it, I’ll have it, I swear. The others are putting it together today.” 
 
    “Stay on your hands and knees. I didn’t give you permission to get up,” she screamed again, and they heard the whip strike again. 
 
    “Oh, yes, ah, yes, Mistress,” Burt said but in a voice that sounded like he was taking pleasure from his debasement. 
 
    “May I ask…” Burt said. 
 
    “What?” Diana screamed. 
 
    “Well, I’ve been told to ask…” 
 
    Whap! the whip hit again. 
 
    “What, slave? Out with it!” 
 
    “Well, how do we know this is it?” 
 
    “You don’t, do you? You don’t trust me?” she asked then the whip struck again. 
 
    “Yes, I trust you. I’ll have the money!” 
 
    “If you don’t, you know what will happen. Do you want a real investigation into the last election?” 
 
    This statement brought a murmur and stirring from the gallery. 
 
    “No, no, of course not,” Burt replied. He also sounded like he was weeping. 
 
    “Get up and get out!” 
 
    “But I paid for a full session,” Burt whined. 
 
    “Not today. I won’t charge you,” Diana replied more softly. “Besides, I told you, I’m getting out of this business.” 
 
    “Please don’t…” 
 
    “Get up. Get dressed. Get out. Tell your pals, I’ve got another girl lined up for them.” 
 
    There was a silent two-minute gap then Burt’s voice again. 
 
    “This money, the million, that has to be it, Diana. Spreed has made that very clear.” 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” 
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
    “Relax, Burt. I’m out of here.” 
 
    “All right. Are you sure I can’t get you to change your mind?” 
 
    “No, you can’t. To be blunt, Burt, I’m tired of whipping fat old men so they can get their rocks off. I’ve had enough.” 
 
    “But you don’t understand. I mean I’ll…” 
 
    “Oh, for Christ’s sake. Don’t tell me, let me guess. You’re in love with me?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Burt said sounding like he might cry. 
 
    “You’ll get over it. Now, beat it.” 
 
      
 
    The next thing they heard was Diana speaking into the tape recorder giving the date and time of a session with Burt Chayson. 
 
    “I am expecting Burt Chayson here at two o’clock for his biweekly session.” 
 
    Beginning shortly after two, another session began. The jury and the courtroom listened to an hour-long session of Burt Chayson again being debased. While this was taking place, Diana was eliciting information from him. Information about how the election that had taken place the year before had been rigged. 
 
    “How was it done?” Diana asked. 
 
    “It’s not that difficult, Mistress Topaz. We can buy all of the votes we need to elect senators, the governor, lieutenant governor or any statewide election. I shouldn’t be telling you this,” Burt said. 
 
    As he was saying the last part, they heard Diana’s whip strike flesh four times. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you,” they heard Burt panting. “I deserve that for being so bad.” 
 
    “How many votes did you get counted that were invalid?” 
 
    “A total of eighty-seven thousand. Enough to get the governor, attorney general and a senator elected. Plus, the congressional representatives from Minneapolis and St. Paul.” 
 
    Whap! Diana’s whip hit flesh. 
 
    “Tell me more. Where did they come from?” Whap! 
 
    “Ohhh! Mail-ins, mail-ins. They are harvested in the Cities in certain neighborhoods. Twenty dollars apiece. Dark money. Untraceable.” 
 
    Whap! “Who was involved? Speak slave!” 
 
    “We, ah, we, we didn’t tell the candidates. Plausible, plausible deniability,” Burt stammered, having trouble speaking, his breath coming in gasps. 
 
    At that point, Marc shut off the CD player. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, is the person you refer to as Spreed, Christopher Spreed?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “And you admitted he threatened Diana Crane?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Yeah, but nothing. Isn’t it true that Diana Crane taped you telling her that someone named Spreed threatened her, yes or no?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Isn’t it also true that what we heard, what we just listened to, that Diana said was recorded November seventeenth of last year was not the first time you told her about buying mail-in ballots?” 
 
    “Yes,” Chayson quietly, reluctantly admitted. 
 
    “Would you believe me if I told you I listened to defense exhibit H and there are a total of six times you discussed buying mail-in votes to perpetrate election fraud?” 
 
    “Your Honor,” Gondeck said. “At this point I believe it is advisable to read the witness his rights.” 
 
    “I agree. Please do so,” Wilson said. 
 
    Gondeck read Chayson his Miranda rights and asked if he understood them.   
 
    Burt, answered Gondeck by saying yes then, being a lawyer, hesitated and decided to say, “I refuse to answer under the protection of the fifth amendment’s right against self-incrimination,” to Marc’s question.  
 
    “The man you say threatened Diana Crane, Christopher Spreed, was he also a client of Diana Crane. If you know?” Marc asked.  
 
    “Yes, he was.” 
 
    “Faye Reed testified before you yesterday morning. She claimed you provided opioids to her for her pain. Is this true?” 
 
    “I refuse to answer as is my right under the fifth amendment.” 
 
    “Did you ever purchase illegal drugs from Christopher Spreed?” 
 
    “Again, I refuse to answer as it might incriminate me.” 
 
    “Have you ever facilitated money-laundering with a man by the name of Dylan Hinkel?” 
 
    “I refuse to answer as it may tend to incriminate me.” 
 
    “Do you know Dylan Hinkel?” 
 
    “I again refuse to answer as it may tend to incriminate me.” 
 
    “Was Dylan Hinkel a customer of Diana Crane?” 
 
    “I refuse to answer as it may tend to incriminate me.” 
 
    “Your honor,” Gondeck stood to address the court. “I object to this entire line of questioning. Neither Christopher Spreed nor Dylan Hinkel or even the witness, Burton Chayson is on trial.” 
 
    Marc stood and said, “Your Honor, as Mr. Gondeck is aware having listened to defense H, there are seven separate times that the witness tells Diana Crane he buys opioids for resale from Christopher Spreed and facilitates money-laundering for a prostitution ring. One of his opioid customers was Diana Crane. Motive, your Honor. Diana Crane was extorting a million dollars from Burton Chayson and others for multiple criminal activities.” 
 
    “Overruled. I’ll allow it.” Wilson ordered. 
 
    “Are we at a good point for a break, Mr. Kadella?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “One more piece of defense H to hear, your Honor.” 
 
    Marc started the CD player again. 
 
    “This is Diana Crane. The date is December fifteenth. The time is 1:50 P.M. I am expecting Burt Chayson any minute to tell me something I already know. He deposited by wire the sum of one million dollars into my Cayman account. It is already gone from there.” 
 
    There was the buzzing of a buzzer from someone at Diana’s door. A moment later Burt Chayson entered. 
 
    “Hello, Burt,” Diana pleasantly said. 
 
    “Okay, it’s done. Now I want the tapes,” Burt said. 
 
    “Right here, in this plastic bag,” the jury heard Diana say. 
 
    “How many copies did you make?” Burt angrily asked. “And don’t lie to me, bitch.” 
 
    “Owww, let go of my arm,” Diana yelled. 
 
    The next thing they heard sounded like someone being slapped. 
 
    “Owww! Okay, none, I swear it. I’m leaving after the divorce. Let go of me! I swear, I didn’t make any copies.” 
 
    There was a silent pause for ten seconds then Diana said, “Let go of my arm and stop staring at me like that.” 
 
    “Don’t fuck with me on this Diana. I know people…” 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” 
 
    “You’re a smart girl. Figure it out.” 
 
    A few seconds later they heard the door slam. The door opened again and a few seconds after that it was closed again. 
 
    “That was Burton Chayson. He obviously threatened my life! He does not know it, but the tapes I gave him do not have this afternoon’s meeting on them. I’ll make copies of the final one and give them to someone I trust. The one where I tape Burt and the one with Walter Franze on it,” Diana said into the tape recorder. 
 
    “Twenty-minute recess,” Wilson ordered. “Counsel in my chambers.” 
 
    “I gotta hear this,” Kellie whispered to Marc. 
 
    “As a reminder, what is said in there, stays in there. You do not discuss this with your schoolmates.” 
 
    “I don’t. I swear.” 
 
    “Sorry, I trust you. Come on.” 
 
      
 
    “Move for immediate dismissal, your Honor,” Marc said as soon as everyone found a chair. 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” Wilson said. 
 
    “Opposed, your Honor. What does he have? Someone threatened her life. Okay. She was blackmailing him. But all the actual evidence still points directly at his client. Just because other people may have benefited from her death, there is no evidence that anyone else did it.” 
 
    “Your Honor, I have a rogue’s gallery of candidates and a rational explanation for all of his evidence. This fiasco cannot be allowed to go to a jury,” Marc said. 
 
    Judge Wilson thought over Marc’s request of a dismissal then rejected it. “These are all issues for the jury. Factual matters for them to decide. Both of you have arguments you can make. We’ll continue with the trial.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIFTY-NINE
  
 
      
 
    When the court session began, the local media, along with members of the national media, took up the second and third rows behind the prosecution’s table. Except for Philo Anson. The first row behind the defense was reserved for the defense table. 
 
    Maddy was originally the only one seated in that row. She had taken the aisle seat. Two minutes before court started for the morning session, Maddy looked up. Standing in the center aisle was Philo looking down at her with a lost puppy look on his face. 
 
    Maddy laughed and said, “Okay, I’ll let you sit there, but behave yourself.” 
 
    “Thanks,” a grinning Philo said as he sneaked past her. He took the seat right next to her and said, “I always knew, deep in your heart, you wanted me.” 
 
    “When was the last time you had your nose broken?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Well, never mind.” 
 
    “Be a good boy and I won’t hurt you.” 
 
      
 
    With the revelation that Burt Chayson and others were involved in election fraud, the entire media assemblage stopped breathing. When Judge Wilson gaveled for the break, there was a mad scramble for the exit. Every TV news program in America was about to get a news alert. A minute later, the only ones sitting in the courtroom were Philo and Maddy. 
 
    “You afraid to try to climb over me?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “Well, now that you mention it, yes. But I don’t have to. I work for an old-fashioned newspaper. I did text in the story about the vote buying and election fraud,” Philo said while showing Maddy his tablet. 
 
    “They’ll polish it up a bit and have it online in a minute. That’s the big news. There’s gonna be a political fecal storm over this. The voters are gonna raise hell.” 
 
    “They should. If it isn’t buried in some kind of lame excuse of an investigation. The same people who benefited from it will be the ones to investigate it. Minnesota likes to brag about how clean their government is. Gonna be interesting to see if anything comes of it,” Maddy said. 
 
    A few minutes later, the hallway doors opened, and the gallery started to trickle back in. Almost as if he had popped up out of the floor, Tony Carvelli was standing next to Maddy. He stared with a blank expression at Philo until Philo looked up and saw him. 
 
    “I’m guessing I have someone’s seat,” Philo said. He stood and moved over one spot. 
 
    As Carvelli slipped by Maddy he smiled, said hi to her and Jeff Modell who was back at the table. 
 
    “Thanks, Philo,” Carvelli graciously said. “How’ve you been?” 
 
    “Thanks for asking…” 
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself. I don’t really care.” 
 
    “I know,” Philo said. Then Carvelli put his fist out and Philo bumped it. 
 
    “They got the vote buying out,” Maddy told Carvelli. 
 
    “Oh, that’s what the fuss is about in the hall. I’ll bet that got your heart thumping,” he said to Philo. 
 
    “It woke everybody up, that’s for sure,” Philo replied. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Chayson,” Marc began after the break, “are you familiar with a woman by the name of Cassidy Rogers?” 
 
    “Um, no, I ah, don’t believe so. The name is not familiar,” Burt answered. 
 
    “Approach, your Honor?” Marc asked. 
 
    Wilson allowed him to approach Chayson and he did so carrying copies of Cassidy’s photos. 
 
    “I’m showing you copies of Defense Exhibits F and G. Do you recognize these?” 
 
    “They look familiar,” Chayson said. 
 
    Marc nodded at Jeff who put a shot up on the TV monitors. 
 
    “That’s a photograph of you, on the courtroom monitor, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Another photo appeared on the screen. It was the same photo of Chayson, but a woman was included, and a buzz went through the courtroom. 
 
    “On the courtroom monitor is the same photo of you and a woman dressed in lace panties and a matching bra. Do you recognize her?” 
 
    “I don’t recall her name,” Chayson said, squirming a bit in the chair, obviously lying. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, don’t you think it’s about time you stopped tap dancing around the truth?” 
 
    “Objection, argumentative.” 
 
    “Overruled,” an annoyed Judge Wilson quickly said. 
 
    Marc nodded at Jeff again and Hope Slade appeared with Cassidy and Chayson. Marc made note of the change on the screen then asked, “Do you know the blonde woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Her name?” 
 
    “Hope Slade.” 
 
    “How do you know her?” 
 
    ‘She’s a, ah, business acquaintance.” 
 
    “What kind of business?” 
 
    “She’s a real estate agent.” 
 
    Marc nodded at Jeff again and a new photo went up on the monitor. It was of the three of them entering the motel room. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, these photos were taken of you, Cassidy Rogers and Hope Slade meeting outside room 127 of the Thunderbird Motel in Bloomington. The one on the monitor now is of the three of you entering room 127. Were you there for some type of real estate deal?” 
 
    “Watch the sarcasm, Mr. Kadella,” Wilson admonished. 
 
    “What three adults do in private is no one else’s business,” Chayson replied. 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, do you know a man by the name of, Walter Franze?” 
 
    “Yes. He’s the governor’s chief of staff.” 
 
    “How about Blake Evans, a senior partner in the law firm of Smith, Jacklin and Evans?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you know a John Lind, the CEO of Rapton Technologies, a local large corporation dealing mostly in computers and software technology?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Christopher Spreed, whom we have already brought up, before. Is he someone you know?” 
 
    “Yes, obviously.” 
 
    “Do you know Gabriel Dane of Dane, Westin and Ford, a very successful investment firm with a seat on the New York stock exchange?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you know Dylan Hinkel…” 
 
    “Objection, your Honor…” 
 
    “Overruled.” 
 
    “Dylan Hinkel, the owner of a chain of laundromats and video game parlors, all heavily cash businesses?” 
 
    “Yes, I am barely acquainted with Mr. Hinkel.” 
 
    “These men, these prominent businessmen and politicians, were all clients of Diana Crane. Known to them as Mistress Topaz, were they not?” 
 
    “Um, I wouldn’t know.” 
 
    “Mr. Chayson, I thought we were done with this tap dancing around the truth act. Do I really need to bring in someone to testify that you are good friends with these men and know they were clients of Diana Crane? Try again,” Marc sternly told him. 
 
    By now, Burt Chayson was thoroughly whipped, and he knew it. “Yes, they are friends of mine and yes, they were clients of Mistress Topaz,” he quietly admitted. 
 
    “Would it be fair to say that these prominent men would not want it disclosed that they were bondage and discipline devotees?” 
 
    “Yes, it would be fair to say that.” 
 
    “They contributed money to Diana’s extortion payment, the one million dollars you paid her to keep her mouth shut, didn’t they?” 
 
    “Yes, they did.” 
 
    “Cassidy Rogers and Hope Slade are part of a prostitution ring of ex-Vikings cheerleaders, are they not?” 
 
    Having been caught off guard by the question, Chayson looked around the silent courtroom as if trying to find some help. Seeing no sympathetic faces, he blurted out, “Yes.” 
 
    “Walter Franze admitted to you that, like you, he was in love with Diana Crane, didn’t he?” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter, he admitted it to you, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How about you? As you admitted on the recording that you were you in love with Diana Crane?” 
 
    “Yes, but not after she turned on us.” 
 
    “Were any of the other men I asked you about in love with Diana Crane?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “The truth, Mr. Chayson.” 
 
    This time, Gondeck, wanting to hear the answer, did not object. 
 
    “Yes, I think so. You have to understand what she did for them. Plus, she was beautiful and understanding.” 
 
    The second part of his answer was clearly objectionable, but also quite helpful to the defense. 
 
    “The men I asked you about, did they use the sexual services of any other women, specifically Cassidy Rogers?” 
 
    “Almost all of them. Cassidy is quite promiscuous,” Chayson answered. 
 
    “You were in attendance at the Christmas party hosted by Leonard Ferrell on the night Diana Crane was murdered, isn’t that true?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Every one of the men I asked you about also attended that party, didn’t they?” 
 
    “I’m not…” Chayson started to say he was not sure, but Marc interrupted him. 
 
    “I have in my hand, Mr. Chayson. A copy of the list of all of the people who were in attendance,” Marc said. “Misters Evans, Franze, Lind, Spreed, Dane and Hinkel are all on it. And they signed in next to their names. You saw them all in attendance, didn’t you? Yes or no.” 
 
    “Yes,” he quietly answered. 
 
    “How many of them were involved in the vote buying scheme? You’re still under oath.” 
 
    Chayson looked at Marc and once again with fire in his eyes, He stayed this way––in a silent staring match with Marc––for almost a minute.
Finally, it was Marc who broke the silence. “I’m prepared to wait all day for the answer, and it better be the truth.” 
 
    “All of them and others that I won’t say,” Chayson finally muttered. 
 
    “Governor Metcalf?” Marc asked. 
 
    “No. Metcalf knew nothing about it.” 
 
    “Senator Spears.” 
 
    “None of the people elected knew anything about it,” Chayson said. 
 
    “I have nothing further, your Honor,” Marc said. 
 
    For more than a half-hour, Gondeck went after Burt Chayson. He hammered away at him looking for an admission that either Burt or someone he knew other than Parker Crane murdered Diana. Gondeck got nowhere. It was now safe for him to argue that there was no testimony or evidence that anyone other than Parker Crane had committed this murder. 
 
      
 
    Burt Chayson, his life in ruins, was finally allowed to step down. Little did he know that the destruction of his life was just beginning. As he sullenly walked toward the gate, standing just inside the door was a serious looking man in a cheap suit. He was an investigator with the county attorney’s office. In the hallway were two more waiting to take Burt into custody. 
 
    When they reached the exit door, it opened and Maddy bumped into the investigator’s back. She had been in the hallway with two more witnesses.  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Maddy said to the man.  
 
    Seeing who it was he smiled and said, “It’s okay, kid.” 
 
    “Hi, Al,” Maddy replied then hurried up the aisle to the gate. 
 
    

  

 
   
    SIXTY 
 
      
 
      
 
    Before Burt was escorted out of the courtroom Judge Wilson said, “I’ll see counsel in chambers. Fifteen-minute recess.” 
 
    Marc and Kellie stood to go back to Wilson’s chambers then stopped for Maddy. 
 
    “I have both Hope and Patricia Raines in the hall. What do you want to do?” 
 
    Marc thought for a moment then said, “Hold them both. I’ll talk to you after the break.” 
 
      
 
    Back in Wilson’s chambers, without a court reporter, everyone found a chair. Kellie pulled one up next to Marc. 
 
    Wilson looked at each in turn then said, “What a clusterfuck this has turned into.” 
 
    She looked at Kellie and said, “Just so you know, they’re not all like this. Usually, they’re more exciting. Just kidding.” 
 
    “I know your Honor. I just got lucky,” Kellie said. 
 
    “You sure you want to be a lawyer?” 
 
    “More than ever,” Kellie said. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella?” 
 
    “Move to dismiss your Honor. It would be a travesty of justice…” 
 
    Gondeck started to say something, but Wilson held up her left hand to stop him.  
 
    “…to let this go any further.” 
 
    “Mr. Gondeck?” 
 
    “Your Honor, so far we have heard nothing, let alone seen any exculpatory evidence. The evidence, the only evidence, still points directly at Parker Crane and no one else.”  
 
    “You don’t think I’ve come up with reasonable doubt?” 
 
    “No, the real evidence speaks for itself,” Gondeck said. 
 
    There was a pause then Wilson asked, “What more do you have, Marc?” 
 
    Before he could answer there was a sharp knock on the door. It opened and a deputy stuck his head in and said, “You’ll want to see this, Judge.” 
 
    She waved him forward and he came up to her desk and handed her a note. As he walked out, she read it then handed it to Marc. While Marc read it, Wilson told Gondeck and Jennifer, “Walter Franze took a header off the High Bridge in St. Paul. There were witnesses. They found his body then notified his wife and the governor. It’s all over the news.” 
 
    Marc handed the note to Gondeck then said, “I won’t be calling him.” 
 
    “Are you planning on calling all of Chayson’s co-conspirators?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, it’s not necessary and probably not helpful. I’m sure they’ll get a chance to tell their story in court later. 
 
    “I’m going to finish today,” Marc said. “One more witness.” 
 
    “Closing arguments, day after tomorrow?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Good idea. We could all use a day off,” Gondeck agreed. 
 
      
 
    The lawyers went into the courtroom and Marc headed for the hallway. The gallery was coming back in and Marc made his way against the current. Just as he got to the door, he looked down and said, “No comment.” 
 
    “You don’t even know what I’m gonna ask,” Philo said. 
 
    “Whatever it is…” 
 
    “Walter Franze,” Philo said. 
 
    “I should pretend I don’t know what you’re talking about. Instead, write this down. ‘I had nothing to do with it.’ Did you get that?” 
 
    “Why do you think…?” 
 
    “I don’t know any more than you do. Probably less. I have to go,” Marc said then pushed his way out the door. 
 
    In the hall he saw Patricia Raines and spoke to her first, asking her to wait. He then walked over to where Hope was waiting with Maddy. 
 
    “Hi, Hope. Sorry to drag you down here. But I’m not going to call you. I don’t think it’s necessary.” 
 
    “How’s Parker doing?” she asked. 
 
    “All right. Listen,” Marc whispered seriously said to her, “you need to get a lawyer. A criminal defense lawyer. Some things have come up about you and your friends.” 
 
    “Okay,” was all she said. 
 
    “You don’t seem surprised.” 
 
    “I’m, I ah, I think I’m relieved. I knew this day would come. Thanks for the warning.” 
 
      
 
    “The defense calls Dr. Patricia Raines, your Honor.” 
 
    The good doctor came into the courtroom dressed and coiffed as any “normal” shrink would dress. Very businesslike attire. 
 
    Like any expert witness, Marc walked her through a twenty-minute dissertation of her education and experience and entered her curriculum vitae into evidence. Then he got down to business. 
 
    “Dr. Raines, you have a niche practice of sorts, wouldn’t you say?” 
 
    “Yes, I think that is a fair description.” 
 
    “You use a pseudonym in your practice, do you not?” 
 
    “Yes. In my practice I am referred to as Domina Sapphire. My practice involves helping people with sexual fetishes.” 
 
    “More than one?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes. There are any number of them. Things that most people would consider, let’s be honest, perversions.” 
 
    This brought a stirring along with a murmur to sweep through the courtroom. Marc could almost feel the increased attention. 
 
    “What, if any, would be the one in particular, the one fetish, that you primarily help your patients with?” 
 
    “Bondage and discipline,” she answered. 
 
    This was the point in their rehearsal Marc had been looking forward to. The part when he could ask one question, sit back and let her go. 
 
    “Ms. Raines, explain, please, to the jury what this is about.” 
 
    Patricia Raines, aka Domina Sapphire, looked at the jury and spelled it out. In fact, she had given this lecture, or sales pitch, dozens if not hundreds of times before. She also did an excellent job of addressing each juror individually. One after another, without missing a beat. She looked directly into the eyes of all of them. No joking, no snickering eyerolls or head shaking. Raines played the part of Dr. Raines, clinical psychologist. By the time she finished, she had probably picked up a few more clients. 
 
    “You are what is known as the dominatrix, the one in control, are you not?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Yes, that’s correct.” 
 
      
 
    Before the trial Marc had brought in twenty photos of women dressed up in dominatrix costumes. They went from almost repulsive to borderline tasteful. It was at this point he would have liked to put them up on the monitors. While Steve Gondeck took a turn at studying them, Judge Wilson had ruled. “Don’t even think about.” 
 
      
 
    “Do clients develop an attachment with their dominatrix?” 
 
    “Not everyone every time, but it is very common. Essentially, they fall in love. And, it can become quite dangerous.” 
 
    “How so?” Marc asked. 
 
    “The most common way it can become a problem is stalking. I have had the police intervene eleven times. There are numerous cases of assault if the man catches her with someone else, another client or even a boyfriend or husband.” 
 
    “Some of the women who work for you are married?” 
 
    “Sure. It’s not unusual. There’s no sex involved at all. No infidelity.” 
 
    “Do these attachments ever become violent?” 
 
    “Yes, unfortunately. There have been several abductions, kidnappings, and at least thirty-four murders, nationwide over the past six years. Especially if the dominatrix decides to get out of the business. Her clients can become obsessively possessive.” 
 
    “Thank you, Doctor,” Marc said. 
 
    Gondeck did not wait for Judge Wilson to give him the go ahead. Instead, he went right after her. 
 
    “Doctor Raines,” he said with a derisive tone, “let’s be honest. This is just another form of prostitution, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Define prostitution,” Patricia calmly said. 
 
    “Sex for money, Doctor. Sex for money.” 
 
    “Then the answer is no.” 
 
    “Does the subject achieve an erection?” Gondeck asked. 
 
    “Sometimes, not always.” 
 
    “Does he climax, ejaculate?” 
 
    “Rarely but not through contact.” 
 
    “Did Diana Crane work for you?” 
 
    “For a while, yes.” 
 
    “Was she working for you at the time of her death?” 
 
    “No, she was not.” 
 
    “You fired her for having sex with her clients, didn’t you?” 
 
    “No, I did not.” 
 
    “Were any men stalking her or threatening her when she worked for you?” 
 
    “She never came to me with any complaints about that.” 
 
    “How about in the weeks leading up to her death.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know.” 
 
    “Nothing further,” Gondeck said. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella.” 
 
    “Doctor, why did Diana Crane leave your employment?” 
 
    “She voluntarily resigned. She took a dozen or so of her clients and went out on her own.” 
 
    “How did you feel about that?” 
 
    “Well, I wasn’t happy. She stole clients which is a violation of her employment contract. Plus, I liked Diana. I liked her personally.” 
 
    “Nothing further,” Marc said. He stood and announced, “The defense rests.” 
 
    “Come up,” Wilson told the lawyers. 
 
    “I’ve got some other cases I need to deal with. We’ll take a day off then start closings nine A.M. day after tomorrow.”               
 
    

  

 
   
    SIXTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Anything about the trial?” Marc asked Maddy. 
 
    Maddy was sitting on the couch, her legs crossed, still wearing a pair of white women’s boxers and one of Marc’s extra-long, double XL, white T-shirts. Maddy’s preferred lingerie. It was the morning after Marc finished his case. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s all over the news,” Maddy replied. 
 
    Marc arrived in the living room with an insulated carafe of coffee. He sat down, refilled Maddy’s cup, then set the carafe on the coffee table. He leaned into her, kissed her and said, “Good morning.” 
 
    Maddy looked him over and saw jeans and a pullover shirt. “Aren’t you going to the office?” 
 
    “No appointments. I need to polish my closing and catch up on some paperwork. What are you up to?” 
 
    “I need to bring my bill up to date for Minnesota vs. Parker Crane.” 
 
    “Good. Do that. Get it to me today. Do me a favor. Call Tony and get his and the guys at Jake’s in today. Once this trial is over, it could be a problem getting paid,” Marc said. 
 
    “I thought he agreed to allow liens on everything.” 
 
    “He did. But that’s never as good as cash. What’s on the news?” 
 
    “The politicians and TV talking heads are tap dancing and spinning like tops about the voter fraud on Burt’s tape we played. And, it looks like the media wants to buy it. It’s on all of the network shows, too,” Maddy replied. “I smell a coverup coming. 
 
    “None of the politicians who benefited from it know anything about it and if they do know anything about it, they still don’t know anything about it,” Maddy said. 
 
    “What are they saying about Walter Franze diving off the High Bridge? Just a coincidence?” Marc asked. 
 
    “He had been showing signs of depression for months,” Maddy said. “We feel terrible we didn’t see it sooner. If only we could have acted sooner etcetera, etcetera. They all feel really heartbroken that his mouth is permanently shut.”  
 
    Marc’s phone rang and Maddy picked it up and answered it. 
 
    “You’re getting lawyer level cynical,” Marc said. 
 
    “Kadella residence,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Morning, sweetheart, it’s Owen Jefferson. Is the luckiest guy I’ve ever known there?” 
 
    “Hey, Owen,” Maddy cheerfully said. Using Owen’s name caught Marc’s attention. More somberly Maddy said, “Oh, shoot. You wouldn’t call at this time of the day with good news.” 
 
    She handed Marc the phone after putting it on speaker. “Morning, Owen. We’re on speaker but it’s only the two of us. What do you have?” 
 
    “Burt Chayson was found sitting in his car in the garage. The engine was still running and there was an empty bottle of Stoli on the passenger seat. There’s a hose running from the exhaust to the passenger window. I called Steve Gondeck and he suggested I call you. 
 
    “Crime scene and the M.E. are here. We’ll have a prelim report in a little while. Looks pretty obvious.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Maddy said. “Guys like Burt Chayson don’t commit suicide, Owen. Too much ego.” 
 
    “Sure they do,” Owen said. “The thought of prison terrifies them.” 
 
    “I’m with Maddy on this one, Owen,” Marc said. “The only thing they could convict him of is some kind of election fraud. I’m not up on it but I don’t see him getting more than thirty-six months, probably at a Club Fed. Burt could do that standing on his head. With his connections, he might not even get that. Especially if he agrees to keep his mouth shut and protect everyone else. Or, more likely, turn on his pals and testify against them.” 
 
    “Yeah, you have a point,” Jefferson conceded. 
 
    “Who found him?” Maddy asked. 
 
    “His lawyer. He made bail late yesterday afternoon. They had an eight o’clock appointment this morning. When Burt didn’t show, the lawyer called, got no answer so he called the cops. A squad went to the house and found him.” 
 
    “What’s the lawyer’s name?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Just a second,” they heard Owen say. “Here it is. A Nelson Collier of…” 
 
    “Collier, Benson and Amundson,” Marc said. 
 
    “You know him?” 
 
    “Sort of,” Marc answered. “Keep an open mind about this being a suicide, Owen. Look close.” 
 
    “If you know something…” 
 
    “I don’t. But, if I find out anything, if it isn’t privileged, I’ll let you know.” 
 
      
 
    When the call ended Maddy said, “That law firm sounds familiar.” 
 
    Marc was staring blankly at the opposite wall. When he didn’t respond, Maddy tried again, “Hey who are these lawyers?” 
 
    “Um, I’m sorry, babe. I was thinking. That law firm represents Leonard Ferrell. Our Christmas party host. He’s as politically connected as Burt was. A lot of people in that world are gonna breathe easier because Burt is no longer breathing at all.” 
 
    A phone rang again, only this time it was Maddy’s. She looked at the ID and very pleasantly answered it. 
 
    “Hi, Vivian. What’s up?” 
 
    “What’s going on with the trial?” 
 
    “Nothing today,” Maddy said. “Marc rested yesterday. Judge Wilson gave everybody a day off today. Closing arguments, tomorrow. You should bring the girls.” 
 
    “That’s why I was calling. Would it be okay?” 
 
    “Perfect. I’ll call the judge’s clerk and get those seats reserved,” Maddy said. 
 
    “Tell her to have the girls wear nametags,” Marc said. 
 
    Maddy thought about telling her of Burt’s untimely demise then decided not to. Vivian would find out in due course.  
 
      
 
    Marc instinctively rotated his chair around toward the rail to find Vivian leading the girls in. Marc stood, leaned over the rail to give each a hug as they took their seats. He even guessed their names correctly. 
 
    “Hi, Uncle Marc,” they both said. 
 
    Maddy took the aisle seat and said hello to the prosecution team. 
 
    “Did she explain to you what we’re doing today?” Marc asked the girls referring to Maddy. 
 
    “Yes,” Abia said. 
 
    “You’re going to put your case together,” Salma added. 
 
    “And explain to the jury why. . .,” Abia said. 
 
    “. . . Parker is innocent,” Salma got the final word in. 
 
    Marc laughed, looked at Vivian and said, “That would drive me crazy.” 
 
    “They did it to you on purpose just for that reason,” Vivian replied. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Gondeck,” Judge Wilson said. “Are you prepared to give your final argument?” 
 
    Gondeck stood and assured the judge he was. As he walked out to the middle of the courtroom, Wilson gave him permission to begin. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, on behalf of the citizens of Minnesota, I sincerely thank you for your service. Jury duty can be difficult, although I must admit, this trial had some, how shall I put it? Some unusually entertaining if slightly bizarre moments. 
 
    “Mr. Kadella has done an admirable job of trying to distract you. He has come up with a long, if somewhat flimsy list of potential alternatives to point the guilt toward instead of his client, Parker Crane. 
 
    “He will try to regale you with stories of potential motives and even criminal conduct to win you over with reasonable doubt. What he doesn’t have is any evidence. That’s because all of the evidence, the only evidence admitted in this trial, real proof of who committed this brutal crime points directly at one person and one person only. The victim’s angry, jealous, greedy husband, the defendant Parker Crane.” 
 
    Here, Gondeck casually walked to the defense table, looked directly at Parker Crane, and pointed a finger at him. With a severe, cold, grim look he loudly pronounced, “Parker Crane, for the oldest motive ever, money, stalked his beautiful wife and brutally murdered her with fourteen,” he turned to face the jury and continued, “fourteen, fourteen stabbings. He stabbed her so many times with a butcher knife from their kitchen, he bent the blade in her chest. 
 
    “For every crime there are legal elements of that crime. Each of them must be proven, individually, beyond a reasonable doubt. For first degree murder, the most significant ones are that the defendant did it with premeditation and with the intent to kill the victim. Further, even if the defendant acted with premeditation, he did not act in the heat of passion. 
 
    Using the TV monitors, the rest of Gondeck’s closing was taken up by walking the jury through the crime and evidence on the TVs. Each and every piece of evidence was shown on the courtroom monitors. As they were put up on the monitors, Gondeck tied each of them to Parker and only Parker. As he went along, Gondeck described each element of the crime and why they were obvious. A murder cannot be much more premeditated than a deliberate lying-in wait, stalking attack with fourteen stab wounds. 
 
    “Now look at what the defense has presented. A tiny piece of video where a woman bumps into Parker to allegedly steal his phone. Maybe. The man who was with her was unable to identify her and that’s pretty much their entire case. And did they explain why anyone would go to so much trouble to steal his phone hoping to use it as evidence against him? No because there is no explanation for it. Without it the rest is washed away like sand on the beach. Because without it, how and why was the phone traced from where Parker Crane was at a Christmas party to the crime scene where his wife was murdered then back to his home. Too ludicrous, too ridiculous except in fiction. Even in fiction too many things could go wrong. 
 
    “It’s likely Mr. Kadella will name his entire list of potential candidates. He believes he has motive for each one. What he doesn’t have is any real evidence. 
 
    “Reasonable doubt is not beyond any doubt. The doubt has to be reasonable, and it just isn’t here. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, Parker Crane murdered his wife for money. The murder weapon was from his own kitchen. We tracked him with his phone, and he got rid of it. It’s that simple. Find him guilty and let justice be done.” 
 
      
 
    Marc stood, also thanked the jury then turned on Gondeck. He stood in front of him, looked down at him and said, “No real evidence to provide reasonable doubt?” He turned and stepped toward the jury and, with a puzzled look said, “Is that what he said? Really? Ladies and Gentlemen,” he continued walking up to within three feet of them. “Diana Crane was operating a kinky sex club for sick, twisted old men. They would dress up” ––here Jeff put up photos of things men wear to these sessions––“while she dressed like Madame du Sade,”––more photos of sexy dress up for a dominatrix––“then had these men crawl around, bark like dogs, whimper and beg while she whipped and spanked them with various instruments of discipline.” 
 
    Here he paused and slowly looked over the jurors and recited each of the names of the men. “These were the ones at Leonard Ferrell’s party and according to Burt Chayson’s testimony, were involved in a vote buying scam during the last election. 
 
    “And they knew Diana knew this because she showed Burt Chayson the tape. And they paid her a million dollars in hush money. There were death threats on that tape. Does that sound like something these men wanted made public? That they might want to make sure she would never tell the tale? Is that not evidence these men would like to conceal? You’re allowed to use your common sense, ladies and gentlemen. If you were involved in these activities, would you want the media attention these men are going to get? In fact, they were desperate to conceal it. 
 
    “They all had motive. They all had prison staring them in the face. They all were at the Christmas party. Burt Chayson knew Cassidy Rogers.” Photos of them at the motel room went up. 
 
    “Even using multiple disguises, we presented a witness who was seventy percent certain it was Cassidy Rogers who bumped Parker and stole his phone. You saw it on the video. And if she didn’t take his phone, he hung it up in his coat pocket in a place where anyone could get it. 
 
    “Ladies and Gentlemen, I’m going to give you a common definition of reasonable doubt. If mine is different than what Judge Wilson tells you, then you must ignore mine and use hers. 
 
    “A reasonable doubt is one for which a reason exists and may arise from the evidence or lack of evidence. It is such a doubt as would exist in the mind of a reasonable person after fully, fairly and carefully considering all of the evidence.” 
 
    Marc then continued with the boyfriend as a suspect. They witnessed how jealous and angry Cole Hanson could get. Parker’s partner, Christopher Jayden then admitted to an affair with Diana. She broke it off with him, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer because he was still in love with her. He also had a financial motive. If Parker goes to prison, he gets close to a million dollars in equity from the business. 
 
    “Reasonable doubt, ladies and gentlemen. Reasonable doubt. If this isn’t enough reasonable doubt, then I don’t know what is. 
 
    “Innocent until proven guilty beyond a reasonable doubt. That’s what their burden is. Mine is to present to you, reasonable doubt. The state’s burden is to present evidence that Parker Crane is guilty beyond a reasonable doubt. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, they didn’t even come close.” 
 
    Marc considered addressing the fact that Parker had not testified. He knew Judge Wilson was going to give them a solid explanation why they are legally bound to ignore that. He liked where he concluded and decided to let the judge explain away Parker not testifying. 
 
    “If you agree that there is reasonable doubt, you must, not should or maybe or can, but must find the defendant, Parker Crane, not guilty. 
 
    “Thank you, Ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    SIXTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling?” Barry Cline asked him. Barry was standing in the open doorway of Marc’s office. It was the morning after closing arguments and the judge charging the jury. 
 
    “Good!” Marc emphatically said. “I always feel good when I finish a trial. Win or lose, it’s over.” 
 
    “No second guessing, no doubts, I should’ve done this, I forgot to do that?” Barry asked. 
 
    “There’s always some of that, you go through it, too. Everyone does.” 
 
    “Yep. What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Barry. I think we presented enough options and people who wanted her dead. But, a brutally murdered, beautiful Minnesota-girl-next-door blonde. They may want to make someone pay for that.” 
 
    “On the other hand, a greedy, cheating, slut into kinky sex?” Barry said. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s the other hand. We’ll see. Like I always say…” 
 
    “I’m not the one going to jail,” Barry finished for him. 
 
    “Yep,” Marc agreed. 
 
    Carolyn playfully pushed Barry aside and said, “Just got the call. You’re jury’s back.” 
 
    “Seriously? It’s only ten o’clock,” Marc said. He looked at Barry and asked, “Is that good or bad?” 
 
    “Good, I think. But I don’t know, either. I’m coming with,” Barry said. 
 
    The much shorter Connie Mickelson was trying to jump up over Barry’s shoulder to look inside Marc’s office. “I’m coming too,” Connie said. 
 
    “I need to call Maddy and Carvelli and Parker. The cops can pick him up,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    By the time Marc, Barry, Kellie and Connie arrived, the courtroom was almost full. Already sitting in the front row behind the defense table were Maddy, Carvelli and Carvelli’s occasional friend with benefits, Vivian Donahue. Seated on Carvelli’s right was Philo Anson.  
 
    Marc looked at Philo and said, “Has he moved in?” 
 
    Maddy replied, “He’s like a stray cat. Once you let him in and feed him, you can’t get him to leave.” 
 
    “Wow, now that’s insensitive,” Philo said. “I have feelings, you know.” 
 
    “Like those of a biker gang,” Maddy said. 
 
    Marc, still standing, was watching as both Gondeck and Jennifer Moore were walking toward the gate. 
 
    “Good morning, Maddy,” Gondeck pleasantly said, smiling at her. 
 
    “Morning, Steve. How’s your wife and kids?” Maddy replied. 
 
    “Thanks for the reminder,” Gondeck sighed. 
 
    “You wouldn’t know what to do without her,” Marc said. 
 
    “I know,” Gondeck conceded. “Tell you what,” he continued, taking a quarter out of his pocket. “I’ll flip you for it. Heads, I dismiss it, tails your guy pleads guilty.” 
 
    “That’s very tempting, but I’m not sure Wilson would let us at this point,” Marc replied. 
 
    “Probably right.” 
 
    While Marc was chatting with his counterpart, he was still standing facing the back of the courtroom. Looking through the door he saw the deputies trying to keep order among those trying to get in. While he watched, a woman squeezed past the deputies, stopped and spotted an empty seat three rows closer to the front. When she reached the row with the empty seat, she looked past Marc and smiled. Marc turned to see who she smiled at and saw Parker, being brought in, smile back at her. 
 
    At that moment, the door to the jury room opened. As the juror’s took their seats, Marc sat down. Because he watched the jury, he forgot to ask Parker who the woman was that smiled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Madame forewomen, have you reached a verdict?” Judge Wilson asked. 
 
    The forewoman, whose name was Candace Simmons, stood and said, “Yes, your Honor, we have.” 
 
    She handed the verdict form to a deputy who took it to Wilson. While this was going on, Marc was still watching the jurors. One of them, a woman, turned her head toward Marc. They made eye contact and she smiled. Marc smiled back, she nodded her head and he remembered her immediately. Her name was Claire Drew, the very first juror questioned and selected. 
 
      
 
    Wilson handed the verdict form back to the deputy who returned it to the forewoman. 
 
    “Will the defendant please rise,” Wilson said. 
 
    Marc stood up with Parker and noticed sweat breaking out on Parker’s forehead. Kellie, not exactly sure what to do, stood also. 
 
    “Please read the verdict,” Wilson said. 
 
    At that moment there seemed to be no sound, no movement, no breathing. Marc, as always, was as calm as could be. He always was. He had done his best and that’s all he could do. 
 
    “We, the jury in the matter of the State of Minnesota versus Parker John Crane, defendant, hereby with a unanimous vote, find the defendant not guilty of all charges.” 
 
      
 
    There was joy and excitement at the defense table. Parker’s knees almost buckled; Kellie clapped twice, then Parker hugged Marc. When they separated, after Parker said thank you at least seven or eight times, Marc noticed Parker looking at the mostly silent gallery. 
 
    While Parker hugged Kellie, Marc briefly glanced at Diana’s family. Her mother was crying, and the others were trying to comfort her. For a brief moment, Marc’s heart sank, and he felt as if he should go to the woman and apologize. Instead, he turned back to Parker. 
 
    By now, the gallery was quietly starting to file out. Again, Marc noticed Parker looking at the gallery. Marc looked to where Parker was looking and saw the woman he had noticed smiling at Parker. A tingle ran down Marc’s spine. She looked familiar and something was not right. Then it occurred to him who she was. 
 
    Marc stepped back to the railing where Carvelli stood. He leaned into him and whispered, “Don’t run off. I need to speak to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I get a quote?” Philo asked Marc. 
 
    “Just a second,” Marc said. 
 
    Parker was about to be led away. Marc wanted a word with him first. 
 
    “They’ll process you out and give you a ride home. I’ll call you later,” Marc told him. 
 
    “Okay, whatever. I can barely think. Thanks, Marc. What can I do to thank you?” 
 
    “Pay your bill. I have people I have to pay,” Marc said. 
 
    “I will. Right away. I swear. Hey, what do I tell Chris about the bail he put up?” 
 
    “Tell him to contact the clerk of court. They know what to do.” 
 
    “Okay. God, thanks again.” Parker threw his arms around Marc’s shoulders, hugged him and kissed him on the cheek. 
 
    “I love you man. You’re the greatest.” 
 
    Marc smiled and said, “Go on. Go with the deputy.” 
 
      
 
    Marc gave Philo the usual cliches about justice prevailing and the jury understanding the law. 
 
    “Who do you think did it?” Philo asked. 
 
    “There was a lot of reasonable doubt,” Marc said. 
 
    “Who murdered Diana Crane?” Philo asked again. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Marc answered. 
 
      
 
    A week later, Carvelli was still on assignment for Marc. He was sitting in his car across the street from a luxury condo building in Edina. He had followed Cassidy Rogers to what Carvelli believed was a business appointment. Cassidy was an interior decorator, and she was inside the condo building with clients discussing her plans for them. 
 
    He had been on station with a good view of both the front entrance of the building and Cassidy’s small BMW. She had parked in a handicap spot two spaces from the door. Before leaving to go inside, she hung a handicap sign on her mirror. 
 
    “Hey, what’s up,” Carvelli said answering his phone. It was Marc checking in. 
 
    For the past week, Carvelli, with some help from a couple of his guys, had followed Cassidy. Marc was certain the mystery woman at court on the last day was Cassidy. So far, she had made no contact with any of her ex-cheerleader pals or anyone else connected with the trial. Marc was about to call it off. 
 
      
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Nope, sorry, nothing,” Carvelli said. 
 
    He heard Marc inhale deeply before saying, “I was sure something was not right. I don’t know what, but I could’ve sworn that Cassidy was in court in a disguise when the verdict was read. 
 
    “Put her to bed tonight, then I think we’ll call it off,” Marc said. 
 
    “You know, it might not have been Cassidy. It could’ve been some other woman we don’t know about.’ 
 
    “As you’ve mentioned, three or four times already,” Marc said. 
 
    “We could try to ask Parker.” 
 
    “Let me think about it,” Marc said. 
 
    “Here she is. If nothing happens, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    Carvelli followed her west on I 494 then North on Hwy 169. Since Cassidy lived in Bloomington, as soon as she went west on 494, he knew she wasn’t going home. 
 
    At Hwy 7 she got off and turned into a nice, semi-expensive restaurant at the exit. Cassidy parked a long way from the door without using the handicap sign. Carvelli found a spot nearer the front door with a clear view of Cassidy’s car. Oddly, she stayed in her car apparently waiting for someone. Ten minutes later, that someone arrived and parked next to her. 
 
    Early evening in May, there was plenty of sunlight. Carvelli took his camera and got at least twenty clear shots of them. When they went inside, Carvelli called Marc. 
 
    “I’m at Flaherty’s, out on 169 and Hwy 7,” Carvelli told Marc. “You know the place?” 
 
    “Yeah, I got kicked out of there when I was in college once.” 
 
    “Parker just went inside with Cassidy. They were pretty chummy,” Carvelli told him. “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    Marc went silent thinking it over then said, “Stay with her. If he follows her watch him but stay with her.” 
 
    “Gotcha,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I’ll stay up until you put her to bed. Even then, hang around for a little while. Maybe a half hour. Then call me.” 
 
    “You think he’s after her?” 
 
    “I have no idea. Probably not but those two are up to something. Maybe just waiting for things to settle down. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
      
 
    At 10:15, having heard nothing for over two hours, Marc called again. 
 
    “Nothing so... wait a second, here he comes,” Carvelli said when he saw Parker leave the restaurant. “But no Cassidy.” 
 
    “Stay with her,” Marc said. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, at almost 10:30, Carvelli saw Cassidy come out of the restaurant. He watched as she walked to her car. She was quite steady and showed no signs of inebriation. If she had, he would have stopped her. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli followed her at a safe distance into Bloomington. She went east on 494 to Normandale then south again. Having tailed Cassidy to her condo complex several times, he knew exactly where she was going. 
 
    After exiting 494 onto Normandale, Carvelli ran into a problem. In fact, two of them. He was two hundred yards behind her when she passed American Blvd. There was a car in both lanes ahead of Carvelli and when she passed American, the light began to turn red. But for the two cars, Carvelli would have run the light. Both of the other two cars stopped. As bad as that was, the same thing happened at 84th Street. By now, Cassidy was gone. 
 
      
 
    Because she had been drinking a little, Cassidy had been driving cautiously, carefully, watching her speed, using her turn signals, and staying in her lane. She was pretty sure her driving was fine, but who needs the headache of being pulled over. 
 
    Cassidy made the light at 84th and turned left to get home. As she had been all along, she was totally oblivious to Carvelli following her. 
 
      
 
    Cassidy drove down the ramp into her condo’s underground parking, now a couple of minutes ahead of Carvelli. She drove around the parking area twice before she found Parker’s car in the darkest part of the garage. There was an empty space four spaces away from him in which she parked. 
 
    Cassidy exited her car and was startled to find Parker waiting for her, standing at the back of her car. 
 
    “You startled me,” Cassidy almost yelped. Sensing something was not quite as it should be, she looked at him and asked, “What are you wearing? What is that in your hand?” 
 
    Without saying a word in response, Parker took two long steps toward her, his left hand raised above her head. 
 
    Twenty years of gymnastics, high school dance line, college and professional cheerleading were about to pay off. Cassidy’s reflexes were still excellent. As soon as Parker stepped toward her, she saw the knife then screamed and raised her leather briefcase in an attempt to protect herself. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli had taken the left at 84th then promptly pushed the pedal to the floor. He didn’t know it, but his gut told him a cop following him may have been the best thing that could happen. He made it to Cassidy’s garage just as she was exiting her car. He started driving around to find her. Even with the windows up, he could hear the scream. 
 
      
 
    Parker stabbed the eight-inch butcher knife down toward her face. The briefcase in her right hand went up and the knife went completely through it. Cassidy screamed again as she twisted the briefcase making it difficult for Parker to pull the knife free. Grappling together, neither of them heard the car screeching toward them. 
 
    Angry at missing the first time, Parker finally jerked the knife free. By now, trapped between her car and the one next to her, Cassidy was trying desperately to see a way out. Parker once again stabbed downward and again Cassidy deflected it with her briefcase. Except this time, the knife went through it again and drove three inches into her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Carvelli heard the second scream and flew around the corner of the garage. Going too fast his speed sent the Camaro’s right rear quarter panel sliding into a parked car. When he finished the turn, he saw Parker plunge the knife down, the one that went into Cassidy’s shoulder. They were forty to fifty feet from him, and he hit the gas again. By now, he had retrieved his nine mm from the center console. In less than two seconds, he was on them. 
 
    Carvelli jammed on the brakes, opened his door and was stepping out when the Camaro slid into another parked car and stopped. By then, Carvelli had stepped free and was standing, the pistol aimed at Parker. 
 
    “Don’t do it, Parker!” Carvelli yelled as loud as he could. 
 
    Parker turned seeing and hearing the car crash and Carvelli yelling. So intent on finishing Cassidy, this was the first he had noticed Carvelli. 
 
    Carvelli was no more than fifteen feet from him in a shooter’s stance. Parker had worked himself into a homicidal rage so much that he could not compute what this man wanted. Instead, he turned back to go after Cassidy. 
 
    By now, hurting and furiously bleeding, Cassidy was leaning on her car. She no longer had the strength to lift her briefcase. She saw Parker, once again, raise the knife then heard an explosion coming from her left. Parker was thrown back against the other car, dropped the knife and collapsed to the garage floor. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t,” Carvelli said. He was standing over Parker, his gun pointed at his forehead. 
 
    Parker had taken the bullet in his left shoulder, exactly where Carvelli wanted to hit him. Parker was on his left side reaching toward the knife with his left hand. 
 
    “You shot me, you bastard!” 
 
    “Be thankful I didn’t put it in your forehead, asshole,” Carvelli replied while he grabbed Parker’s collar. Parker was wearing a clear, plastic poncho and rubber gloves over his clothes. Carvelli jerked Parker off the car and dragged him out of the way while Parker screamed in pain. 
 
    Carvelli went to the terrified Cassidy and looked at her wound. He picked up Parker’s knife and sliced open Cassidy’s coat and blouse. The wound was pretty bad and bleeding quite a bit. “Let me see it,” he told her. “It’s bleeding pretty bad but it’s not an artery. Let me get something for you to hold on it.”    
 
    Cassidy was sobbing, looking at Parker and trying to slide away from him.  “I got him, he won’t hurt you,” Carvelli quietly said while still kneeling in front of Cassidy. 
 
    “What the hell,” Carvelli heard a voice say. 
 
    Acting on reflex, Carvelli snapped up, pointing his gun at two young men staring at the scene. 
 
    “Call 911 right now! Tell them there’s been an attempted murder. The assailant is down with a gunshot wound and the victim with a serious knife wound.” 
 
    While one dialed, Carvelli told the other one, “Use my name. Tony Carvelli. Retired Minneapolis detective. Hurry.” 
 
    Parker was trying to sit up. Carvelli pointed his gun at Parker’s crotch and loudly said, “Lie down or you’ll be singing soprano for the prison choir.” 
 
    He told Cassidy to hang on and sit still. He then duck walked to Parker while the man who made the call said, “They’re on the way.” 
 
    “Good. Now, stick around,” Carvelli said. He bent over Parker and used the knife to slice open the clear, plastic poncho he was wearing. He then sliced off a large piece of Parker’s shirt. 
 
    “The bullet hole ruined it anyway,” Carvelli said. 
 
    “I’m bleeding to death,” Parker whined. 
 
    “You are not so stop your whining.” 
 
    Carvelli sliced off another piece of Parker’s shirt, folded it and told one of the young men to hold it on Parker’s wound. Carvelli then went back to Cassidy and did the same. 
 
    

  

 
   
    SIXTY-THREE
  
 
      
 
    Marc, by himself, passed through the security check point. Being familiar with the jail floor of the hospital, he quickly found the room he wanted. He signed in at the nurses’ station, showed his ID and was let into the room. 
 
    “What do you want?” an angry Parker Crane rudely asked. His wounded shoulder was bandaged, and he was handcuffed to the bed. His demeanor was sullen and pouty as if he was angry he got caught being naughty, like a little kid. 
 
    “Nothing, really,” Marc calmly replied. He took a seat in one of the cheap, molded plastic chars. “How’s the shoulder? Tony’s a pretty good shot.” 
 
    “I’ll have you disbarred for violating privilege,” Parker snarled. 
 
    “How did I violate privilege?” 
 
    “I’ll tell them I told you I was gonna shut up that stupid slut, Cassidy.” 
 
    “Really? Except if you had told me that, I would’ve gone straight to the police with it. I wouldn’t have played a hunch and had Tony follow her. You should know, I just now came from the police, from the Hennepin County Sheriff. They’ll handle this. I gave them a statement. My guess is, I’ll be a little more believable than you,” Marc told him still speaking very calmly. 
 
    “I thought you might like to know. I knew it early on. It was the knife. The kitchen knife you used to butcher Diana. 
 
    “What kind of an asshole comes up with such an elaborate plan to murder his wife then uses a kitchen knife to do it? A psycho, that’s who. You did that on purpose. You always had to show that you were smarter than everybody, more clever and the genius you always thought you were. 
 
    “Except, it wasn’t you that convinced the jury you should be acquitted. Sooner or later, you would have realized that, then what? You come after me? Maddy would’ve shot you and she wouldn’t have wounded you.” 
 
    Parker laughed heartily at that then said, “You’re probably right. She would have. 
 
    “You know…” Parker started to say. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Believe it or not, I’m sorry I lost you as a friend. I still need a lawyer, though.” 
 
    “Sorry, no can do,” Marc said. 
 
    “I did lose you as a friend, didn’t I?” 
 
    Marc stood up, walked to the door and before opening it, looked down at Parker and said, “Yeah, you sure did. And you know something, I feel oddly a little sad about that.” 
 
    “Really?” Parker asked. 
 
    “No, Parker. You’re a psycho murderer. I don’t make friends with them.” 
 
      
 
    On the drive back to his office after seeing Parker, Marc turned to an all-news station. The big story of the day was Parker’s attempted murder of Cassidy Rogers. A distant number two, to the delight of the political power structure of both major parties, was the election fraud. After an “exhausting” almost two-week inquiry, the secretary of state’s office found no evidence of vote buying or tampering. Certainly none sufficient to have affected the outcome of any of the races. With Burt Chayson and Diana Crane both dead, there was no one left to verify the tape played in court. The investigation was now officially closed. 
 
      
 
    As Marc walked up the back stairs from the parking lot to his office, he could easily hear a loud racket going on. It sounded exactly like that of a construction site. He stood in the hallway in front of the door and just shook his head. “Hardly notice it,” he muttered to himself, the words Connie told them. 
 
    Marc opened the door, went inside to find a very familiar looking, attractive blonde woman. She was patiently waiting in one of the client chairs along the wall. 
 
    Before Marc spoke to her, he knocked, then opened Connie’s door. 
 
    “I didn’t think it would be this bad. They tell me, two more days,” Connie said. 
 
    “Should we just shut the place down for a couple of days?” Marc asked. 
 
    “Barry and Chris already have. At least for themselves. Let’s do it.” 
 
    “I have someone to see. Then we’ll go,” Marc said. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” Marc pleasantly said to his potential client as they shook hands. 
 
    “I, ah, I have a problem,” she said. “Is it okay to hire you?” 
 
    “I think it is. But, first, you look pretty down. I’m going to patronize you a little bit, okay?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Before we do anything else. I want you to smile. Come on, you can do it.” 
 
    She gave in to him and flashed a beautiful set of teeth at him. 
 
    “I’m sure you know you have a great smile. We’ll see about getting it back for you. Okay, Hope?” 
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    May 27, 1940 
 
      
 
    Dear Mom & Dad, 
 
      
 
    The British, French and Belgian armies are trapped. I am having trouble writing this because it is too difficult to even imagine––not so much that the German army has accomplished this. No, it is the ease in which they have done so. The fighting began on May 10, barely 17 days ago. From a strictly objective standard, it is the single greatest feat in the history of warfare. Nothing even close to it has ever been accomplished. 
 
    I have been told that the Germans have surrounded a half-million men in and around Dunkirk, France. They are completely cutoff with their backs to the sea. That’s the bad news. The potential good news is that the Royal Navy, with cover from the Royal Air Force, has begun an evacuation. More bad news––there really is no good news––I have spoken to several military sources. They all agree. The Navy will be lucky to evacuate even ten percent of the men and none of their equipment. If that is true, the war is over, and Hitler has Europe. 
 
    It is beginning to look like Britain will soon have little choice but to ask for an armistice and negotiate a peace agreement. Personally, given Hitler’s history of making and breaking treaties, I believe a peace treaty with Hitler is a fool’s errand. He will abide by it as long as it suits him. When it no longer does suit him, he will invade Britain. 
 
    In all of this gloom, there is still a tiny glimmer of hope. It almost sounds foolish, but the Navy and the government have called for all civilian boats that can cross the Channel and carry troops to report to help with the rescue. The Navy does not have enough shallow draft boats to get close enough to the beaches for the men to wade out to the boats and climb aboard. It is hoped that the civilian craft can get to the beach and bring the men out to the larger ships. Or even carry them back to Dover. 
 
    I wish the news was better. Personally, I’m fine. I’m still seeing Catherine, the girl I wrote about before. We’re both very busy and don’t see each other as much as we would like. Did I mention she’s a writer for the BBC? They are extremely busy. That is it for now. Take care of my sibling friends whom I miss and love. 
 
      
 
    All my love, 
 
      
 
    Jeff 
 
      
 
      
 
    28 May 1940 
 
      
 
    I had a great deal of difficulty falling asleep last night. I finished an eight-hundred-word report for the paper and got it to the censor. It should go out this morning. It seems like the censors are being less strict about what we can report. Apparently, it is time for the unvarnished truth, especially to America. From the feedback we are getting, it is falling on deaf ears back home. The attitude is still: “The French and British got themselves into this mess, they can get themselves out of it.” Except, Hitler is a ravenous tiger with an insatiable appetite. Sooner or later, we will have to deal with him. 
 
    I toss and turn in bed thinking about the boys on the beach at Dunkirk. They are waiting to either be killed or captured. Finally, around 1:00 A.M., I decide I must do something, whatever I can, to help them. 
 
      
 
    “I have already talked to David,” I say into the phone. “He’s in, Charlie. He was going to call Clive and I said I would call you.” 
 
    It is the morning of the 28th and I am on the phone with Charlie Dolan discussing my plans. 
 
    “Have you told Catherine?” he asks. 
 
    “No, and I’m not going to. She’d throw a fit. No, I’m going to find a boat. I’ll rent it if I can or buy it if I have to, but I’m going. Do you want an adventure to tell your grandchildren?” 
 
    Charlie is a divorced, father of three with whom he has a poor relationship. He has said many times, when he is in his cups, that if he survives the war, he will patch things up with them. I hope he does. 
 
    “Yeah, sure, but, um, I don’t know…” 
 
    “What’s the problem, Charlie?” 
 
    “Well, I, uh…” 
 
    “Spit it out.” 
 
    “I can’t swim! In fact, I’m scared to death of being on the ocean and drowning. On top of it I get horribly seasick on small boats. There, now you know.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I reply. “That’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s all right. I guess I’ll see you in a couple of days. I’m supposed to meet David here in a little while. I should get going.” 
 
    “Be careful,” Charlie says. 
 
      
 
    I step off of the elevator to find the lobby at the front desk empty. I can see three men, the concierge, a front desk attendant and bellhop talking together. As I approach, the concierge, a genuinely affable man, comes over to me. 
 
    “May I help you, Mr. Bartlett?’ 
 
    “Maybe, Mr. Fowler,” I say. “I’m looking to rent or buy a boat. Something that can make the trip to Dunkirk.” 
 
    “I doubt you’d have much luck finding one,” Fowler says. “But Edward here might be able to help you,” he continued. 
 
    Edward is Edward Hughes the other front desk attendant. He has joined us. 
 
    “I’m looking for two or three men to help crew my father’s boat,” Edward says. “Not to offend, sir, but do you have any experience on the sea?” 
 
    “Yes!” I reply quickly. “I’ve been sailing on the Atlantic off New York, New Jersey, and Long Island since I was a kid. When can we go?” 
 
    “Ah, hmmm,” the bell hop, a youngster too young for the army says trying to interrupt. 
 
    “I told you, William,” the concierge says, “I can only spare one of you.” 
 
    “It’s not a sailboat, sir,” Edward says, “It’s a thirty-four-foot motorboat with an onboard motor.” 
 
    “Great, even better,” I say getting excited. 
 
    “I can handle the boat including the mechanical problems. I’ll need help getting the lads on board once we get there,” Edward tells me. 
 
    “I’ve done my share of piloting and navigating. Whatever you need me to do. And I have a friend coming who wants to help. Do you need more?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. Three should be enough. I suggest more suitable clothing, sir. It’s going to be cold and wet,” Edward says. 
 
    “Deal,” I say as I reach across the desk and shake the man’s hand. “On one condition. May name is not sir, it’s Jeff. And, my friend’s name is David.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming,” I loudly say for the third or fourth time. I have just about finished dressing when I hear a loud, insistent pounding on my suite’s door. I am wearing heavy, brown, corduroy winter pants and wool socks. As I walk to answer the door––the impatient pounding has started again––I pull a heavy turtleneck over a long-sleeve undershirt. 
 
    I barely get the door unlocked when a wild Tasmanian Devil––or something close to it–– almost knocks me out of the way. I try to open my mouth to say hello when the look on the Devil’s face stops me cold. 
 
    “What the bloody hell do you think you’re doing? Have you gone mad? You’re a neutral for God’s sake! You want to get yourself killed in a war that isn’t yours?” Catherine pauses, her left index finger three inches from my face and wearing a look I haven’t seen since I was ten and broke my mother’s favorite antique vase. 
 
    Catherine noticeably draws in a breath, so I try to say something. I am not sure if I manage to speak the first word before she starts in again. It’s the same basic tirade about neutrality and getting myself killed. I realize she needs to vent so I stand silently and take it. I can see when she is finished because her eyes begin leaking tears. 
 
    “Stop it,” I whisper then put my arms around her and hold her while she cries. 
 
    “Bad enough I have to worry about my brothers,” she quietly says in between sobs. “Now this. Bloody damn fools, the whole lot of you.” 
 
    I hold on to her silently for a minute or so until she catches her breath and settles down. She finally looks at me, grabs the back of my head and kisses me as hard as she can and holds it as long as she can. 
 
    “Promise me you won’t get killed. Promise me you’ll come back to me,” she whispers. 
 
    “I promise I won’t get killed and I’ll come back,” I answer and kiss her forehead. 
 
    Catherine is looking through the open bedroom door when she says, “There’s the bloody bed right there.” She looks at me and says, “We have unfinished business in there that I’ve let it go too long. If you don’t come back, I’ll feel guilty about that and never forgive you.” 
 
    “With that as an incentive, you can bet I’ll be back,” I say and smile. 
 
    “They’re waiting for you downstairs. I never would have thought Charlie would be the sensible one,” she says. 
 
    “He can’t swim and gets seasick or he would go, too,” I tell her. 
 
    “Can you at least swim?” she asks. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” I say with a worried look. “I didn’t think of that. Is the water really deep?” 
 
    “I won’t sleep until you’re back. Why are you doing this?” she asks again, the tears coming once more. 
 
    “I can swim extremely well.” 
 
    “I know but why…” 
 
    “We have to get the boys back. At least as many as we can. They are the only trained soldiers Britain has. Hitler is about to knock off France. When he does that, he can invade any time he wants to. If we leave the British army on the beach at Dunkirk, we’re going to be in a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “You could go back to America.” 
 
    “Not without you. Besides, if that happens, he’ll come after us sooner or later. I have to go. I have to do what I can to help,” I say. 
 
    “I know,” she finally agrees. “Did you pack a bag? It will be a few days. Throw some dry underwear and socks in a bag. Quickly.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    May 28, 1940 
 
      
 
    Dear Mom & Dad, 
 
      
 
    It was made official last night. The Government is no longer requesting civilians with boats that can help with the rescue, to do so. It has been made a wartime order. 
 
    I’m in a bit of a hurry, so I will make this quick. I am in my hotel suite taking a few minutes to jot down a quick letter to you. Catherine is here, and she will make sure this gets on the next Clipper flight back to the States. 
 
    I have been watching with mounting guilt what the Allies are going through. The situation here is desperate. To get to the point, I have volunteered to crew a motorboat to help in the rescue. It is something I must do. 
 
    Catherine has already chewed me out especially well for it. I really do believe the fear is overblown. I won’t be going on shore and it is almost impossible to hit a small boat the size of the one I’ll be on. But we’ve got to get as many of the soldiers back as we possibly can. They are the only trained soldiers available. If the Germans bag them all, there will be nothing to stop an invasion force. I am told that the German air force will pulverize the Royal Navy. If that happens, without the rescue, the Germans will walk ashore. Then it will be our turn. 
 
    Time to go. They’re waiting for me downstairs. Catherine is still scowling at me, but I have promised her I will come back. I truly believe that. 
 
      
 
    All my love, 
 
      
 
    Jeff 
 
      
 
    By the time we reach Dover––the center point of the rescue––and get docked, it is after 2:00 P.M. Edward, our captain, has gone off to get instructions. In the meantime, David and I are taking on provisions. We are being told most of the men at Dunkirk have not had rations, or maybe even water, for several days. We have loaded several five-gallon cans of water and a couple hundred pounds of biscuits. It will be at least something for them until we get them back. We have also taken on forty to fifty Royal Navy life preservers. 
 
    “Ahoy, anyone on board the Isabella?” we hear a voice coming from the dock. David and I are both below deck storing provisions. 
 
    We go topside and a British naval officer is standing there. 
 
    “There you are,” he happily says when he sees us.  
 
    “What can we do for you, sir?” I answer deliberately not using his rank because I’m not sure what it is. 
 
    “Americans! What the bloody hell...?” he starts to say but is smiling. 
 
    David jumps in. “We were out on a fishing cruise then all of a sudden, our guide decides to stop here. What’s going on?” 
 
    The officer laughs and says, “That’s good. Whose boat is this?” 
 
    “Edward Hughes,” I answer. “He’s checking in with whoever’s in charge and getting instructions.” 
 
    At that moment, another officer, a little older and with another stripe on his shoulder, arrives. “That’s a good one, Peter.” 
 
    “Yes, it is, sir,” the first officer replies. 
 
    “What is?” I ask. 
 
    “To believe that someone around here might be in charge. If you find out who that is, be a good chap and let us know, won’t you?” the senior officer says. 
 
    Turning serious, Peter, the younger one asks, “What we’d like to know is, how long before you’re ready to go?”  
 
    I see Edward coming down a set of stairs and point at him. “Here’s our captain. You should ask him.” 
 
    Edward arrives and the three of them converse for a couple of minutes. A moment later, Edward was back on board.  
 
    The younger officer says, “Pull around toward the rear of those other boats out in the harbor. Stay with them but if you get separated take the Northern route. Best to just follow the boats ahead of you. Do not, I repeat do not, go directly across the Channel to Dunkirk. Too many mines.” 
 
    “Go North past the cliffs then make a sharp right toward Ostend. Do you know it?” the senior officer asks Edward. 
 
    “Yes, I know it exactly. I’ve sailed it many times,” Edward replies. 
 
    “When you reach Ostend, stay at least five miles out and sail south to Dunkirk. You’ll get there in about three hours. You can’t miss it. The whole place is on fire. 
 
    “At that point you just sort of get in line and go either to the beach or the East or West Mole, the breakwaters. Good luck, Godspeed. And you two gentlemen be very careful. We don’t want to explain how we managed to get a couple of Americans killed.”  
 
    “We would hate it if you had to explain that also,” I answer him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    May 28, 1940 
 
      
 
    Off the Beaches of Dunkirk 
 
      
 
    Dear Mom & Dad, 
 
      
 
    It was originally my intention to wait until this was over to write to you. Something in the back of my mind must have warned me before I left. Otherwise, why would I have brought along writing material? 
 
    By the time you receive this, hopefully this will be over, and I will be back in London safe and sound. Without trying to seem too maudlin, if I am not back, if I am missing or dead, please know your son died trying to do some good. He gave his life for a worthy cause. 
 
    We arrived off the coast of France at Dunkirk shortly after 6:00 P.M. We are among hundreds of small boats waiting their turn to go ashore. We have been waiting for about an hour and will be heading in shortly. 
 
    I am writing because I grossly misjudged the danger. The city of Dunkirk looks to be the entrance to hell. It is completely ablaze. There is still plenty of daylight and the Germans are taking advantage of it. Their planes are everywhere, and we can see the artillery shelling on the beach. Amazingly, the men on the beach are standing in line waiting to get on board a boat. They appear to be quite calm while the Germans bomb and shoot at them. 
 
    Our captain has a good pair of binoculars on board. We are sharing them watching the evacuation and as lookouts for German planes. The evacuation seems to be going smoothly, but slow. In the meantime, there are German planes overhead and they are terrifying. About ten minutes ago, one of them dove down onto the boats and dropped a bomb. It landed about two hundred yards from us with a huge roar. Fortunately, he missed everything and only managed to throw up a large column of water. Scared the hell out of David and me. 
 
    Our captain, Edward Hughes, is in his forties. When the plane dove––it made a terrifying, screaming sound––he didn’t even blink. I asked him about it, and he calmly told me he spent two years in the trenches in France in the last war. He also insists we will get through this just fine. 
 
    I have to go. We’re moving in toward the beach. I’ll send this when we get back to Dover with our first cargo of soldiers. Know that I am thinking about you. 
 
      
 
    All my love, 
 
      
 
    Jeff 
 
      
 
    I finish my letter, address an envelope and put it away. I’ll mail it tomorrow. 
 
    Now that we’re moving, I feel a lot better. Much calmer. I ask David about it and he agrees. Our captain smiles and tells us that is quite normal. We’re experiencing a feeling of doing something. Of going at the enemy. And we’re no longer sitting ducks. 
 
    Edward tells me to take over the steering, which I do. He is standing next to me in the wheelhouse looking through the windshield with the binoculars. 
 
    “There’s a soldier on the beach dead ahead who looks to be signaling to us,” Edward tells me. David is standing behind us. 
 
    “There’s a long line of soldiers on the beach leading into the water directly ahead.” 
 
    “The one with the boat starting to back up to pull away?” I ask. 
 
    “Yes, that’s the one. Head for that spot. Stay to the left of the line. David, can you get up on the bow and keep an eye in front for any rocks or sandbars? Try to gauge the water’s depth. We want to get in as close as possible,” Edward tells David. 
 
    “Will do,” David replies. 
 
    At that moment, two German airplanes, fighters, scream directly overhead heading toward the beach. They are to our left going away from where we plan to land, barely fifty feet overhead. 
 
    “Messerschmitt 109s,” Edward calmly says. “Some of our boys are about to catch hell. Stay on course, Jeff.” 
 
    With David up front as a guide, we cruise toward the beach. When we are about fifty yards out, Edward takes the wheel. He slows the boat to barely walking speed while David and I prepare for our guests. 
 
    The bow softly slides onto the sand. We are in about five feet of water. We are also right next to the men in the front of the line. 
 
    We have a small, wooden ladder to attach to the gunwale to plant it over the side for the men to use to climb aboard. David has done this and is helping them while I am pulling guys up and over the side. While we are doing this, Edward is holding the boat steady. 
 
    All of a sudden, the man who was waving us in climbs up on the bow of the boat. He comes back to the wheelhouse and jumps down. By the look of him, he must be in his late forties. He is wearing a tan beret, sporting a huge mustache, and looking as tough as saddle leather. He has a sergeant’s three stripes and, I am later told, the insignia of a Regimental Sergeant Major. He could be wearing a dress and you would still know he was in charge. 
 
    While David and I continue to help soldiers climb aboard, the sergeant major and Edward converse. After a couple of minutes, he climbs back on the boat’s bow jumps into the water and calmly wades back to the beach. Then, we hear it. 
 
    A German fighter plane like the two who went by a few minutes ago, is coming at us. He is flying with his engine almost shut off, gliding, to be as quiet as possible. By the time we notice him, he is less than a hundred yards away. 
 
    I see him coming and his wing guns are winking fire as he races along the beach. All of us on board, including Edward, drop to the floor. Those alongside in the water dive under the boat, the men still waiting on the beach, sprawl helplessly onto the sand. 
 
    The attack––I will be told it is called being strafed––lasts barely three or four seconds. When I stand up, I look around and everyone on board is unharmed. I have no idea how he missed us, but he did. The men on the beach are not so lucky. 
 
    Of those who were waiting in our line, at least a dozen are lying face down in the sand. These poor devils will never get up. 
 
    Then I see the sergeant major who was on board a moment ago. He is calmly walking up and down the line getting the men back in order. He is also reloading his pistol. Instead of diving for cover, he pulled out his handgun and stood on the sand emptying the gun at the plane. With men like that to lead them, the British might whip Adolf after all. 
 
      
 
    We have taken on forty-one soldiers. They are everywhere. Any space on board has a soldier filling it. They are seated on the bow, down below and on top of the wheelhouse. In fact, I fear we may be overloaded. 
 
    Edward is pushing the engines trying to get us clear of the sand. Before long, a small mob of soldiers patiently waiting their turn in the water, wade over and help push us free. When this is done, a cheer goes up from the men on board who are waving back at those still on the beach. I find their discipline to be astonishing given the circumstances. 
 
    While Edward gets us turned around and pointed seaward, I make an announcement. David and a couple of soldiers have carried water cans and sacks of biscuits up from the gallery. They also have three bottles of brandy to pass around. 
 
    “We have water and biscuits for you,” I announce. “We’ll pass them around for you to share.” 
 
    “Why, you’re a bloody Yank!” one of the men, a corporal, sitting about five feet from me says. 
 
    “Yes, I’m afraid so. If that offends you, we can let you out here and you can wait for the next boat,” I say. 
 
    This elicits a roar of laughter and a mock, horrified look on the corporal’s face. 
 
    “No, no,” he holds up his hands and says, “I’m quite comfortable right here.” 
 
    “What are you doing here, sir?” one of the men asks. 
 
    “Well, we were on a fishing trip and the next thing we knew, we were pulling you fish out of the water,” David answers him. 
 
    “We’re newspaper reporters from the States stationed in London. We just wanted to help,” I say. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, the weather cooperates, and we make it back to Dover at midnight. We dock the Isabella and as our weary cargo disembarks, each of the men make a point of shaking our hands and thanking us. While they are disembarking, I spot the corporal I had the exchange with. 
 
    “Corporal,” I say as I gently tug his arm. “A word please.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” he replies. 
 
    I remove the envelope with the letter to my parents in it and show it to him. 
 
    “I was wondering, we’re going back tonight and probably several times. This is for my parents. Would you post it for me, please?’ 
 
    He knew what it was. He knew I was saying goodbye, just in case. 
 
    “Of course, sir. But you’ll be writing them again when this is over,” he answers me. 
 
    I hand him the letter and a five-pound note. He refuses the money. We wish each other well and he goes off into the dark. 
 
      
 
    We make one more trip that night. Edward navigates with instruments. The man is an excellent sailor. We take the same Northern route back and arrive around 4:00 A.M. 
 
    Once again, we are waiting our turn to go ashore for a load of soldiers. While we wait, we are mesmerized by the fires of hell. It seems the entire coastline is ablaze. As bad as it looked yesterday in the light, it is many times worse at night. The smoke pouring into the dark sky is barely visible. But below it, the flames are both terrifying and oddly beautiful. Like watching a train wreck, I suppose. It is horrible, but too difficult to look away. 
 
    I am standing in the steering house with Edward watching the shoreline and a signal for us to go in. David is asleep below on a bench seat. 
 
    “Were the trenches worse than this?” I ask Edward. 
 
    Edward remains silent. During my time in London I have met many older men, the fathers of these boys on the beach, who are veterans of the Great War. I have yet to meet one who was really there and spent time in the trenches who was anxious to talk about it. From what I know, that is almost universally true of all soldiers on all sides of every war. 
 
    I don’t press Edward for an answer. Instead, I am just about to relieve him, so he can get a little more sleep. 
 
    “I believe the trenches were worse,” he finally replies. “There was no relief from it. No hope. The lads on the beach,” he continues, nodding his head toward shore, “know we’re here. They know someone is coming for them. 
 
    “In the trenches, even when we were relieved, we didn’t really go anywhere. We would pull out and go back to a quiet trench for a couple of weeks. Those weren’t much better. 
 
    “It’s hard to compare, though. I haven’t been where these lads have been the past few weeks.” 
 
    A small boat pulls up alongside and Edward goes to converse with an army major. He comes back and takes the wheel again. 
 
    “We’ll follow him in. There will be a boat on each side of us going in. Keep an eye on them, will you, Jeff?” 
 
    “Sure,” I reply. 
 
    We are less than a mile out this time. With the darkness, the German Luftwaffe is not flying. This trip should be safer. 
 
    As we start in, there is a huge explosion about a half-mile on our port side. It is worse than the bombs and scares the hell out of me. I look at Edward who seems as calm as a church goer. 
 
    Off to our left, I see the fire and smoke coming from the side of a Royal Navy destroyer. It was hit amidships by a torpedo. As we make our way to shore, I watch the ship break in two and go down. The realization that there is a German submarine on the loose in the area does not comfort me. Fortunately, our little boat is too small to shoot at and too hard to hit. I try not to think about the men on board the destroyer who were killed and those who are drowning. It does them or me no good. 
 
      
 
    We are loaded again with a full contingent. Thirty-seven this time. The same sergeant major who came aboard last evening is still directing traffic. Somehow his presence is reassuring that things are going well. 
 
    As we pull away and head out to sea, we go through a similar routine about our being Americans. I can understand their surprise. I only hope they think well of us. 
 
    David is carrying around one of the water containers. I am handing out biscuits. We are out of brandy. The men are very thirsty and hungry but almost too tired to drink or eat. 
 
    A man in his mid-twenties, a sergeant leaning against the stern wall, takes a biscuit. He gently pulls me in close and whispers to me. 
 
    “Sir, that man over there, the one to the left of the wheelhouse door…” he says. 
 
    I take a quick look to see who he is referring to. He is a hatless man in a private’s coat and appears to be asleep. He also appears to be a little old to be a private. 
 
    “Okay,” I whisper back. “What about him?” 
 
    “He’s an officer, a captain, and I was there when he was ordered to wait until the last of the regiment was off the beach before he went on board.” 
 
    “And?” I ask. 
 
    “At least half the regiment is still waiting on shore. He disobeyed a direct order and is guilty of desertion in the face of the enemy. Sir, that is a capital offense.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it is. I’m not sure what I can do about it,” I say. 
 
    “You can report it. Put it in the newspaper if you have to,” the sergeant urgently says as he holds my right arm tighter. 
 
    “It would be best for you to report it,” I say. 
 
    “That won’t work,” he replies.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He has a lot of connections. And money.” 
 
    “Tell the man who gave him the order,” I say. 
 
    “I would but unfortunately Colonel Houle, the regimental commander, was killed in an air attack ten minutes later. He was a good man. Not like this cowardly sot,” the sergeant says. 
 
    “What’s your name and outfit, Sergeant?” I ask the man. 
 
    “Sergeant Reggie Gordon, sir. Eighth Battalion, Nottingham Fusiliers.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll remember it,” I say. “Who is he?” I ask referring to the deserter sleeping by the door. 
 
    “His name is Ashland, Captain Arthur Ashland. He’s an Earl. He likes to remind us poor commoners.” 
 
    “That name sounds familiar,” I quietly say mostly to myself. A moment later, I remember the name. 
 
    I quickly stand up as the blood rushes to my face. I drop the box of biscuits and don’t even notice it. I am glaring with contempt at the man by the wheelhouse door. The thought of grabbing him by the throat and throwing him overboard enters my head. I am clenching my fists and having difficulty breathing. 
 
    “Are you all right, sir,” I hear the sergeant’s voice. He has stood up and is watching me with a look of concern. 
 
    He does not know, and I cannot tell him, but a visceral hatred is all but consuming me. The coward who has deserted his post in the face of the enemy is none other than Lord Arthur Ashland. Catherine Hartley’s abusive, despicable husband. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    June 18, 1940 
 
      
 
    Dearest Mom & Dad, 
 
      
 
    Once again, my apologies for not writing sooner. Hope you were not worried. I’ll do my best to avoid stunts like Dunkirk in the future. 
 
    As I am sure you are aware, the Germans occupied Paris a few days ago, June 14. In a little more than a month, Hitler’s army has accomplished what the Germans tried to do for four years in the Great War. First, he drove the British off the European continent. Then, barely two weeks later he has captured Paris. And in the process defeated the largest army––the French––possibly ever assembled. 
 
    Churchill, along with several senior cabinet members and British army officers, were in France the past few days. I was with them. I was one of four correspondents allowed to tag along. We got back last night, and I wrote my story for the Gazette this morning. I doubt that it will make it past the censors, but I have to at least try to tell the truth. 
 
    I’m sure you are certainly aware that Mussolini declared war on France on behalf of Italy on June 10; a sure sign that the French are all but beaten. Hitler’s lackey (Mussolini) waited until France was beaten before stabbing her in the back. The little coward is trying to bite off a piece of the French carcass like the sleazy hyena that he is. 
 
    Winnie was on the plane to France the next day. He met with the French leadership in a French chateau near Briare on the 11th and 12th. Then in Tours on the 13th before flying back. 
 
    Churchill did all he could to instill some backbone into the French. They are whipped and they know it. It is expected that any day now, the French will ask for an Armistice. When that happens, Britain will stand alone, although I overheard two British generals agree that they believe that will be for the best. They both believe the Brits will be better off if they cut themselves loose from a failed, defeatist ally. We shall see. 
 
    My news. Short and sweet. I am fine; back from a quick trip to France. The talk here is still of imminent invasion. I am skeptical. If they try to, it won’t be for at least a couple of months. By then, hopefully, the Brits will be more prepared. It does feel like the dark days of Dunkirk are over. That’s all for now. 
 
      
 
    All my Love, 
 
      
 
    Jeff 
 
    We have been waiting for almost three hours for Churchill to speak. The gallery, except for the section reserved for the House of Lords, has been full the entire afternoon. For almost an hour the MPs have been in attendance and so far, the only thing happening is routine business. Business that I find almost incomprehensible. 
 
    Churchill arrived a few minutes ago, greeted the MPs seated directly behind him, then took his seat. He has been waiting patiently. 
 
    “So, any time now?” I ask Clive who is sitting next to me. 
 
    “Yes,” he agrees. “Should be soon.” 
 
    “Do you understand what has been going on down there?” I ask. 
 
    “Some of it,” he says with a laugh. “Mostly minor business that even the members don’t care much about.” 
 
    “What do you think he’ll say?”  
 
    Clive pauses for a moment thinking about the question. “I think Winston Churchill is about to give the speech of his career. A speech that you will tell your grandchildren about with tears in your eyes at your good fortune to be here in person to have witnessed.” 
 
    “Ssssh, here he goes,” David quietly says from Clive’s right. 
 
    I look at my watch and make a note of the time on my notebook. Precisely 3:46 P.M. GMT, 18 June 1940. I have never done that before. There is something about what Clive just told me that rings true. 
 
    For the next thirty-six minutes––I have timed him––Winston Churchill holds the attention of the free world in the palm of his hand. At one point, during a pause, I glance around the gallery and not a single person is taking notes. We are all mesmerized. 
 
      
 
    Our cabbie lets us off a block away from the Swedish Embassy. I am with Clive Burke and we are both dressed in formal evening wear. Like most of the month, the weather is dry and warmer than usual. This evening is proving to be quite pleasant. 
 
    I received an invitation to a formal reception at the embassy. It was my intention to surprise Catherine with it, but her duties with the French general and his speech canceled my plans. I asked my friends and Clive was the quickest to take me up on it. Besides, these events can oftentimes produce quality information. Or, salacious rubbish. 
 
    We are more fashionably late than most of the guests. A very charming, quite attractive, blonde woman with a Swedish accent escorts us into the reception room. Clive’s tongue was almost dragging on the floor behind her. I, because of my commitment to Catherine, barely notice her. At least that is going to be my story and I am going to stick to it. 
 
    The reception is being held for the new charge d’affaires. The chargé of any embassy is a professional diplomat who is really the one who runs it. 
 
    The blonde I barely notice, leads us to the end of the reception line. She flashes a smile that left spots like a flashbulb in my eyes, then wiggles her hips as she walks away. I, of course, continue to barely notice her. Clive tells me about it later. 
 
    “Have you ever been to Sweden?” Clive quietly asks me. 
 
    “No, in fact I haven’t,” I answer. 
 
    “Half of the population looks like her,” he says. “The other half are men who could be her twin brother. Best looking people on the planet.” 
 
    “I had not noticed and make sure you tell Catherine that,” I say as I watch her escort more people in. 
 
      
 
    We make it through the reception line then make a beeline for the open bar. While we wait for the bartender to make our drinks, Clive pokes me gently. 
 
    “Over there,” he says when I look at him. 
 
    I turn my head in the direction he is looking and see Ambassador Kennedy. 
 
    “Who is that he’s with?” I ask. 
 
    “The young woman or the two people he is talking with?” 
 
    “The young woman I assume is one of his numerous nieces visiting from the States,” I say. “Who are the two men?” 
 
    “I believe one of them, the shorter one, is the ambassador from Spain. I think the other one is an aide. And the ambassador’s very close friend,” Clive replies with a wink. 
 
    “Thank you,” I say to the bartender as he hands us our drinks. I drop a five-pound note in the large snifter being used for tips. 
 
    “That’s too much,” Clive says. “You damn Yanks are always trying to make us look cheap.” 
 
    “He’ll remember me,” I say. “Let’s go say hello to Joe.” 
 
    We walk toward Kennedy and his ‘niece’––a long-legged auburn-haired young woman––and when we get ten feet from him, the Spaniards slide away. The ‘niece’ is clinging to his arm with a bored expression. 
 
    “Well, hello,” Kennedy says when he sees us. He reaches toward me with his right hand causing the ‘niece’ to let go. 
 
    “Jeff, good to see you again. And, Mr. Burke, glad you could make it.” 
 
    He does not bother to introduce the ‘niece’ and after a minute she sets her glass on a waiter’s tray and excuses herself. For a niece from America, she has an unusually distinct British accent. 
 
    “How did you like Winston’s speech today?” he asks us both. “I assume you were there, as was I.” 
 
    “Incredibly inspiring, Mr. Ambassador,” I say. 
 
    “Yes, he certainly is,” Kennedy agrees. “You disagree, don’t you Jeff? That we should stay out of it.” 
 
    I think about a diplomatic answer then say, “I wish we could, Mr. Ambassador. But we aren’t going to be able to. Hitler isn’t just a menace to Britain.” 
 
    “You may be right,” Kennedy admits. “You just may be right. I hate the thought of American boys dying in Europe again,” he soberly adds. 
 
    I see him look across the room before he says, “Excuse me fellas. I need to say hello to some people. Stick around, we’ll have a drink together.” 
 
    Clive and I watch him walk off as Clive says, “That man is absolutely insufferable.” 
 
    I chuckle and say, “He’s not so bad. He just says what most Americans believe…” I start to say then stop when I see them. 
 
    Walking away from the reception line are two British army officers. That, in itself, is hardly unusual. There are probably a couple of dozen in this room. These two catch my eye because one of them is Major General Sir Dalton Floyd, Deputy Chief of War Plans. With him is a lieutenant colonel whose sighting turns me to ice. It is the recent Captain Arthur Ashland apparently promoted jumping two spots up the ranks. On his left breast pocket is a shiny new medal. On his arm is a comely young woman, at most twenty-years-old. 
 
    “It’s a good thing you don’t have a gun,” Clive whispers to me. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” I agree. “How did that bastard get promoted and what is that medal he is wearing?” 
 
    “I don’t know about the promotion, but I do believe the medal is the Military Cross. It is one of the highest awards for valor that we have. Only a couple higher than that.” 
 
    I watch the arrogant coward with his latest young concubine trail the general for a few minutes. Clive goes to the bar to get fresh cocktails while I remember Dunkirk. 
 
    “Here,” Clive says then hands me a glass. 
 
    “Thanks. I think I need some air,” I say. 
 
    “You want some company?” 
 
    “No, not right now. Thanks,” I reply. 
 
      
 
    I am standing at the granite balustrade of the embassy’s first floor balcony smoking and sipping my drink. Clive must have told the bartender to make it straight whiskey. There are fifteen to twenty people out here. It is a large terrace and I am off by myself. I finish my cigarette then hear the voice from behind me. 
 
    “So, you’re the bloody Yank who’s been shagging my wife,” I hear him say. 
 
    I turn around and he is smugly smiling at me. “Don’t worry old boy, I don’t much care what she does. I do wish she’d be more discreet, and with a Yank, no less. Well, there’s no accounting for taste.” 
 
    “Like you and your trollop du jour,” I toss back at him. 
 
    “It’s different for men. Especially men in my position….” 
 
    “You’re everything I have heard you are and a lot less. Or, lower I guess would be more accurate,” I say. 
 
    “Watch yourself, Yank,” he snarls. I have hit a nerve which makes me smile. 
 
    “Do I look familiar to you?” I ask. 
 
    He is slightly taken aback by the question and is no longer showing anger. 
 
    “I’m not surprised you don’t recognize me, but I recognize you. Not because of Catherine. No, I was on the boat. The one that saved your sorry ass at Dunkirk. I also know how much you deserve your promotion and your shiny new medal. 
 
    “You see, Arthur,” I say his name derisively intentionally leaving out his title and military rank, “I was told by a witness that your regimental commander, a Colonel Houle, ordered you to stay and be the last man of the regiment off the beach. You disobeyed his order, didn’t you?” 
 
    He stares at me, the color drained from his face and the arrogance gone, at least for the moment. 
 
    “Not exactly the act of a man deserving an award of valor for heroism.” 
 
    “It’s a lie and you can’t prove it. Houle’s dead. He never gave me any such order and you had better be aware of British libel laws,” he says. 
 
     “I know British libel laws. And I know how protected you are. But I also know, and so do you, how much you really deserve that medal. Desertion in the face of the enemy. You, sir, are lower than whale shit and we both know it.” 
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