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FOREWORD

Among my people are found wicked men: they lay wait, as he that setteth
snares; they set a trap, they catch men.
As a cage is full of birds, so are their houses full of deceit: therefore they
are become great, and waxen rich.
They are waxen fat, they shine: yea, they overpass the deeds of the
wicked: they judge not the cause, the cause of the fatherless, yet they
prosper; and the rights of the needy do they not judge.
Shall I not visit for these things? saith the Lord: Shall not my soul be
avenged on such a nation as this?
A wonderful and horrible thing is committed in the land; the prophets
prophesy falsely, and the priests bear rule by their means. And my people
love to have it so.
And what will ye do in the end thereof?
Jeremiah 5:26-31

The story is fiction; no resemblance to any person living or dead, or to any
organization presently or historically existing, is implied or intended. Any
resemblance of the characters in this novel to real people is entirely coincidental
and unintentional. All characters, organizations and situations are imagined,
created, and fictional.

Retribution
The old man put his coffee cup down, opened the kitchen door a little
wider. “What did you just say to me?”
“I just said it would be better if you didn‟t poison the cats anymore.”
“Look, it‟s my property. I will poison all the goddam cats in the world, if
they come on my property, they‟re dead meat. You don‟t like that, you
can give your notice anytime.”
He had a spatula in his hand, he was waving it. He was angry. There was
something red on it, drops of it splattered on the deck.
“God doesn‟t like it when you harm his creatures. I‟m just giving you fair
warning …”
“God, huh? Okay, fine, you told me. Now get lost. Wanna give me thirty
days‟ notice, you can consider this your last month. Otherwise, I don‟t
wanna hear this nonsense. It‟s my property, I‟ll poison any goddam stray
animal that comes on it!”
“You‟re making God angry! Animals are a gift, they‟re not to be …”
“Boy, you don‟t get it, do ya? What did I just say?” He moved forward,
and the messenger backed away from him, keeping wary eyes on the
spatula. Feet in cheap tennis shoes backed down the two steps to the lawn,
and the old man came out, his pear-shaped body hunched forward, his face
angry. “God don‟t give a shit about you, me or anybody! If he didn‟t
want me killin‟ cats, he wouldn‟t „a‟ made so many cats! You go learn
somethin‟ about life before you try to give me advice.”
He stopped at the edge of the deck, as if that was all he had to say, as if
that was as far as he would go. What else could be said? “If you don‟t
listen … it‟s gonna be painful. Just like what you do to cats.”
“What are you, threatening me? Get outta my yard! You shouldn‟t be
coming to the back door anyway, what‟s wrong with leaving the check in
the mailbox? Come on, get outta here!” He stepped off the deck, waving
the spatula. “Go on, go!”

God‟s messenger looked around. It wasn‟t dark yet, but there was no-one
in sight. Fingers in a pocket curled on a round knob, the hard steel shaft
between thumb and index finger. “What am I, nothing? You don‟t think
you need to listen to me?”
“No, you need to listen to me! Out!” Menacing, the old man grabbed the
hood of a black flannel sweatshirt, waving his spatula at the driveway.
“No, this way! No, the street‟s over here! Get off my lawn! Look, if I
have to call the police, I‟m gonna press charges!”
“God told me to warn you!”
The hand came out of the pocket and went behind him as he jerked the
hood away from blond hair. The blade went into his back as if nothing
were there, and when it drew out, blood darkened his white shirt.
Horrified, the old man reached behind him, letting go of the hood. He
turned uphill to the house, still holding the spatula, his other hand held
before his eyes as he examined his own blood. Now he tried to run, but it
was late for running. A hand pushed him down the slope, into the shade
of pines and maples; stumbling, he tried to run downhill. He lost his
balance, ran a few steps and fell face down. God‟s Messenger leaped on
him, furious now. The blade entered him.
Being stabbed in the back takes the breath away. Knees on both side of
his hips held him in place, the short, round blade entered him again, again,
again. He could hear furious grunting and mumbling, “How do you like
it? How do you like it?” Blood welled up in his mouth, he tasted it, tasted
his own blood.
Six feet up from the bottom of the gully where they lay in the shade of
trees, and twenty feet away, the old man‟s neighbor pulled into her
driveway and began the tedious process of carrying groceries into the
house. There were eight bags; she was older, so it took seven trips.
She didn‟t notice them, and they didn‟t notice her.

Niezhsky
“Hey, new guy! Got a minute?”
He grunted, closed the burglary book and followed as the boss limped up
the hall to the Chief‟s office. The boss had a Latvian name, Balting, but in
spite of his genetic roots, he was one of those people who couldn‟t bring
himself to pronounce Polish correctly. He‟d been calling Niezhsky „new
guy‟ for three years. Sometimes he said „Niskey‟, but mostly it was „new
guy‟.
He noticed once again the pronounced limp. Gossiping deputies of the
lesbian persuasion had told him Donnie Balting was promoted to head up
Major Crime after walking in front of a shotgun. “It exposed the nerves in
his hip,” was one explanation, “so they put him in a chair all day. That‟s
the best way to torture somebody with a hip injury,” they had said, “It
keeps him in a truly vile mood. And he won‟t take pills.”
A vile mood could pass for leadership, Niezhsky allowed, especially when
all but three of the major case detectives were waddling, gossipy
complainers, probably taking pills, who accomplished everything at halfthrottle and foisted on others any case they couldn‟t solve in 48 hours. He
could count on one hand the cops he liked in the Samdickey County
Sheriff‟s Department.
The Chief Deputy, who was basically Chief of Police for the County, was
good friends with, and a political supporter of, the Sheriff, which
explained how he got to be Chief Deputy weighing three hundred thirty
pounds. The Sheriff was an elected official, he wore a suit with a badge
pinned to it so, technically, the Chief Dep should be the guy who would
show up at major crime scenes and incidents of disaster. This rarely
happened, because the Chief Dep couldn‟t fit into a Taurus. Now, the big
guy was standing over his desk, looking at photographs of a corpse. When
he looked up at Niezhsky, he came straight to the point.
“You were in homicide in Chicago once, right?”
“Twelve years. Whattaya got?”
“Now, wait a minute, just hold your horses. I didn‟t say you had this case
yet.”

Niezhsky almost felt relieved. He knew at last his applications and
complaints to Balting had gone as far as the deputy commander who was
now dangling a real case in front of him. They‟d given him no feedback
since he began to agitate for a transfer off burglary desk a few months ago.
Samdickey County was rural, all burglars were addicts or poor kids, all
looking for electronics or jewelry. The junkies were smart enough to sell
their loot quickly, so you had to go to the pawn shops to find it. The teenagers kept it in their bedrooms to wow their friends. For some reason in
rural Ohio, possession got the kids only a few weeks in Juvey. And there
were never, to Niezhsky‟s knowledge, any repercussions against parents
who tolerated the kids‟ ventures into drug use, and the necessary
burglaries to support their habits.
Nothing about Samdickey County was exceptionally sophisticated, but the
burglars were textbook cases of diminished capacity, dumb enough to be
encouraged by lenient sentencing to repeat, not merely their crimes, but
the M.O. which got them caught in the first place. Most of them actually
wore a uniform; dirty jeans, a t-shirt and a hoodie. In summer, the dirty
jeans went into the washer, maybe, and the baggy shorts came out from
under the bed.
So burglary detail was predictable. Niezhsky wanted challenge, he wanted
a real case. And here was one sitting on the Chief Deputy‟s desk, at least
a manslaughter, maybe even a premeditated. “Okay,” he slumped into a
plastic chair. “Whose ass do I have to kiss?”
The Chief Deputy narrowed his eyes into little slits in a pudgy face. “You
can start cleaning up that language right now, buddy! Nobody wants to
hear that kind of talk around here! Before you get this case, I want to
make sure you are a team player and you can work well with others. I
don‟t want any loose cannons going off half-cocked in Samdickey County.
Now, first of all, whatta you know about forensics?”
He rotated his hands, palm up. Everything about him was in his personnel
file. Did the Chief Dep read it? “I was nine years on a drug task force,
averaging two or three corpses a month. I was twelve years in Chicago
Homicide. I know what forensics can do with dust and hair, if the first-onscene doesn‟t bitch up the evidence with his size twelves. What branch of
forensics are we talking about?”

The Chief Deputy hesitated. Maybe, Niezhsky thought, he didn‟t know
there were different branches of study in forensic science. Or he didn‟t
know which discipline would apply in this case. Behind him, the drone of
Balting‟s voice saved a little face for the Chief Dep.
“Brace yourself, bud,” he said. “You are not gonna believe this.”
The Chief handed over photographs of a corpse. It was an older man, a
big bald spot on the back of his head. He was face down in the leaves and
duff among pines and maples. He wore a white shirt, a long-sleeved white
shirt that would be worn with a suit or sport coat. There were two large
regions of the back which were stained the dark red of dried blood. The
duff around him was massively disturbed, as if many dogs had searched
for buried bones. The dry brown color of surface tree detritus was lost,
and huge pockets of black, wet compost were exposed.
“Lemme guess. Local cops stomped all over the crime scene.”
“I was out there this morning.” The Chief leaned back in his swivel chair
and rotated from left to right to left to right. It was his only callisthenic.
“They were using rakes!”
Niezhsky laughed. “Jeez! So send a couple o‟ your favorite lesbians over
there to kick some ass!”
The Chief frowned again. He pointed his finger at Niezhsky. “You ever
say that in front of our women employees, I will disavow your existence!
Now, listen, here‟s the thing. I got „em to tape the crime scene all the way
back to the house and out to the street. What it looks like, the old man was
making dinner. He left dinner cooking to go outside. Either he chased
somebody or somebody chased him across the yard. The yard goes
downhill from the house; he ended up face down in a gully. About forty
little wounds in his back, probably an ice-pick, somebody held him down
and stabbed him „til he stopped moving.”
“Time of death?”
The Chief Dep sighed; it sounded asthmatic. “His liver was fifty degrees.
He‟s been laying out there a couple days, at least. And the blood was all
pooled in his face and chest, so he was killed face down, and he stayed

that way. The Fedex guy saw his feet. Friday mail was still in the box, so
we‟re thinking Thursday night. He was cookin‟ dinner.”
“Okey-dokey. Where‟s the crime scene?” He reached for the rest of the
file.
“Well, wait, now! You‟re working with Clowd PD on this. The victim is
a Clowd City Councilman. You know anything about Clowd?”
“I know thirteeee, maybe 35 percent of my burglars come from there. If
the kid‟s over twenty I usually need a couple uniforms to make the collar.
They‟re white, but they run like ghetto kids. Not to mention, they carry
nun-chuks, knives. Makes it interesting.”
“Yeah. Lemme give you some background. The big money in Clowd is
Charybdis Corporation. That big grey box on the south side of the
highway. Here‟s a tip for ya, they get rid of their incompetent managers
by financing „em to run for Clowd City Council. Nobody else has a few
thousand dollars to waste, so most of the Council is Charybdis wash-outs,
it‟s been that waaay … apparently forever. Also, Charybdis people fill up
the school board, so on, so forth. So Charybdis people have a lot of clout
in Clowd, and they think their poop has no aroma. When you go down
there, we‟re officially just in a helping mode, so you‟re going to have to
take a lot of guff from these people. Just be nice, we‟ve all heard about
your temper. Your job is to look for a way to expand your role. And our
presence.” The Chief Dep waited for his words to sink in.
Ah, the temper thing. Always the temper thing. “I promise not to tell
your church group you said „poop‟. Why do we have to expand our
presence?”
“What‟s that show? Disparaged Housewives? That‟s why the kids grow
up the way they do. Donnie, how many churches does Clowd have?”
Balting was holding up the wall, keeping his weight on the good hip. “I
think the sign says eighteen. As you go into town?”
“Eighteen churches for 6,000 people. But they have swinger‟s parties for
people my age, for God‟s sake. And they have the only pole-dancing girly
club in the whole county.”

“A girly club?” Niezhsky tried to sound shocked.
“Go on, be a smart guy. But listen! That town is dirty! We arrested a
coach for selling dope to teen-agers. Few years ago we busted a female
teacher for sleeping with underage girls. You can‟t even bring that to trial
anymore, they‟re a protected species. The son of the Superintendent they
had about nine years ago was bringing girls into the high school on
weekends to have sex. Teachers steal computer supplies from the schools,
oh, lest we forget, the Feds came in to investigate the new Superintendent.
He was embezzling from the Drama Department! He was in a swinger‟s
club with the drama Teacher, that‟s how he got into the checkbook.
Among other things.”
“Bottom line,” droned Balting, “they‟re boffing each other‟s wives.”
Niezhsky grinned. “Ehhh, maybe I‟m jaundiced from the big city, but
except the underage girls, it‟s small-time stuff. And the embezzlement.”
“Nizgey. Read my lips. It‟s the part of the iceberg you can see! The
embezzlement alone was three hundred thousand bucks! And that‟s the
only conviction we got, everybody else walked! A Federal Attorney in
Cleveland is keeping a file on Clowd; he bugs me on a monthly basis!”
Balting chimed in. “They realized a long time ago, if they keep the
minorities out of Clowd, they don‟t have to hire minorities at Charybdis.
It‟s an all-white company. As late as the „seventies, they had a big sign,
„Welcome to Clowd, No Negroes‟. We had some complaints that they use
terrorism on blacks. Turns out they have a citizens group that comes to
visit. They bring pot-luck food, pretend to be friendly, and they sit in your
living room and ask you questions about what you‟re doin‟ in Clowd.
After that, the town police show up two-three times a month until you
leave. They don‟t say „boo‟ to white people, but if you got dark skin,
you‟re gonna get a visit from the citizen‟s group.
The Chief took over. “One guy comes in here, said they were preventing
him from hanging a greenhouse window. They wanted to charge him for a
permit. Here‟s the scheme; they tell you your drawings are
unprofessional. You don‟t get the permit until you hire one of their
buddies to build it for you. They‟re called „approved vendors‟. So you
can‟t make improvements to your house unless you have a pretty good

salary, because the approved vendors charge double the going rate. Very
little chance anyone‟s gonna have decent salary. It‟s a non-union town.”
Balting got his second wind. “It‟s a perfect storm for crime; you got
factory workers, lousy salary, no job security. We‟ve had reports they‟re a
pay-for-play city government, but nobody can prove it, and we‟re not
allowed to investigate it.” He gulped his coffee, made a face and went on.
“Jeez, there‟s endless opportunity to nail somebody over there for
something, and that‟s what we want you to be lookin‟ for.”
Niezhsky was puzzled. “If it‟s all that bad, why not just bring in a few
angry citizens and depose „em?”
“They won‟t talk.” Balting sounded disgusted.
“That‟s been tried, it doesn‟t work. If somebody had the nerve to sign a
complaint, we‟d have rented a house in Clowd a long time ago. A brick
house.” He held his hands up in the air, framing an imaginary sign.
“Please Deposit Evidence in Slot!” Then he went back to swiveling in his
chair, left to right to left to right. “Has to be brick. When they don‟t like
you in Clowd, they burn your house down. Thing is, most of the citizens,
they‟re just factory workers. They‟re not that bright, believe me. Y‟got
lead poisoning, alcohol, drugs, obviously the schools are a disaster, the
citizens of Clowd are … they‟re never gonna lead the renaissance of Ohio,
y‟ know? And people who don‟t trust their town government are never
gonna trust the County.”
Niezhsky‟s eyebrows went up. The Chief explained: “Charybdis has, uh,
influence … in the County, too. They bought all these computers,” he said
it sourly, “they landscaped the bicycle path. So what I‟m saying to you is,
the only way Clowd is ever going to cease to be a black hole in this county
is if we bring home some evidence!”
“So, evidence of whatever? Anything I can find?” Niezhsky knew the
Chief Dep was a Baptist, he had heard him expound on the Harry Potter
books as a child‟s training manual for Satanic worship. He wondered if he
was being sent on a witch-hunt because Clowd had swingers and dopers.
“Something‟s going on down there that causes us to have a Clowd wing at
the juvenile detention center. This county‟s spending a fortune housing
yay-hoos from Clowd, we can‟t even fit „em in Juvey, anymore. One of

our excellent judges gave a psychopathic arsonist ten years probation!
Sent him to one of those patty-cake psych wards to teach him how to
justify all the crime he‟s gonna commit in the future. No jail time! Why?
He‟s a sensitive individual, and and he needs a private cell. This kid
should have gone down for attempted murder, two counts! Burned out his
family, left his mother homeless and broke! You tell „im, Donnie!”
Balting knew the stats: “Kids between twelve and seventeen, if they live
in Clowd, or used to live in Clowd? They went over 50% in the violent
crimes population in Juvey. Not just talking fights, they knock over drivethrus, convenience stores, car-jacking. Once they learn to drive, you can
count on a year, two years of crime before you catch „em. Hell, we even
have a couple thrill-killers from Clowd. Two unsolved homicides in
Wisteria, the suspects are a young couple from Clowd. Another unsolved
homicide in Clowd, there‟s nothin‟ but hearsay, can‟t make an arrest.
Ninety-year-old man bludgeoned with a baseball bat, an‟ it‟s startin‟ to
look like a teenage girl did it, but she musta been dressed in plastic. And
now we got a City Councilman down with forty holes in his back. Soooo,
if you see anything that allows us to expand our role beyond a …you
know, being helpful? You can call on Valdosta in Vice, you can call on
Traffic, get the State Patrol to help, you can go to Doebel in Drugs, that‟s
the skinny guy who‟s never here. Anything you need. Anything! Know
this, you will have absolute support, no matter what‟s happening. Just
find us an excuse to get the County‟s foot in the door.”
“And if you get in trouble, do NOT call those Clowd people for backup.”
The Chief Dep was poking a clublike finger at him. “Your backup is this
office. Put us on your speed-dial.”
Niezhsky stood up, frowning. “Eh, when you say „those Clowd people‟,
you‟re talkin‟ about the cops? I have to worry about the cops?”
The Chief stood up, too. “Lookit, there‟s something going on over there
… we need to get our arms around. They have a police chief. And the
City Manager over there used to be the police chief. So y‟got two guys
who should know how to conduct an investigation. But then we have
this!” he waved at the photographs. “First two hours of a homicide, five
cops trash the crime scene with garden tools. But these yay-hoos don‟t
take suggestions. I need evidence of wrongdoing …then I can pressure
„em.”

“Okay,” Niezhsky grabbed up the photographs and the file folder under
them. “You get two investigations for the price of one. You wanna be
informed personally, or do I go through Donnie?”
“Go through Donnie. I‟m never free anymore.”

Shelley
Her parents broke up when she was born. She lived with her Mom, and
later they moved in with Grandmaw Sadie. Dad moved to a house trailer
with a live-in girlfriend who had the same name as his only daughter,
Shelley. She felt complimented at age five, proud almost, knowing he had
chosen a lover whose name was the same as her own. But as she grew
older, grew to know the older Shelley, she felt only dread when she went
to visit them on Saturdays.
Her father would pick her up in the truck and take her to the trailer park.
He would barely talk. They never played games, rarely went outdoors.
They‟d watch TV and smoke and eat snacks all weekend, and he would
drive her home Sunday night. She could go outside if she wanted, but the
other kids in the trailer park ran around screaming all summer. Their
heads were shaved. They tried to kiss her with snotty noses and touch her
with dirty hands. They threw rocks and sticks at each other, someone was
always crying and parents were always screaming out of trailer windows.
In cold weather, Dad took her inside the trailer and they‟d spend the
weekend there with a kerosene heater that smelled like a diesel truck, just
her dad and big Shelley and the TV. Then, Dad would leave to get beer
and cigarettes, and she would be alone with big Shelley. And as soon as
Dad left, it would be horrible.
She told her father. “Big Shelley‟s mean to me,” she said. “When you‟re
gone? She calls me names. She hurts my feelings.” Her father had talked
to her that time, talked to her for a long time sitting on the trailer steps.
She could never remember anything he‟d said, and he didn‟t look at her
when he talked. There were words, they came out of his mouth, she could
hear them. But the words didn‟t say that things were going to be better.
He was her father and he spoke words, but the words didn‟t mean things
would change. So the next week, on a Sunday when he arrived to pick her
up, she ran away and hid in the garden shed of her grandmother‟s house.
She listened to them, walking around the house calling her name, and she
watched a big black-and-yellow orb weaver spin its wheel-spoke web
across a broken window pane in the back wall of the shed. Finally, her
father left, and she told the spider she knew he wouldn‟t spend all day
looking for her. He would go back to the trailer and watch TV with big
Shelley. Little Shelley stayed in the garden shed, sitting on a tool box,
watching the spider build a home.

Grandma Sadie took Shelley to live with her and Grandpa Jack; they sent
her to school every morning with a sack lunch and a kiss. When other
kids had a lunch of sugar cola and potato chips, she had peanut-butter and
banana sandwiches and a square Tupperware full of cold meatballs, or a
leftover drumstick. She normally waited in the ancient Amish-made
gazebo that served as a shelter at the bus stop, and Grandpa Jack drove her
to school on snow-days and when she was late. Jack had a big boat and he
would take them out on Lake Erie, fishing; they had to catch a lot of fish,
he always said, or it wasn‟t worth the gas and sunburn lotion. And
Grandpa Jack had horses; she grew up brushing and currying an old white
gelding named Honeypot, braiding his tail and preparing him for the
county fair. They never won any prizes, but they sat on hay bales and ate
cotton candy and caramel corn, and Grandpa Jack would pop a beer bottle
open and say: “Aw, don‟t get so down in the dumps, Honeypot, you‟re
not a loser, you‟re just a indivisible champion.”
“A indivisible champion, what‟s that?” Her job, at age ten, was to hold a
beer bottle up to Jack‟s lips, lift it carefully so he could drink and not spill.
He‟d shout to Grandmaw, “Look, Sadie, no hands!”, and Shelley would
help him drink while he flapped his arms like wings. Sometimes the bottle
would slip from his mouth and the whole exercise would end in foamy
disaster, and Jack would shout “Oh, my lord, you spilled beer! I don‟t
think you can go to heaven, now.”
“Yes I can,” she said, with her nose in the air, “an‟ I will, too. “What‟s a
indivisible champion?”
“Well, that‟s somebody who don‟t never quit! Ever‟ time they go for a
prize-fight or a race or a beauty contest, hell, that‟s all this is, rilly, jis‟ a
beauty contest for horses. Well, they git in the ring and they do their
doggone best ever‟ time. And they lose ever‟ damn time! They lose, and
they lose and they lose, „cause they‟re indivisible, see? These dumbass
judges walk by, they don‟t even see „em. See, Judges only wanna see the
people they already know. So, there‟s a whole lotta good people in life
that are indivisible champions, and all these blind-ass judges walk right by
„em, they ignore „em „cause they don‟t have the brains to see what they‟re
dealin‟ with.”
He put his arms around her and held her in his lap, and there were tears in
his eyes. It wasn‟t „til she saw the tears that she realized they weren‟t
talking about Honeypot at all.

Rush Decision
Ten minutes after he sat down, the phone rang. It was the day shift
catcher, the new kid who took phone calls in the lobby. “Are you … how
do you say this? Neee-esh-key?”
“That‟s pretty good for your first time.”
“Major Case says you‟re the lead on this Clowd City Councilman. You
wanna be involved in the autopsy?”
“Definitely. Thanks for telling me, when is it?”
“They‟re about to start, I told „em you might want to be here.”
“About to start? Listen, Sarge, can you get in there and tell them do not
wash the body! Do not wash the body! I want to see it the way it came in.
I‟ll be right there!”
“Okay, I‟ll go tell „em.”
Niezhsky grabbed his print kit, checked for tape lifts, then hustled out of
Major Crime, down the hall and out to the lobby.
In the lobby, the young deputy was reading a newspaper next to the heater.
“Did you tell „em?” he shouted.
“I told „em,” the kid answered wearily. “They‟re washin‟ it anyway. The
doc says he doesn‟t have time to waste. He‟s playin‟ golf this afternoon.”
“What? Where are they?”
“Stainless steel door with a window.”
Sure enough, when he walked in, the body was clean and naked, and the
doctor and two female assistants were leaning over the corpse, examining
the wounds. There was crud all over the floor, black bits of unidentified
stuff. One nurse was inserting a metric probe and an incremented wire
into each wound. She would call out the diameter and depth of the wound
and the other nurse would note the location and assign a number and letter

code on a drawing of the human form. The doc was typing at a desktop.
Niezhsky walked up to him, leaned very close, and spoke in a gravelly
voice. “Please tell me you fingerprinted his head and neck.”
“Hmmm, no. It, uh, wasn‟t necessary.” The doctor avoided Niezhsky‟s
eyes.
“How did you determine that it wasn‟t necessary?” The nurses stopped
working and stared at them. They looked like two green fish, both mouths
drawn up into tight zeroes.
The doctor stood up and backed away from Niezhsky. “The … the
wounds are two different sizes, some are three millimeters in diameter and
some are only two millimeters. The two millimeter wounds are all on the
left side of the spine and they penetrate from the edge of the body towards
the center. The three millimeter wounds are mostly on the right side, and
they also penetrate from the outside edge of the body towards the center.
So the murderer used two different ice picks, or something similar to an
ice pick. He had one in each hand, and therefore he couldn‟t use his hands
to hold the victim down. He just kept stabbing, probably very fast, and he
managed to lacerate both lungs, the heart at least three times, that‟s cause
of death…” he picked up a clipboard with some scribbled notes on it.
“Penetrated the spine, penetrated the right shoulder blade. There‟s a dent
in the scapula, it‟s perfectly round, 12 millimeters in diameter and exactly
centered on the needle. So, two short ice picks, different sizes, that‟s what
you‟re looking for.”
“Yeah, they‟re down a sewer someplace.” Niezhsky said it sourly. He
knew it was no use telling the doc he was a fool, this guy was smooth
enough to explain his way out of Hell. “Okay, I need the filter out of the
wash table.” Disgusted, he scanned the floor, littered with evidence, and
groaned. “Awright, who folded everything up?” The victim‟s clothing
was a neat pile on a stainless steel table
“Uh, I did.” The younger nurse who had taken the wound measurements
raised her hand like a freshman in high school.
“Can you show me where you were standing when you shook out the
clothes?”

She thought she had been standing by the table. The older nurse
disagreed; the clothes were folded over the table, but the young nurse had
moved the table afterward, it was on wheels. The young nurse didn‟t
remember moving the table. The older nurse got louder, and coldly hinted
that the young one should have asked her. Niezhsky sighed and went into
his print kit, took out a powerful mini-flashlight and some clean sheets of
twenty-pound paper. First he had the nurses stand in a corner that was
relatively clean, take off their shoes so he could scrape off anything stuck
to them. Scrapings from each shoe went onto a sheet of paper, which he
folded and marked with their names, Nurse Chilson and Nurse Biedernun,
and the date, and „left shoe‟ or „right shoe‟.
Then, he got down on hands and knees, turned on his flashlight and rolled
it slowly on the tiles. When the powerful light picked out a hair, a fiber, a
piece of lint, he stiffened a half-sheet of paper, slid it under the object, and
folded the paper into an envelope around it. There were twigs, bits of leaf,
the leg of a grasshopper, light-colored hairs, and a dozen bits of
unidentifiable lint, fluff, or detritus. The older nurse, stuck in the corner,
crossed her arms and sighed a long, exasperated sigh; then she humphed,
re-crossed her arms and sighed again to make sure Niezhsky heard it. It
was slow work. Just to piss her off, he didn‟t hurry.
Having cleaned the morgue floor the hard way, he clambered to his feet
and scooped out the filter from the drain of the wash table, bagged it in
plastic, took off his latex gloves and washed his hands with liquid soap.
Then he gathered up the victim‟s clothing and the body bag, tossed his
homemade bindles into them, and stalked out.
The sign said “Forensic Processing” but the room was known to county
deputies as “Mary‟s Office”. It had a Dutch door. The bottom door was
usually closed and had a shelf on it. On the shelf, taped under plastic, was
a note from Mary: “If I‟m not here, pul-LEEEZE!! leave a copy of your
CRIME SCENE REPORT AND CASE NUMBER with the evidence you
want processed!! Otherwise I can‟t input it.”
Luckily, she was in the office. “Hi, Mary, got a real mess here. Trace
from a screwed-up autopsy. There‟s no case number yet, I haven‟t been to
the crime scene, so there‟s no report yet, either. Can we put this in your
fridge?”

She came to the door, shifting a cigarette to the corner of her mouth.
Technically, she wasn‟t supposed to smoke in a public building, but Mary
had a reputation as the only competent human being ever to work
forensics in Samdickey County. They didn‟t want to lose her, so law
enforcement types failed on a daily basis to notice she was violating an
Ohio State law and endangering the world with second-hand smoke. “Is
zis the Clowd Councilman? Yeah, I know all about it. Hey, you finally
got your murder case, congratulations!” Then she added in a sing-song
voice: “Be careful what you wish forrr. Ahh, what‟s all this?” She
fingered the „Chilson left shoe‟ envelope.
He made a disgusted face. “They washed the body without letting me
look at it. They folded his clothes, they didn‟t notice where they were
standing when they did it, so I hadda scrape up everything off the morgue
floor.”
“Soooo, why bring it to me? It‟s compromised, you can‟t introduce it.”
“Yeah, but there might be some little thing that tells me, you know, which
way to go. With the investigation?”
“Okey-fine,” she said dubiously. “So these are all from the morgue
floor?”
“Yeah, or the wash table, it‟s marked. And those are his clothes. Listen
the pants are polyester. If you could have the clothes fumed and find
some fingerprints, I‟d appreciate anything you can lift. Pisses me off, the
guy had a bald head, looks like he was held down and stabbed. But they
washed him before I could print his head.”
“Ya wonder whose side some people are on,” she mused through the
smoke. “What about the body bag?”
“Just check the nooks and crannies, see if anything unusual came off the
corpse.”
“I can do that. Izzis a rush?”
“Well, right now we got nothin‟, so I‟ll be on the canvas for a few days.
Y‟got my cell?”

“Lemme see.” She flipped open a plastic phone list on the wall above her
desk. “I got 7892, are you still Burglary?”
“That‟s it. Yeah, I‟m still Burglary. They‟re testin‟ me on a homicide.
Chief Dep wants to know if I‟m a team player.”
She had a good-natured cackle. Then she leaned across the Dutch door,
looked both ways up and down the hallway and whispered: “He gives
everybody that speech. He coaches Little League.”
Niezhsky laughed, “Good to know! Thanks, Sweetie.”
Niezhsky dared to hope that, when he returned, a bottle of bourbon would
not be considered an unacceptable gratuity. Mary had a rough face, a
body that was only a little rounder than a cheerleader in good shape, and
an easy-going manner that told him she‟d seen more of life than can be
found in test tubes and a Merck handbook. He made a mental note to
build a relationship with her, carefully. Ohio women, he had learned,
were iffy. There were a lot of nut-jobs in Samdickey. He‟d get to know
her slowly.
He‟d had no social life with a female since arriving in Ohio, when he was
stunned at the huge percentage of obese matrons, out-of-the-closet
lesbians and obvious dopers which comprised the female population of an
uncrowded rural county. Not until he applied to the Sheriff for a
detective‟s badge did he learn, from State demographics, that every
attractive and intelligent young lady by age 22 had already caught the bus
out of Ohio, or was making plans to leave upon graduation. They only
came back for two reasons: the successful ones visited their families
around Thanksgiving or Christmas; the unlucky ones came home, begged
a spare bedroom and tried to figure out what to do with a baby on the way,
no job and no husband.
Only God knew why they came here. There were no jobs to be had in
Ohio. A popular bumper sticker said it all. “Still got your job? Just keep
buying foreign.” He‟d been lucky, having twelve years with a good solve
rate in homicide on the Chicago PD. As more and more workers lost their
jobs, the crime rate was climbing. The Sheriff needed people with
experience investigating crimes of violence. They‟d put him in Burglary
to check him out, then used him as backup on the Armed Robbery detail,

which got him a desk in Major Case. Now, with three years under his belt
arresting sophomores and tweakers, he finally had a homicide.
What disturbed him was that strange promise of unlimited backup from all
departments of the County if he could find some way for the Sheriff to dip
his beak into Clowd‟s business. There were swingers, the Chief Dep had
said, swingers as old as himself, meaning in their mid-fifties. Niezhsky
wondered who they swung with. The women who stayed in Ohio seemed
to be deeply into mood-altering substances, legal or otherwise. If they
weren‟t married by the time they lost their looks, they were generally
shabby, compulsively hungry and angry at every man who crossed their
paths. The market for crack and pharmaceuticals was not suffering a
boycott.
He was big. Tall, light blond, beet-faced in summer and rosy-cheeked in
winter; he was noticeable, that‟s the reason he became a cop, he was too
noticeable to make it as a crook. And since he‟d moved to Ohio, many
times he‟d felt that itching in his neck and turned to see some woman
staring at him, her lip curled in an angry sneer. A few times he‟d asked
her, what‟s the matter, what are you thinking, what‟s on your mind? He
couldn‟t find the right way to ask the question that would get an answer.
Always, always, she would smile a half-assed smile and say: “Oh,
nothing.” It was rare to find a woman with a pleasant look on her face and
a pleasant tone in her voice, and when you found her, she was married
with kids. If she was over thirty, she was overweight.
Mary wasn‟t married and she was only a little rounder than a hot
cheerleader. He knew, from cop talk over beers at the local steak house,
that she wasn‟t a social climber. He hoped she wasn‟t some religious
fanatic.
He pulled into the City Administration Parking Lot in Clowd, drove to the
rear. There was no signage, but he‟d been told he could go in the back
door and turn right to the Cop Shop. The directions were accurate, and he
gave a sarcastic cheer. Accurate directions were rare in Ohio. People said
left when they meant right. When they referred to something in the south,
they said „up‟. When they described something local, it was „down here‟;
anything north was „down‟.
“Hi, I‟m from the Sheriff‟s Office. Here to talk to you about your City
Councilman?”

“Oh, yeah? Which one?” The cop was young, he had a blank look.
Niezhsky did a double take. “Eh, the one that‟s dead? Somebody‟s
supposed to take me out to the crime scene.”
The cop was young, big, powerfully built, dark blond hair a quarter-inch
long. He looked like he pumped iron on a diet of creatine and raw
horsemeat. His brow furrowed, and he vanished into another room;
Niezhsky heard an angry voice being kept low. “Since when do we have a
dead City Councilman?”
“Oh, yeah, Nall said to tell you, you have to take the Sheriff‟s homicide
guy out to Harry Shamble‟s house. He got killed the other night.”
The young, powerful cop got a little hot. “Now, you decide to tell me? I
been on shift four hours, now you mention a Councilman is dead?”
“I left you a big note! Did you look in your mailbox?”
The big young cop came back into the waiting room reading a sheet of
paper. Niezhsky suppressed his grin when the kid looked up. He thought
of making a comment but he let it slide. The objective at first is to build
trust. Sarcasm destroys trust. Teasing destroys trust.
The young cop appeared distraught. “I guess I have to take you out to …
to Councilman Shamble‟s house.”
“Great. My car or yours?” He made his voice affable, agreeable.
“Well, I‟ll take a radio car, you follow me. That way we can split up
when we‟re … you know, finished.”
They pulled up to the driveway of a wide brick house set on a rise more
than sixty feet back from the street. The Chief Dep had made them string
yellow tape across the mouth of the driveway, onto the neighbor‟s
property, forming a huge quarter-acre search area shaped like a funnel.
The wide end of the funnel encompassed a grove of trees and the
driveway, and the narrow end focused on the side and rear deck of the
house. He lifted the tape, ducked under it, and used a ballpoint pen to

open the mailbox. Inside was a single white envelope, face down on a
couple of advertisers.
“Got something?” The young cop had come up beside him.
“Don‟t know yet.” He fumbled in his coat pocket for the tweezers he
usually kept there. “Crap. Tweezers are in my kit. Don‟t touch that.”
“Is there anything I should be doing?”
Niezhsky communicated clear instructions. “Yeah. Look around on the
ground inside the tape area. If you see anything other than gravel or grass,
don‟t touch it, just notice where it is and we‟ll mark it and take a picture of
it. I‟ll bring you some markers and a camera.”
And that‟s how they spent the morning, and the afternoon until 3:30.
They walked back and forth in a zig-zag pattern over the whole marked
area, finding very little, and later they moved outside the tape and scanned
the front lawn. The young cop seemed irritated with the work; twice he
informed Niezhsky that it was boring.
They took a break when it seemed fruitless, drove down to Cary‟s Diner;
Niezhsky had an omelet and black coffee, and the cop had a giant blue
slush and three double cheeseburgers. The kid didn‟t talk much, except
about the fact that they hadn‟t found anything. He used the word
„probative‟ a few times. They drank an extra cup of coffee, used the rest
room, and went back to the crime scene. At 5:15, the cop called his
supervisor; they wouldn‟t let him put in for overtime, but if he wanted to
volunteer his free time to keep searching, that would be okay. He didn‟t
say anything, but Niezhsky could tell by his face that working for free was
not okay.
The young cop was making bored noises because they hadn‟t found
anything „probative‟ except the letter, which turned out to be a blank
envelope with a small, folded paper inside. It looked like a check, and the
deceased was known to be a landlord. Niezhsky bagged it for Mary to
print and steam open. The cop wouldn‟t talk, Niezhsky couldn‟t pump
anything out of him. He didn‟t respond to sports or music, he answered
most questions with „yeah‟ and „nah‟. So when the kid started whining
about not being paid overtime, he cut him loose and told him to call the

station and have someone else come out to replace him. Then the kid
back-pedaled.
“Well, uh, how long you gonna be out here?”
“It‟s a murder, I‟m gonna be out here „til I find somethin‟. Come to think
of it, tell your guys we need some field lights out here. Some o‟ those big
halogen mothers on a tripod. And gimme the keys to the house.”
“Ooooh, they‟re prob‟ly in my mailbox.”
Niezhsky couldn‟t help it, he laughed. “Who the hell are you, somebody‟s
brother-in-law?”
“What‟s that supposed to mean?”
“I dunno. It‟s just a certain commitment is lacking here. Look, tellya
what, you call your swing shift guy, get him out here with the lights, I‟ll
keep looking. You go home and watch pretty girls do police work on
television, okay?”
“Look, you don‟t have to be sarcastic!”
“What sarcastic? I‟m givin‟ you good advice! But lemme warn you right
now, you gotta watch a thousand TV shows to see one hour of police
work.”
The kid shut up and didn‟t take his eyes off the ground until it was too
dark to see. Other than a large rusty bolt and an aluminum pie plate that
had been chopped up by a lawn mower, they didn‟t find anything. A
chilly September wind was blowing, so they called it quits. The only
thing he‟d found out about the cop is that his name was Meyerlich.
Niezhsky asked him if he wanted to be involved in the canvas tomorrow.
The kid seemed surprised. “Sure, what time?”
“Well, tomorrow‟s Tuesday, so … people gotta work. We‟ll hit all the
retirees and catch some kids playin‟ hookey. I‟ll meet you at Clowd PD
around 8:30? Prob‟ly take a break at noon, we‟ll make a list of empty
houses. Then we‟ll take a few hours off, come back and hit the working
stiffs in the evening. Meanwhile, I‟ll go back to the morgue, do my
victimology, maybe we‟ll have some good questions to ask.”

“What‟s victimology?”
Niezhsky wondered if the kid had ever taken a criminology class. “Ahhh,
you put together everything you know about the corpse, read the autopsy,
check in with forensics, see if you can figure out a timeline. Analyze what
people thought of him. Who his friends were, who his enemies were.
OH! Tomorrow, bring the keys to the house.”
“Right. Keys to the house. Sorry about that.”
They waved and went to their cars. Niezhsky stayed behind him all the
way downtown, turned into the side parking lot of City Hall and trotted
up the front steps. He stopped at the imposing barrier defending the night
receptionist. Then he studied the marble and walnut as he waited for her
to notice him. It took a while.
“Hi, can I help you?”
“Hi, I‟m Deputy Niezhsky, County Sheriff‟s office. I‟m on the
investigation of Councilman Shamble‟s murder. What I‟d like to do is
make a group of appointments to sit down with all the councilmen,
councilpersons, whatever you call „em. Just to ask „em what they knew
about Mr. Shamble, see if they might throw a few clues at me.”
“Uhhhhh, wellllll,” she said dimly, “Somebody‟s gonna have to call alla
them to see what their schedules are. Do you have a number where we
could reach you?”
He picked a business card out of his wallet. “Here y‟go, this is my phone
and voicemail, if you want to speak to a live human being, this is the
catcher in the lobby.”
“The catcher?”
“Yeah, he catches the phone calls.”
“Oh, okay. The catcher, that‟s cute.” She put the card in her top drawer,
but she never called him. Months later, he‟d wonder if the card was still
there.

Childhood
Grandpa Jack had died when she was eleven years old, of a disease that
had a special name, but everybody just said „cancer‟. She went to the
wake and after all the uncles and aunts had spoken, she made a speech the
way the grownups did. “When I‟se a little girl, mebbe five I guess,
ever‟body was callin‟ me retarded and dumb, they said I wasn‟t worth
sendin‟ to school. But Grandmaw Sadie and Grandpa Jack and Momma
got the money together and sent me to the Temple every day, and we read
the King James Bible in the mornin‟ and school books in the afternoon.
An‟ Grandpa Jack kept tellin‟ me I was a champion, and don‟t never
forget it. So, one day I come home from Temple and I told „em, “I can
read, now. Can I have a book for my birthday?” An‟ Granmaw Sadie
said, “Oh, go on with ye, you cain‟t read already.” An‟ Grandpa Jack
said, “Tellya what, if she says she can read, she can prolly read. I bet you
a dollar she can do it. Jis‟ give her a magazine.” So they gave me a
People magazine and I read a whole couple pages „fore I was six years
old. Then they got down the King James Bible from the top shelf and
said, „This is a hard book, can you read from this?‟, and I said the whole
Anunciation from my memory, when the angel comes to Mary and says
„Blessed art thou among women‟. And tells her she found favor with the
Lord? And the whole reason I could do that is because my Grandpa Jack
kept tellin‟ me I was a champion. And he was jis‟ my step-grandfather.
He wasn‟t even my blood! Everybody else in this family, all my so-called
blood kin, jis‟ kept tellin‟ me I was stupid and I didn‟t count for nothin‟.
So Grandpa Jack was the only one who said I was a champion … and he
… and he … “ Her throat tightened, and tears rolled down her elevenyear-old cheeks. “He was the reason I learnt how to read. And now
Grandpa Jack is dead and all I got to go home to is my family! Well, ya‟ll
might as well stop talkin‟ to me, „cause I ain‟t listenin‟! Ya‟ll ain‟t got
nothin‟ good to say to me, ya‟ll never have nothin‟ good to say t‟each
other, ya‟ll ain‟t got nothin‟ I wanna hear! The only good thing that could
happen to me … is if I could die right now! Then I‟d be with Grandpa
Jack and ya‟ll could jis‟ make each other feel like dirt for the rest of yer
low lives!”
There was a silence like death. Uncle Jeremy jumped up and shouted that
she had no damn right to talk to the family like that in front of God and
everybody. She had turned on him with dark eyes crackling, pointed her
long, thin arm and bony finger at him and screamed: “I can say anything I
want to! Hit‟s a wake!”

Nobody inside the family said anything nasty to Shelley for a while,
maybe a year or two. They used a word from the old revival meetings to
describe what she had done at the wake. They said she had given them
their come-uppance.
The old-time Baptist ministers had preached repentance, described it as an
apology for all sins committed by the sinner. When you repented, you
apologized to God for breaking his commandments and you apologized to
your neighbors for the grief you caused. Then you got baptized. And
when the old-time Holy Rollers had called for sinners to repent, they
always cried: “Come up, come up, come up here, poor sinner, lay your
sins at Jesus‟ Door!” And those who went up were getting a comeuppance of their own free will.
But sometimes people in the crowd would tip off the minister, „Say,
Reverend, why don‟t you call that Bob Dawkins up, he cheats on his wife
and beats his kids.‟ So the minister would be shouting at the crowd and
suddenly he would shout, “and you, Bob Dawkins, why don‟t you come
up, the Lord has tole me aaalllllll about you, Bob Dawkins, you know you
shouldn‟t treat that purty wife o‟ yores the way you do. Kids, does yore
daddy beat on you? See, Bob, the Lord has told me all about you …“
Pretty soon everybody in the tent would begin to clap and laugh, and Bob
Dawkins would look around and realize the whole town had his number.
So he‟d go up on the stage and his face would be red, and the minister
would lay hands on him and forgive him and tell him not to do bad things
anymore, because you only get forgiven once. Then the town would
gossip for weeks about how Bob Dawkins had got his come-uppance.
And then they‟d gossip about whether he was getting better or backsliding.
So Shelley had given her family their come-uppance in front of a hundred
nineteen people and used the freedom of the wake to do it. And the family
was mostly good to her, those who were not drunk or on drugs, for a
couple of years. Then she gained weight, and her cousin Coralyn chanted
“Fatty, fatty, two by four, cain‟t get through the outhouse door,” and
“Shelley, Shelley, Jelly Belly”. No-one in the family ever told Coralyn to
stop, and when Shelley asked her mother why she let Coralyn embarrass
her, Berniece told her to stop eating like a pig. Shelley became quiet. Her
face hardened and she began to spend a lot of time in her bedroom. She
stopped eating dinner with the family. She read the bible and did her
homework, living entirely on bacon and eggs, coffee and Snickers bars.

Coralyn was popular; at thirteen she had long, black hair and a lot of
boyfriends; some girls said she would lift up her dress to show the boys
her panties. When that gossip was said to her, Shelley dismissed it as evil
and refused to associate with the girl who‟d said it, but in her heart she
guessed it was probably true. She read the King James Bible and the
Merriam-Webster Dictionary almost daily. She learned the words
„malicious‟ and „malignant‟ on the same day, and from then on she was
able to describe the kids at school to Grandmaw Sadie. She didn‟t
associate with kids her age if she could avoid it. She never raised her hand
in class, and in middle school her grades declined. The girls gossiped
about her and the boys sneaked up behind her and lifted her dress. She
began wearing jeans. She hoped she would learn to understand people
from what she read in the bible. Always in her mind was the question:
“Why do people have to be so nasty, when it‟s better to be good to each
other? In the bible, the people who are mean get punished and the people
who are nice get the Lord‟s favor. Why don‟t that happen here? Don‟t the
Lord know about Clowd?”
Her uncles, when they visited for Sunday dinner, would make remarks
about how much ham or potatoes she was eating, and then would have
loud arguments about whether chicken was less fattening with the skin
pulled off. This was an unsubtle display of diet information for her
benefit. No-one told them to put the honey-covered ham where the sun
doesn‟t shine.
By the time she was fourteen, she was the family joke. Members of the
family would call and ask for Mom or Grandmaw, and when they realized
they were talking to Shelley, they‟d say: “Hi, Shelley, how‟s that Jelly
Belly?” She began to use a toothbrush to vomit up her breakfast.
As the school bus took her home one day, she admired a dark-haired boy
named Scott, and one of Coralyn‟s friends, a kid named Daryl, sat next to
her and pointed at him. “I heard you like Scott. Do you like him?”
Wary, she asked “Why? Why is it your business who I like?”
“I dunno.” Daryl leaned in close to her and whispered. “He was tellin‟
me, he likes you. But he‟s real shy. He don‟t know what to say to you.”

“Well, I don‟t know what to say to him, either, so I guess we‟re not gonna
talk.”
“Well, if you could just tell me something to tell him, so he‟ll know what
to say. Maybe he‟ll come and talk to you.” She said nothing, and he
waited. “You know, some kind of a secret code. So he won‟t be
embarrassed.”
She had told Coralyn she liked Scott, and she knew better than to trust
Coralyn, but she relented. The side steps of the school building were a
place where students went to smoke and be out of the view of teachers.
“Tell Scott to come to the side steps at school. At lunchtime. I don‟t eat
lunch, we could talk then.”
Suddenly Daryl‟s voice was very loud, hooting. “You want SCOTT to
come talk to YOU? On the SIDE STEPS at SCHOOL? You FAT SLOB,
you must be CRAZY! Scott wouldn‟t be seen DEAD with somebody fat
as YOU!”
And suddenly she was surrounded by Coralyn and her girlfriends,
squealing and giggling, and she could feel the blood come up into her
face, the shame of it, she had trusted them again and they had used her
trust to humiliate her again. She felt the sour foulness in her throat and
she knew she was going to vomit so she threw her backpack at Daryl and
heaved herself out of her seat, spewing a hot, black stream of coffee on
Coralyn.
Aghast, aghast was the only word she could find to describe the shock, the
sudden silence, both arms held out, Coralyn‟s fingers splayed and
crooked, staring down at the stain of black vomit on her skirt, and the
stream of black down her turquoise sweater. There was a lot of screaming
and cursing, some of the other girls had been splashed, so Shelley got off
early and walked while the elderly bus driver told everyone to settle down
and watch their language. “Hey, you don‟t make death threats on my
bus!”
Within a half hour of arriving home, the phone calls began to come.
Grandmaw Sadie would tell one livid parent after another that Shelley was
not at home, and „no, her mother‟s not here either, but I‟ll be glad to take a
message‟.

No-one left a message until Coralyn‟s mother, Shelley‟s Aunt Della,
called. Grandmaw Sadie was Della‟s mother, but that didn‟t cut much ice
with Della, who for many years had suffered „nervous problems‟ and took
a lot of pills. Shelley walked into the kitchen to find Sadie holding the
phone out at arm‟s length and stirring chipped beef with the other hand,
grinning and whispering hoarsely to her: “Shelley! What did you do to
Coralyn‟s good sweater?”
It was the first time she‟d felt like a champion since Grandpa Jack died.
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