Chapter 13

“What the hell?  Nothing blew up here,” Mark growled, and walked around to the front.  He stopped and stared.  “Anne, let’s go down to the church and call Pat Evans,” he said, taking her arm as he strode back to her, and steering her away from the house.

Anne looked at him a moment, resisting his attempt to move her.  Then she thought better of it, and went with him.

She didn’t listen to him talk to Pat, looking around the church building, but came back to her office just as he hung up.

“All is well here,” she said.

“Good.”  He looked out the window, glowering.  Then he swore softly, sighed, and turned to her.  “Pat told me all about it.  They have the five guys who did it.  Apparently, the old man called someone from lockup, and decided to try one more time to get at me.  I won’t tell you what Pat said they told him, it was that graphic.  The men he grabbed quite eagerly told him whose pay they were in, who gave the orders, and what the orders were.”

“How many more of them are there?”  Anne asked, surprising herself by sounding quite straightforward.

“None, I hope.”  Mark looked at her.  “Especially since these didn’t get away!  He’s been trying to get to me for years, Anne.  They’ve locked the old man up tight now, and he’s for it.  Damn his vicious soul, anyway!  Ben is fine, Pat hastened to tell me, and the place is going fine.  He learned real quick not to go near Ben or the business.”

Anne lifted an eyebrow.  “Helps to have someone like Shank there, doesn’t it?”

Mark smiled slightly.  “It might very well.  The Dobies help, too.  You meet my dobermans, yet?  I will carefully introduce you.  They are real true junkyard dogs.  Very fond of Dicky, fond of Ben, tolerant of me.”

Anne touched his arm.  “Kept you on the narrow path, didn’t it.”

He laughed shortly.  “Ben did that.  His mother’s parents weren’t thrilled to hand him over to me, but they weren’t well, and couldn’t keep him themselves.  Before he died, his grandfather told me they’d been pretty amazed at how I was doing, and asked me to promise to keep it up.  Anyhow, it helped on all fronts.”

Mark put out his arms; Anne went to him.  They stood by the window a few minutes.

“Let’s go look at the house,” Anne said, sighing.  “After all, I need some clean clothes.”

“Pat is coming over.  He advised not looking, Anne.”

She turned and gave him a direct look.  “I’m going up to my house.”

He followed her.

Anne walked through very deliberately, looking at everything.  The green sofa had been disembowelled.  Her books had had bleach thrown all over them.  The mirror at the foot of the stairs mingled with window glass all over the wooden floor.  Every single dish in the cupboards had been shattered all over the sink and stove and floor.

Mark pointed at the kitchen ceiling, showing a huge wet stain.

“I think they discovered the water bed,” he said.

She went upstairs and looked in.  “Rather.”

“Pat said Shank and Ken came and got that taken care of before all of it went completely.”

Anne nodded.  She went and opened her closet.  Someone had thrown bleach around it as well.

“At least it’ll smell clean,” she said, biting her tongue.  

Mark put his arm out.  “Come on, honey.  Let’s go.”

“Half a second,” she said.  She opened a drawer, shut it again.  “All right, you’re right, let’s go.”

They went downstairs, and she suddenly grabbed his arm.  He turned to her.

“Where?” she asked, and began blinking back tears.

“We’ll find a place,” he said gently, taking her in his arms.  She began to cry, and soon stood wailing against his shoulder.  Pat Evans came in, stopped by the door, and waited until she calmed down, some fifteen minutes later, before making his presence known.

“Nell Baker said you can come to her place any time you need to,” Pat said after Mark greeted him.

Anne nodded, sniffling and hiccuping.  Mark gave her a worn handkerchief from his pocket, and guided her towards the back door.  

“We’ll do that, now,” he said.  “How’d you find out, Pat?”

“Shank and Ben happened to come to the church and heard something, they called me just to be sure.  When I came, I called in some backup, and then let them know they were trapped in the place.  They may have done more damage after that, Anne.  I’m sorry.”

Anne shook her head, but didn’t say anything, holding on to Mark tightly.

Mark rubbed her shoulders.  “You a little better?  Want to go to Nell’s?”

Anne nodded.  

“Come down the station when you can, Darrow,” Pat said.  “Tom and Ken have called in the insurance, but they’re going to have to add it to the list already going up in court.  Huge mess in many ways.”

“I’ll see you later,” Mark said, helping Anne out the back door.

Nell greeted her sympathetically.  Mark stayed until he felt reasonably sure she was calm.

“I might not get back tonight,” he said to them, standing up.  “What time do you usually turn in, Nell?”

“We’re up ‘till eleven-thirty.  Ken has to watch the news.  Anytime is okay, Mark.”

Anne didn’t say much, but got up and kissed him, and rested in his arms a moment.

“See you when you get here,” she said at last.

“Get your sleep.  Or at least try.”  He kissed her again, and re-seated her at the table, brushing a hand over her hair.  Then he nodded to Nell and left.

Nell sat down beside her and took her hand.

“I hope you did have a good time, wherever you were.  Oh, Anne, we are so glad you weren’t there!  What made you leave?”

“Mark wanted to show me Idaho from the motorcycle.  I think he got a little tired of having not much to do.  We did have a wonderful time.  It’s beautiful, and he knows some interesting places.  Can I help you with supper?  I would like to do something.”

“Great.”  Nell sighed and squeezed her hand, then jumped up.  “Here, peel the potatoes for me.”

“No, you can’t go beat him up!”

Pat Evans stood quite firmly between Mark and the door, smiling slightly, but on his guard for all of that.  Mark glowered against the far wall, near the window.

His friend watched him, then walked over, took him by the arm, and sat him down in front of the desk.  

“He’s an old man, Darrow.  I bet he knows something’s wrong somewhere, but he tells us he’s quite healthy.  We told him he couldn’t possibly know if he was or not, his mind is so sick.  He tells us he’ll beat the whole thing.  We laughed.  Not this time.  The state assistant DA is out to make his career, and he is not letting a stone lie or any grass to grow.”

Mark leaned back in his chair and looked at Pat.

“This doesn’t help a thing.  He went after my wife.”

“He’d go after anything he could.  I gather they want him in Nevada, now, too.  They’re fussier than anyone thinks down there.”

“So he had to skip town again?”
“Looks like it.  And it must be bad if he’d rather face us.”

Mark growled something.  Pat sat down at his desk.

“I’m going to let you read the report, I think, but only if you promise you won’t start howling like a lunatic and demanding the old man’s blood.  It’s not a pretty thing.  In fact, I think I’d rather you went and talked to Shank, instead.  You don’t want to know –“

“Yes, I do.  Give me that.”

“Promise?”

“No.”

They looked at each other.  Finally, Mark said, “Oh, all right.”

Pat handed him a sheaf of papers and stood up.  “I’m locking you in,” he said, and left the room.




Anne went out to get some air late in the afternoon.  She found a rock to sit on just out of sight of Nell’s house, and made herself comfortable to think a bit.

She hadn’t gotten far when Mark’s truck drove into the yard.  She smiled slightly as she saw him heading towards her.  Nothing much escaped him.

He came up slowly. 

“You all right?” he asked.

She nodded.  “How about you?”

“I’ll be better.”  He sat down beside her, and let out his breath.

They sat some time in silence.  Then Mark reached over and took her hand.

“How’s your nerve?”

“Okay.  Think this will go on longer?”

“Won’t be any money in it.  These guys didn’t get paid.  That’ll get out.  I think that’ll be all.  The feds are in on it, and they are pretty thorough.”

Anne chuckled.  “Ah, the IRS, our secret weapon.  Well!  And I guess your father doesn’t know anything about some of the things you’ve told me the last few days?”

Mark smiled slightly.  “Not a thing.”

They sat a few more minutes, holding hands.  Then Mark shook her hand lightly.

“We have an interesting dilemma.  Your place is a wreck and my place has no bed.  What now?”

“Furniture shopping,” she said.  “Planning for the future.  How’s your bank account?”

“Wanna meet with my accountant?  What you find may surprise you.”

“Why?  You losing your shirt?!”

“Quite the opposite.  Doin’ fine.”

“I expected that!  Don’t scare me!”

They grinned at each other, and got up.

“Let’s go get Ben,” Anne said.

