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			PETER

			The flatbed Toyota was too big for tight city parking, so Peter and Lewis left it behind a gas station and walked up St. Paul and across the river toward the Milwaukee Public Market, four blocks away. It was lunchtime on a blue-sky October day, and they were dirty and cheerful from a morning of demolition on a property Lewis owned in the city.

			Peter Ash was tall and bony in a faded gray T-shirt and double-front work pants torn at the knees, a blue hooded sweatshirt slung over one shoulder. He hadn’t cut his hair since a large-animal veterinarian had shaved his head the year before and it now hung in a dark surfer’s shag streaked with premature gray.

			He didn’t like dealing with all that hair, but it changed the shape of his face, which was helpful. Most of the pictures they had of him were from his old Marine Corps ID, with the classic jarhead cut that revealed the shape of the skull beneath.

			June Cassidy liked to tease him by saying he’d be cute with a man bun.

			He found her seated on the far side of a table outside Colectivo Coffee, across the street from the Public Market. She sat sideways in her chair, looking in the opposite direction. He tossed the blue sweatshirt onto the table. “Hey, toots,” he said. “You order yet?”

			June held up her hand, still staring up the street. “Hang on.” She wore a black Pussy Riot shirt under a running pullover and crisp mountain pants. Her bike was chained to a meter twenty feet away. She did not seem relaxed.

			Lewis eased onto a stool like a lion into a crouch, following her gaze. He had coffee-brown skin and tight-cropped hair, black Levi’s and an NWA sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off. “Lemme guess,” he said. “Weird-looking dude with the beard, coming our way?”

			June nodded. “Red hat and jacket. Something’s wrong with him, but I can’t figure it out.”

			Searching the sidewalk, Peter walked around the table and took the seat next to June, his back against the building’s brick. Old habits weren’t always bad habits.

			The weird-looking dude was a quarter-block away. His baseball cap was pulled down tight over mirrored sunglasses and a heavy beard. The black strap of some kind of bag, probably a backpack, showed over his right shoulder.

			Peter couldn’t figure out what was wrong with him, either. But June was right, there was definitely something strange. Maybe it was the way he walked? Fast, but without swinging his arms, his elbows tight at his sides.

			The guy wasn’t clocking them at all. He stared across St. Paul toward the glass-walled Public Market with its rows of sidewalk benches and umbrella tables packed with office workers soaking up the autumn sun on their lunch break.

			As the guy got closer, Peter could see the Cardinals logo on his cap and across the chest of his jacket, two birds on a baseball bat. The day was sunny and warm, so the hat and sunglasses made sense. But the baggy jacket didn’t, especially zipped to the neck. It was hard to tell the size of him underneath it, but Peter could see some bulk in the torso. Maybe he was a gym rat, trying to sweat off some weight.

			The ball cap and razor shades told Peter something else. Some of his Marines had worn that look overseas, and many more after they mustered out. It was a way to project toughness, to make yourself unreadable, and also a way to hide the rawness of your emotions, even from yourself.

			As traffic slowed for the light, the guy left the sidewalk to angle across the street. He jogged a few steps, as if eager for an appointment. The backpack bounced on his shoulder and his jacket rode up on his left side. Forty feet away, Peter saw something slim and dark poke out beneath it.

			The black barrel of a rifle. The jacket hem had snagged on the front sight. Nothing else it could be. Peter had seen enough of them to know.

			“Shit,” he said.

			“Uh-huh.” Lewis had seen it, too. He was on his feet now, ready. Lewis was always ready.

			“What,” June said. She was an investigative journalist, a good one, but she’d honed her instincts in a newsroom. Lewis had done a single tour in the army, deployed twice for a total of thirty months of combat. Peter had spent eight years as a Recon Marine, the tip of the spear, deployed more times than he cared to remember.

			Now he was standing, too. He put his fingertips on June’s back and stepped beside her. “Our guy’s got some kind of rifle under his jacket. See the barrel showing at his hip?”

			Which explained why he walked with his elbows locked, to keep the rifle from swinging on its sling. Although the jacket was baggy, the fabric was thin enough that the motion would betray the weapon’s angular shape.

			Then June saw it. She blinked twice. “Goddamn it.”

			It was too short to be a hunting rifle. It would be something with a shorter barrel and a collapsing stock, an M4 or AR-15 or any of two dozen guns like it. An assault rifle designed for war, with a magazine that held twenty to thirty rounds. He probably had more magazines in his pockets or his pack.

			Lewis turned and scanned up and down the street, fingers tapping a drumbeat on his thigh. “Never a cop when you need one.” He turned to Peter with a tilted smile bright on his dark face. “So much for lunch.”

			June put a warm hand on Peter’s bare arm. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t have to. She knew who he was, the man the war had made. Wound up and restless and hardwired to make himself useful. She’d seen what that could mean, in moments like this. She still didn’t like it.

			She tightened her grip on his arm and picked up her phone. “I’m calling 911. The police will handle it.”

			“Great idea,” Peter said. “Lewis and I will just go into the market and wait for them to show up.”

			June looked at him like she could see the marrow of his bones, down to each individual molecule. Down to the werewolf that lived inside of him. Softly, she said, “Can’t it be someone else’s turn? Just this once?”

			Peter knew she didn’t mean it, not really. He leaned in, pressed his lips to her freckled cheek, and breathed in her summery smell, the clean athletic tang of fresh sweat combined with some complex, exotic scent he’d never been able to resist and could no longer live without.

			“Is that who you want me to be?” he asked. “Someone who doesn’t step up when something bad is about to happen?”

			Muscles flexed in her jaw. “Goddamn it, you know it isn’t,” she said. “I just wish you’d wait for the fucking police.”

			Lewis had his eyes on the red jacket. “If we doin’ this, Jarhead, it’s time to move.”

			Peter straightened and looked over his shoulder. The guy with the gun had passed the streetcar stop and was almost at the market’s corner entrance. As he reached one hand toward the door, his other hand reached for his jacket’s zipper pull.

			Peter put his hand on June’s. He kept his voice soft. “You know how much damage he can do before the police get here. I’m sorry, but right now there is nobody else. Right now, we’re it.”

			Lewis stepped into the street. “Time to go, Jarhead.”

			Peter walked backward after Lewis, eyes still locked on hers. “I’ll see you in a few minutes. As soon as the cops show up, we’re gone.”

			Then he turned and caught up to Lewis. Side by side, they loped across the street toward the busy market. At lunchtime, the place would be packed.

			Lewis said, “The cops won’t get here in time.” There was no trace of strain in his voice. As if he were standing in a field watching butterflies, instead of chasing down a guy with a gun.

			“I know,” Peter said. His chest rose easily, pulling in oxygen, and his legs felt strong and sure. He tasted copper on his tongue and felt the familiar lift of adrenaline in his blood.

			Alive, alive, I am alive.

			Neither man carried any kind of weapon.

		


		
			2

			The Public Market was a pleasing block-long arrangement of concrete and glass and steel trusses at the edge of Milwaukee’s Historic Third Ward, a former manufacturing and warehouse district that now held mostly restaurants, condos, and art galleries, with just a few of the old industrial businesses remaining.

			Peter and June went to the market at least once a week. The crowded, noisy environment was a good place for Peter to push the limits of his post-traumatic stress, an acute claustrophobia that was the only souvenir of his many combat deployments overseas. It came from kicking in doors in Fallujah, he figured. All those weeks of fighting house to house, room to room, clearing insurgents one doorway at a time.

			He called it the white static, and it didn’t like crowds or enclosed spaces. It began with jangling nerves that sparked up his brainstem like naked electrodes under the skin, calculating firing angles, searching for exits, his fight-or-flight reflex gone into overdrive. When he first mustered out, he could only handle twenty minutes indoors before the static turned into a full-blown panic attack, bad enough to make living outside seem like a good idea. For more than a year, he’d slept alone under the stars or under a rain fly, high above the tree line of one mountain range or another, barely able to manage resupply in small-town grocery stores.

			The static had gotten better, until it got much worse, bad enough to make him think seriously about dying. Then it had changed again, and now it lived in his head like a low-grade fever, a heavy hum just below the level of his conscious mind. Until his old combat instincts woke up and the hum revealed itself for what it really was, the deep rumble of a high-performance engine just waiting for someone to step on the gas.

			He could feel it now, wide awake and focused. Ready to go.

			The corner entrance was a natural choke point. Flanked by concrete pillars, two single doors opened to a small glass vestibule, where a double door allowed entry to the market proper. Five people were stacked up in the vestibule, their arms loaded with lunch.

			Peter stood on his toes and spotted the red Cardinals cap inside the market, moving away. The guy with the gun was shorter than average, which made it harder to see him.

			Lewis held the door for the shoppers, calm and cool, waiting for an opening. Peter stepped sideways to peek around the corner, hoping to see a police car parked on Water Street. No luck.

			“They got cameras all over this place,” Lewis said. “No matter what happens, somebody gonna be watching that footage. You prepared for that?”

			“No,” Peter said. “But I don’t want to live with the consequences of doing nothing, either.”

			Peter’s name and picture were in multiple federal databases and posted on police bulletin boards all over the U.S., with several warrants issued for his arrest. Because of his background and training, he was assumed to be armed and dangerous. It was a reasonable enough assumption.

			Interpol and the FBI believed that he’d murdered a government employee in Iceland the previous December, which was not true. He had killed several other people, however, to save his own life and the lives of others, although that fact wouldn’t help his case with the feds. At least those bodies were buried where nobody would find them.

			The FBI had no clue where Peter was now, although scrutiny of video footage might change that. He’d been living under the radar and minding his own business for nine months. The outstanding warrants helped him keep his promise to June Cassidy, too. Peter didn’t blame her for being pissed. He’d lied to her about going to Iceland. He’d taken unnecessary risks. He hadn’t asked for help when he needed it most. He’d almost died because of it. She’d let him know in no uncertain terms that this behavior was unacceptable.

			Peter’s deal with June wasn’t complicated. She wanted him to stop diving headfirst into trouble, and he agreed. She wanted him to put himself into something more constructive, and he agreed. She felt—and Peter’s therapist felt—that the best way to put his war in the past was to work toward the future. He agreed. They were right.

			But sometimes the world had other plans.

			A man came out of the entrance vestibule and pushed past them, glaring. He wore a plaid western-style shirt and a straw cowboy hat. Peter smiled at him. “Can I borrow your hat?” Without waiting for an answer, he plucked it off the man’s head, then settled it on his own. Not a perfect fit, but good enough. He looked at Lewis. “Let’s go.”

			The hat’s owner turned back, sputtering, and cocked a fist. He was younger than Peter, and thick through the neck and shoulders. Peter gave him a flat stare and the other man took a step back, probably without even realizing he’d done it.

			“Call 911,” Peter said. “I mean it. Right now. Tell them you saw a guy with a gun walking into the market.” A second call would help the cops take the threat more seriously.

			Lewis floated into the vestibule, with Peter right behind him.

			The white static flared, that internal engine revving up high.

			

			—

			The market ran the length of the block along St. Paul. Behind it, a loading dock and large crowded parking lot filled the space under the low ceiling of the freeway overpass. The interior floorplan was a figure eight of aisles, with another wider aisle extending off the end like the tail of a tadpole. Vendors and food stalls with refrigerated glass display cases were crammed into both sides of every walkway.

			Peter and Lewis entered at the top left of the figure eight. There was another entrance at the top right, two more near the bottom of the eight leading to the street and the parking lot, and one entrance at the bottom of the tail. The aisles were packed with people. The white static crackled like Frankenstein’s machinery, and Peter felt something ancient inside him coming back to life. Hello, old friend. It’s been too long.

			He was on the left, facing a narrow path between a Mexican food counter and a kitchen supply and spice shop. Lewis was on the right, where a wider path ran between the spice shop and the hissing espresso machines of Anodyne Coffee.

			The guy with the gun was nowhere to be seen.

			Past Anodyne, stairs wrapped around an elevator shaft toward the open second level with its scatter of tables and views of the market below. It was a good place to see the whole picture. It was also the logical place for a shooter to set up if he wanted to do the most damage. Not that mass shooters were logical.

			“I’m going up.” Lewis took out his phone and veered right. “Stay on comms.”

			“Roger that.” As Peter went left, eyes searching the crowd, his phone rang and he put it to his ear.

			“Top of the stairs, peeking past the corner now.” Even through the cell connection, Lewis’s low voice sounded like motor oil, slippery and dark.

			“Moving clockwise below you.” Peter eased between a woman in a pink blazer and a skinny hipster in a bowling shirt. His eyes searched the crowd of diners and shoppers for a red hat and rain jacket, but saw nothing. The kitchen shop had thick wooden cutting boards, and Peter almost took one for a shield or a club, but decided against it. With one hand on the phone, he needed his remaining hand free. To the left of the Middle Eastern deli was another entrance, but he saw only new people coming in. He turned right and kept moving through the market. The cowboy straw felt strange on his head, but it was a good reminder not to look up for cameras.

			“All clear at the tables,” Lewis said. “Going to check the bathrooms and the market office.” The guy with the gun wouldn’t be the first shooter needing to take a hot greasy adrenaline dump. Peter knew plenty of Marines who’d stunk up the latrines before going outside the wire. Or else the guy wanted a private place to amp himself up for mass murder, or maybe just one last solitary minute to try to reason with the voices screaming in his head.

			Peter kept moving down the aisle, trying unsuccessfully to thread his way through lazy clusters of men and women dressed for work, talking to each other and the workers behind the counters. Way too many people.

			The second floor was much less crowded, and Peter knew Lewis would be moving faster. He didn’t have to deal with people who couldn’t decide between an espresso truffle and a sea salt caramel.

			Lewis said, “At the bathrooms now.”

			Over the phone, Peter heard the quality of the sound change as Lewis entered the small space with its hard surfaces. Then a loud bang. Not the sharp crack of a firearm, but the dull metallic rattle of a stall door slamming open.

			“Damn, my bad.” Lewis’s voice was distant, the phone down from his mouth. “Sorry, brother, I thought it was stuck.” A low chuckle, and the sound changed again as he stepped back into the open. “All clear in the can ’cept for a pissed-off UPS driver taking a moment. Okay, I’m looking through the glass at the market office, everything normal there. Now I’m at the railing, looking down. I got you, but no red hat.”

			Peter had reached the middle of the figure eight. The aisle below him was a traffic jam, but the aisle that crossed the figure eight was relatively open. He took the open path at the wine bar, scanned the center exit to the street, then looked left and right down the aisles. “I don’t see him. Anything?”

			“Nothing. I’m moving back toward the stairs, I’ll get a long view that way.”

			“Maybe he took off his fucking hat.”

			“Didn’t take off that bright red coat, though,” Lewis said. “We’d have heard the screams.”

			Peter saw an opening and jogged past the polished wood of the wine bar toward the Brew City stall at the bottom of the eight. June had recently given him one of their more stylish T-shirts, trying to up his clothing game. No sign of the guy with the gun.

			Down the tail of the tadpole now, head on a swivel, Peter slipped through the clotted crowd at the soup place. At the end was the St. Paul Fish Company, where a giant inflatable crab stood guard over the oyster bar and bubbling tanks of live lobsters.

			No red cap or jacket.

			Still no police, either. What was taking them so long?

			More than anything, he didn’t want June to come after them. It would be just like her to follow the story into a goddamn firefight. They weren’t so different, Peter and June.

			“Lewis?”

			“I got nothing. Maybe he went out that first exit at the top. Maybe this is just a trial run. Or maybe he’s headed for downtown.”

			Peter turned and looked back over the throngs of people. He was tall enough to see over the heads of most of them. “Maybe he stopped moving.” Peter reversed course. “Look to your left, down by the salad and sandwich place.” Peter had skipped that crowded leg of the figure eight. The popular shop across from the parking lot entrance was busy enough to clog the aisle during the lunch rush. “See anything?”

			“No. Wait. I can’t see the doors, but I just caught got a flash of red walking out of sight.”

			The white static soared. “On my way.” Peter pushed his way past a South Asian couple browsing at the meat counter. “Excuse me,” he said. “Sorry.” He rounded the corner to the exit and found himself blocked by a curved line of chattering schoolchildren headed into the market, holding hands in a chain with their teachers at each end. Through the wide glass doors, he saw a big yellow bus double-parked with more kids climbing down to line up on the walkway.

			Right beside them, the guy with the gun. His face invisible behind the glossy beard and sunglasses.

			“Lewis, I see him. He’s outside. Get down here.”

			But the chain of children had caught Peter in an open loop, and he couldn’t move forward. He smiled at two girls, one in braided black pigtails, the other with a thin yellow scarf in an ornate knot, eight or nine years old at most. “Hi there. Can you please let me through?”

			The girl in the pigtails gave Peter major side-eye. “Mrs. Grundl,” she said. “Mrs. Grundl!”

			The teacher, red-faced and clearly focused on managing her students, turned to Peter. “Excuse me,” she said. “Don’t talk to my children.”

			“Ma’am, I just need to get through,” Peter said. “I’m stuck. Please.”

			Mrs. Grundl was ten or fifteen years older than Peter. “Sir, these are children and you’re on camera.” She pointed toward a black dome mounted overhead. “Behave yourself.” Behind him, the South Asian couple had turned to watch, at the same time blocking Peter’s rear escape route from the string of curious children who were now all staring at him.

			Outside, the guy with the gun stood at an angle to the glass doors. His right hand gripped the shoulder of a bald man in a cream-colored suit. His left hand was on the zipper of his half-open rain jacket. His head turned to survey the children swirling around him, not nervous but clearly calculating. His plan had hit the fan, and he was revising on the fly.

			Peter said, “I’m sorry, ma’am, this is an emergency.”

			She put her free hand on her hip and glared. “Oh, really. What kind of emergency?”

			“Trust me, you don’t want to know.” Peter raised his foot to high-step over the girls’ linked arms. They shrieked and released each other’s hands, the line split apart, and Peter stepped through.

			Mrs. Grundl opened her mouth to speak. Peter beat her to it.

			“Ma’am, there’s a situation in the parking lot.” He pointed down the tadpole tail toward the far exit. “Get your kids out of here now and call 911.”

			Then he reached a long arm into the nearby produce stall and grabbed three fat apples in one wide, knuckly hand. He still had his phone to his ear. “I’m going to the parking lot,” he told Lewis. “There’s a busload of kids. Get them someplace safe.” He jammed the phone into his back pocket and strode toward the glass doors.

			Outside, the teachers were still gathering the unruly children.

			The guy with the gun was gone.
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			Peter jogged down the walkway into the parking lot and looked left and right. He saw plenty of people headed away from him, toward downtown or their cars, but none of them wore a red cap and jacket.

			He jogged past the school bus, hoping it had blocked his view. Nothing. His right hand held all three apples. With the freeway like a high ceiling overhead, sound echoed strangely.

			The bus driver leaned out his window, blowing smoke from a slim e-cigarette. He wore a wispy mustache and a Brewers jersey, with a Brewers tattoo peeking out from under the sleeve. “You lose track of somebody?”

			“A guy with a red baseball hat and jacket,” Peter said. “Beard and sunglasses. You see him?”

			“That Cardinals-cap-wearing motherfucker?” For some fans, it wasn’t enough to love a team. They also wanted someone to hate. With his e-cig, the bus driver pointed toward the end of the divider between the parking lot and the market’s loading dock. “Went over that way with some other guy.”

			Peter was on the move before the bus driver finished talking.

			The divider began as a six-foot brick wall that transitioned to a three-foot metal fence lined with an assortment of vinyl sheds and short shipping containers used as auxiliary storage. Behind it, the first vehicle lane was wide and flat, designed for vans and smaller box trucks. On the far side of a concrete freeway pylon, the second two lanes were a true loading dock with a parking ramp descending to put the semi-trailer decks at the same level as the market’s apron.

			Peter rounded the fence and the outermost container. The farthest loading bay held a big white Freightliner, its trailer tucked tight against the platform. The middle bay was empty but for a haphazard stack of empty pallets waiting for pickup. In the flat bay, a few dozen feet out from the dock, someone had parked a white Isuzu box truck, nose-out.

			On the far side of the Isuzu’s square glass-filled cab, Peter caught a vanishing glimpse of red.

			Taking one of the apples in his left hand, he slowed to peek around the front corner of the Isuzu. He saw a red sleeve, gesticulating. On the freeway above them, tires hit the expansion joints with resonant staccato booms. He crept down the side of the truck until he could see two men standing in the empty space behind it, maybe five feet apart. The guy in the Cardinals jacket had his backpack slung sideways off one shoulder and his gun out, held one-handed and pointed directly at the chest of a man in a cream-colored suit.

			The weapon had the distinctive long curved magazine and wooden handguard of a vintage AK-74, some close-quarters eastern bloc variant with a steel-frame shoulder stock folded up under the barrel. With the stock folded, it would be difficult to aim, a truly indiscriminate killing machine.

			The man in the suit, hands jangling out from his sides, was backed against a rickety picnic table that filled a gap between two storage sheds. His shaved head gleamed with panic sweat, his face rigid with fear. Behind him, Peter saw the parking lot and the tangle of schoolchildren just beginning to form a line.

			Peter knew that this was the moment June was afraid of. That he would find himself in this position, caught between self-preservation and the need to act. They both knew which impulse would win.

			Not that Peter wanted to be here. He’d been shot before, and hadn’t enjoyed it. He definitely didn’t want to get killed. June would never forgive him.

			The guy jabbed the gun toward the other man’s chest, said something Peter couldn’t quite hear, then held out his free hand in demand. The man in the suit dipped into his pocket and brought out his phone.

			The guy with the gun said something else. The man in the suit did something to his phone and held it out again.

			The gunman leaned in to take the phone, then backed off and glanced down at it, his thumb flying across the screen for a few seconds. Then he dropped the phone into his side-slung pack and took hold of the rifle’s handguard with his free hand, to better control the muzzle’s tendency to fly upward from recoil while firing.

			Behind the man in the suit was a busload of schoolkids. Behind Peter was a parking lot full of empty cars and the wide concrete pylon that carried the freeway overhead.

			He wasn’t going to get a better chance.

			He cocked his arm, took a single step forward, and threw his first apple.

			

			—

			Peter had played catcher on his high school team, liking the intensity and focus the position required. With his Recon platoon, he’d organized pickup games between deployments, but he couldn’t remember the last time he’d held a baseball.

			He’d aimed for the gunman’s center mass, just trying to get him to change his focus. With the way the guy held the AK, low and close like Scarface rather than raised to his shoulder like a trained shooter, Peter figured the odds of the guy finding a specific target to be somewhere south of zero. But if he fired into the gap between the containers, especially on full auto, he’d injure or kill at least one person, probably more.

			From forty feet, Peter missed the guy completely. The apple flew past his shoulder and splattered off the loading dock wall.

			The guy’s head snapped around, his face hidden behind the shiny beard and sunglasses, and the muzzle of the gun followed.

			Peter was already moving forward, his second apple raised in his left hand. He locked on to his target, dropped his elbow, and threw right at the guy’s head with a nice follow-through. The apple hit him square on the chest. It wasn’t a regulation Rawlings, but the fat honeycrisp still punched like a fist.

			The gunman rocked back a step, then caught himself and raised the rifle in line with his sunglasses, his mouth set hard inside the glossy snarl of beard.

			Still accelerating, too late to change plans, Peter fired his last apple like a rocket to second, the start of a double play. He’d always been better in motion. The honeycrisp glanced off the guy’s cheekbone, knocking his hat up and his sunglasses sideways.

			It wasn’t the hard hit Peter wanted, but the guy jerked his head away in instinctive response. His skewed glasses would limit his vision.

			He pulled the trigger anyway.
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			Everything slowed down.

			The AK clattered with each round, the muzzle flash a bright orange flare. On full automatic, it took real training and practice to control a decent weapon like an M4, let alone a stamped-metal spray-and-pray vintage AK with the shoulder stock folded.

			Peter dove to the ground as the barrel rose. He felt the rounds part the air above him as he rolled to his feet and converted that forward motion into a sprint. He knew he was too far away. He saw the gunman release the trigger and bump his sunglasses into place with the back of his wrist, coolly resetting himself. Peter wondered abstractly where the bullets had gone, how many innocents wounded or dead.

			Then he was airborne, arms wide for maximum capture, but the gunman had somehow slipped sideways. Peter didn’t even get a hand on him. All he managed was the tip of a finger hooked inside the sunglasses before a slim, strong hand scooped up Peter’s ankle and flipped him, flying ass over teakettle to land hard on the concrete, flat on his back.

			He lay momentarily stunned, all breath knocked away, waiting for a bullet. The gunman was somewhere behind him.

			The moment hung there, suspended. The smell of spent powder in the air. The strange ringing silence that came after gunshots.

			Until the children in the parking lot began to scream.

			Peter rolled over looking for the shooter and saw Lewis appear in the gap between the storage sheds. With a predatory grace, he leaped the low fence and landed atop the rickety picnic table, which yawed wildly beneath his weight. Rather than try to stabilize himself, Lewis just bent his knees and kept his momentum, flying over the fetal form of the man in the suit to land in a three-point stance as if he’d planned it that way all along.

			But the gunman had hit reverse and already doubled the distance between them, past the freeway pylon and headed toward the Freightliner with the AK now aimed directly at Lewis’s chest. “Stop,” he said.

			With no alternative, Lewis caught himself.

			The gunman’s eyes flicked from Lewis to Peter and back. His pupils were enormous but his hands were steady. “Move and you’re dead.”

			His voice was rough and strange, like he had something stuck in his throat. With the Cardinals cap bumped upward and his sunglasses gone, his upper face was fine-boned and delicate above the thick beard, at odds with the voice and the ballistic vest under the open jacket.

			By now, the gunman had drifted all the way back to the semi’s trailer, the chassis frame level with his chest. On the other side of the fence, shouts and cries of fear and panic.

			Then, without seeming to move at all, the gunman slung the AK under his arm, elbowed the open, side-slung pack around to his back, and floated under the low semi-trailer like a leaf on the wind. Peter blinked and the guy was gone. The only sign he’d ever been there was the stolen phone, fallen from the pack.

			Lewis knelt beside Peter. “You hit?”

			“Embarrassed.” Peter pushed himself up. “You coming?”

			He ran left toward the nose of the Freightliner. He wasn’t going to follow the gunman under the trailer, where any pursuer would be an easy target. Lewis headed toward the loading dock and the back of the rig.

			Peter peeked past the front bumper and saw a red-coated figure run between two parked cars into traffic, where he sideslipped across the low hood of a startled sedan, the backpack airborne like a balloon on a string. Lewis came around the trailer end. Peter ran forward, waving Lewis on.

			They sprinted into the street and skirted the now-honking sedan to see the gunman stopped at a parking meter, where he threw his leg over a funky-looking bicycle. It had wide knobby tires and an angular black frame with long silver boxes strapped to the bars.

			The gunman tugged down his cap, zipped the gun under the red jacket, and pulled the pack onto his second shoulder. Then he smiled at them through that beard and flipped a switch on the handlebars. The bike leaped forward, accelerated across St. Paul, and flew down the wrong side of Broadway faster than any man could run. The guy barely touched the pedals.

			They stopped chasing after three blocks, although they’d lost sight of the gunman long before that. Peter had no idea if he’d turned a corner or simply vanished around the curve of the earth.

			Breathing hard, hands on his knees, Lewis said, “What the fuck was that?”

			Peter had lost his cowboy hat at the loading dock. Behind them, finally, rose a distant duet of sirens.

			“Come on.” Peter turned toward the market. “We need to talk to that guy in the suit. This wasn’t some random stickup. You don’t steal a phone with an AK-74.”

			“You don’t want to go back there,” Lewis said. “All those cameras, remember?”

			The cameras. The police.

			Peter sighed.

			June was going to be pissed.
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			Three blocks from the market and just moments after the staccato rattle of an automatic weapon, nobody on the street seemed to have noticed. They jogged back toward the coffee shop where they’d left June.

			Two blocks out, lunchtime walkers were still rooted to their shadows like startled sheep, uncertain of what they’d heard or what to do next. One block out, they met the first frantic people running in the opposite direction. By the time they made it to the coffee shop, they saw shoppers shoving their way out of the market.

			June was gone. Peter’s blue sweatshirt lay abandoned on their table. Peter pulled his phone from his pocket and texted her. All okay here. Where are you?

			No answer.

			“You know where she is,” Lewis said.

			Peter felt the answer like a pit in his stomach. June was a journalist to her bones, hardwired to get after it. Which would put her inside the market, chasing the story.

			The pit in Peter’s stomach got deeper. How long had she waited before going after them? If she’d been hurt or killed by the gunman’s stray rounds, Peter would never have forgiven himself. He’d hunt that fucker to the ends of the earth.

			The pair of sirens sang louder.

			Peter pulled the hoodie over his gray T-shirt as he slipped into the coffee shop, where he took a mesh-backed trucker’s cap off the display shelf, dropped a twenty in front of the clerk, and left without his change. Lewis was already on the move. Peter caught up and together they ran around the east end of the market building, past the outdoor tiki bar, and toward the delivery area.

			Five minutes after the gunman had opened fire, Peter stepped over the crushed cowboy straw and looked across the low metal fence, afraid of what he might see on the other side. The parking lot was emptying out. Dazed bystanders hugged themselves and each other. June stood beside them with her phone out, asking questions and taking pictures.

			With the sight of her, Peter felt his heart begin to beat again.

			She hadn’t been a straight newspaper reporter for years, but he could see her as she might have been at twenty-one, fresh out of J-school, lit up by the action and the hunt for the truth of what had happened.

			Peter raised a hand and called out. “June.”

			She turned and saw him. A wave of relief washed across her face. “You’re okay? Lewis is okay?” Peter nodded. She glared at him. “You are such an asshole.”

			“Better than the alternative,” he said. The schoolkids were clumped together by the bus under the fierce gaze of their teachers. They looked scared but unharmed. “Did anyone get hurt?”

			“Nobody that I’ve seen,” she said. “What happened?”

			Peter told her about the gunman taking the phone, then preparing to execute the victim. “Did you see a guy in a cream-colored suit? Shaved head, scared as hell?”

			June cocked her head and pushed her mouth sideways and squinted into space. Peter knew this meant she was running her mental fingers through the giant filing cabinet of her brain. “Yeah. He climbed the picnic table to get over the fence. But he had his phone in his hand.” The squint got sharper as she focused inward. “Actually, he looked familiar.” June met a lot of people in the course of her work. A keen memory for faces was a crucial tool in her kit.

			The sirens blatted, getting close. Peter was running out of time. He didn’t want to be inside their perimeter when they finally arrived. But he should have heard a lot more than two cars. “Where the hell are the cops?”

			She made a face. “Chasing phantoms. I texted Zedler and he said some dickhead called in a half-dozen bomb threats all over town.” Dean Zedler was a coworker at the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel, another investigative reporter she’d worked with in Chicago, years ago.

			Over her shoulder, Peter saw two cruisers come to a stop on Water Street, lights flashing, sirens now mercifully silent. The patrolmen climbed out, thick in their body armor, hands on their holstered weapons, heads turning like gun turrets. In their hats and sunglasses, they didn’t look that different from the gunman.

			Peter said, “Tell them they’re looking for a guy with a big beard and a red cap and jacket riding a crazy-fast electric bike, headed south on Broadway. He’s probably in Ohio by now.”

			She shooed him away with the back of her hand. “Get the fuck out of here before some rookie recognizes you from a wanted poster.”

			Peter blew her a kiss and turned to go.

			Behind a shipping container, Lewis stood amidst scattered brass, staring at the Isuzu box truck. The front was stitched with a row of bullet holes. “Cuttin’ it close.”

			“We got lucky,” Peter said. Past the truck was a clear line of fire to the parking lot and a busy street and a cluster of office buildings a block away. He thought of how the gunman had stood with his AK on full automatic, glasses askew, firing indiscriminately. He wondered how many other people weren’t so lucky.

			“Found something.” Lewis held up his open pocketknife. A pair of razor shades hung balanced on the blade.

			“You don’t want to leave those for the police?”

			The tilted smile. “They never caught me with all those years of trying. Figure we got as good a chance as anyone.” He raised a shoulder in an elegant shrug. “We find anything useful, we mail ’em to June at the paper. She’ll get ’em to the cops.”

			Peter looked at him. “You’re going to dust for prints?”

			Years back, for professional reasons, Lewis had taken a couple of criminology classes at the community college. He had once been a very successful armed robber.

			The tilted smile got wider. He offered Peter the knife handle. “That ain’t half of it. Take a look.”

			Peter raised the glasses closer and saw a green light above the right lens. Then he noticed nearly invisible buttons in the plastic of the temple. And a pin-sized dot in the center of the bridge.

			He looked at Lewis. “Camera glasses?”

			“I figure that green light means they’re still recording. I’m guessing they’re wireless, streaming to the guy’s phone or laptop, anything with enough memory to hold all that video. Prob’ly got some nice footage of your face, too.”

			Peter hit the button with a fingernail and the green light turned off.

			The cops would be turning over every rock in six counties to find the gunman. When they did, they’d get his electronics, too.

			If Peter wanted to stay free, he’d better find the guy first.
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			In the nine months since he’d come back from Iceland with his face on a wanted poster, Peter had tried to keep his head down. He’d stayed out of bars and bad neighborhoods and other places where trouble might find him.

			The problem was that Peter liked trouble. In a way, he needed it.

			On nights when he couldn’t sleep, when the werewolf began to howl inside the cage of his mind, he’d lace up his old combat boots and go for a long run through the city. Sometimes he’d push himself hard along the lakeshore and let the cool breeze blow through him. Sometimes that was enough.

			Other times, he ran the darker ways, putting himself in the path of predators. Occasionally, he got lucky. Once he’d found three young men wrestling an overserved young woman into a car. It wasn’t exactly a fair fight, but Peter had held himself in check. No permanent damage. That wasn’t the point. The point was to be useful.

			And to let the werewolf out of its cage, if only for a few minutes.

			

			—

			As Peter pulled the flatbed Toyota into the driveway, his phone lit up with a call. “Hi, Franny. What’s up?”

			Fran Anderson was a rail-thin ninety-seven-year-old widow who lived across the street. As far as Peter could tell, she spent her days on her screened porch or at her front window, talking back to the radio as she glared at the drivers of passing cars, smoked Marlboro Lights, and made a list of chores for Peter. She had an avocado-green wall-mounted phone with a forty-foot cord for the handset so she could call from anywhere in the house.

			“You’re home early, kiddo.” Part concern, part accusation. Fran had a clear position on lazy people. “Did you get that replacement burner for my stove?” She’d slammed a cast-iron frying pan onto her stove in frustration after the Cubs fell out of the pennant race.

			“Special order,” Peter said. “It should come next week.” Like almost everything else in her house, the stove was older than Peter’s dad. “Everything else okay?”

			“Still vertical,” she said. “Are you going to rake my leaves? And maybe clean my gutters?”

			“I hope so,” Peter said. “I might have to take a trip, and I don’t know how long I’ll be gone. I’ll let you know.”

			The previous January, after Peter and June had moved in, he noticed that his neighbor’s walk went unshoveled after a snow, so he took care of it. Several snows later, she beckoned him to her front door, where she waited with a box of Thin Mints in one hand and an envelope in the other.

			The cookies had been expired for three years and the box was cold to the touch. Inside the envelope was her name, phone number, and the key to her house.

			“If my porch light is still on at seven in the morning, you better come look for me.” She tapped the frosty box with a bony finger. “You play your cards right, kiddo, you’ll get another box. I got a freezer full of ’em.”

			“Ma’am, you don’t even know me,” Peter had said. “You sure you want to give me a key?”

			“You have a good face,” she’d said.

			Now he stood in his kitchen in the fading afternoon light, checking the contents of the backpack he’d put together nine months ago, in case he had to run. That old tension inside him like a spring wound too tight, the need to take action.

			He wanted to be somewhere else when the U.S. Marshals found him. He wasn’t going to let June get charged with aiding and abetting or harboring a fugitive.

			The charge would be righteous, too. Because for Peter, June was his safe harbor from the storms of the world. Wherever she lived, that was home. He just had to hope he could find his way back to her. And that he’d still be welcome when he got there.

			He had to admit, he’d grown attached to the house. It was one of Lewis’s rentals, a basic 1950s colonial that backed onto the Milwaukee River Greenway, a half-wild tree-filled steep-walled ravine with the river running through the bottom, eighty feet below. The Greenway had miles of trails and linked a half-dozen parks. Peter could step out his back door and walk for hours on narrow, winding trails and see very few people. The street was only one block long, but part of a larger quirky network of streets aligned to the contours of the ravine. There was a giant old elm in the front yard. Lewis and Dinah and their boys, Charlie and Miles, lived three doors down.

			When Peter moved in, he and Lewis had replaced the walls in the back half of the house with floor-to-ceiling windows on both floors that looked out on the ravine. In the spring and summer, with the sun filtered green through windblown leaves, it had felt like a treehouse. In the fall, with the maples and oaks and birches changing colors, it was like living inside a painting.

			He’d been looking forward to seeing the leaves drop entirely, when the bare trees would stand like sculptures along the steep slopes of the ravine. He’d wanted to see the winter’s first frost on the branches, the first fallen snow on the bones of the land.

			The illusion of living outside had helped the static fade, at least most of the time. He felt like he was making progress. He and June had shared a bed consistently for the first time since they’d met. They’d shared a life.

			June had landed a journalism fellowship at Marquette University so she could work on her book about the Washington insider who had almost started a war. The fellowship came with a desk at the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel, where she’d found the lively camaraderie that she’d been missing since she joined the virtual newsroom of Public Investigations.

			Peter spent his days working with Lewis, first renovating the rental, then expanding Dinah’s kitchen down the block, then beginning the rescue of a severely neglected bungalow in Washington Heights. Peter always finished the day tired, hungry, and dirty, feeling like he’d done something useful. He’d found a weekly veterans’ group. He’d gotten back to yoga and meditation, which his shrink recommended to help the post-traumatic stress. The war still lived inside him, as it always would, but the static had softened and the tightness behind his eyes had begun to ease.

			Now that life was over.

			Peter had done the right thing, he knew that. He couldn’t watch a man carry a rifle into a crowded building and do nothing. He had plenty of regrets, but going into that market wasn’t one of them.

			And none of those kids had died.

			Peter would count that as a win.
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			The side door banged open and June walked her bike into the kitchen, her work bag slung over one shoulder and her face flushed pink from the ride. She often said that one of the best things about living in Milwaukee was the fact that everything was within bicycle distance.

			She hung her helmet on the handlebars and bent to remove the Velcro band that kept her pant leg out of the bike chain, all while keeping her eyes locked on Peter at the table, his open go-bag in front of him.

			It was an oversized daypack that carried a change of clothes, a fresh burner phone, a multi-tool, a liter of water and a handful of granola bars, a backpacker’s hammock and rain fly, a decent first aid kit, twenty thousand dollars in small bills, and three sets of false documents that included driver’s licenses, birth certificates, and credit cards. It also held a Vietnam-era Colt Commander that Lewis had given him. It wasn’t a great weapon by modern standards, but Peter only kept it to calm his nerves. If push came to shove, he told himself he’d go to jail rather than hurt another policeman.

			The documents were easier to obtain than he’d thought they would be. Lewis had kept in touch with his contacts from his former life, including a friend at the DMV and a printer in Wauwatosa who was a genius with Photoshop. Lewis didn’t mind helping. Sometimes he missed the old days, too.

			“That’s it?” Her face was expressionless, her green eyes cool. “You’re leaving?”

			“Just for a few days,” Peter said. “Until we’re sure they haven’t run that market security video through facial recognition.”

			“Where will you go?”

			“Better you don’t know,” he said. “I don’t want you to get in trouble. I won’t go far.”

			June dropped her bag on the side table with a thump, then combed her fingers through her red pixie cut, smoothing out her helmet hair.

			“I spent the whole afternoon chasing down the Public Market story.” Her voice sounded casual, but Peter knew better. “It’s a big deal because of the location, but otherwise, there’s not much to it. Aside from some flying glass in an office on Michigan Street, nobody got hurt. It’s really just attempted robbery and discharge of a weapon. The shooter vanished without a trace. The victim’s gone, and he even got his phone back. The market cameras aren’t exactly cutting-edge. The police don’t know a damn thing. Plus some lunatic carved up two guys with a machete on Hampton and Teutonia this afternoon. So unless something new happens to make the Public Market a priority again, this story will be gone in a couple of days.”

			She looked him right in the face. “Or is there something else you’re planning to do?”

			She knew him so well.

			“Lewis found a pair of sunglasses,” Peter said. “The gunman’s. They’re video glasses, and they were recording the whole time, streaming to his phone or laptop.”

			He’d researched the glasses on the way home and learned that they connected to a device via Wi-Fi, but thankfully had no GPS. Lewis had already dusted them and found no fingerprints. Now they sat on the kitchen counter beside a jar of loose change.

			“And what,” June said. “You’re leaving here and going after him? That’s not your damn job. Turn those glasses over to the cops. Fucking stand down, Marine.” June’s vocabulary would make a drill sergeant blush. “You stopped a massacre, you don’t need to be the police, too.”

			“That sunglasses footage has my face in it. It won’t be crappy public security footage, either. If they catch him, they’ll be able to catch me, too. Then they’ll start looking at Lewis.”

			Except for his time in the army, Lewis had been a career criminal from the age of thirteen until he and Peter had come into a financial windfall several years before. Lewis had washed the money through various investments, but anyone looking closely could find hints of his past. Peter was afraid that his carefully rebuilt life, which now included Dinah and the boys, might not withstand prolonged scrutiny.

			“Then throw the damn glasses away. Or better yet, put them somewhere safe in case you need to hand them over later. This is not your fight, okay? Your current mission is your own damn life.”

			“If I get caught,” he said, “you’ll get charged, too. I’m not letting my bad decision to go to Iceland ruin your career, ruin your life.”

			She put her hands on her hips. Freckles flared bright on her face. For a slim woman, she took up a lot of space in the room.

			“You dumb fuck,” she said. “Don’t you know a goddamn thing about women? I’m not mad about your decision to go to Iceland. In retrospect, it was the right thing to do. I’m not even mad about you ending up on the FBI’s Wanted list. I’m mad—no, I’m royally pissed—that you lied to me about going. Because I was scared to death, okay? Scared not knowing where you were, or what was happening, or whether you were okay. And I don’t ever want to not know again.”

			She took the go-bag from his hand and flung it against the wall, where it slid down behind a big leafy plant. She was stronger than she looked.

			“We have a good thing here,” she said. “It works for both of us. Don’t you want to be happy? Fixing houses with Lewis seems to make you happy. At least I think it makes you happy.”

			“Living with you makes me happy,” he said quietly. “Unless you’re yelling at me.”

			“Then stay, goddamn it.” She took a bottle of wine out of her backpack and waved a hand at his dusty work clothes. “Get cleaned up and I’ll call Dinah and see if they want to come for dinner. We’ll order Thai food.” June didn’t cook, but she was an expert at takeout.

			He heard her on the phone as he stripped naked and climbed into the shower. Two minutes later, she pulled back the curtain with a rattle. Water streamed down his long, lean body and splashed onto the bathroom floor.

			She stared at him as she undressed. Her eyes shimmered with tears. She stepped over the rim of the tub and into his arms. He picked her up and she wrapped herself around him and they stayed that way, each holding the other in that most ancient sacrament, for a long, long time.

			

			—

			
			As it turned out, Dinah and Lewis had parent–teacher conferences, so Peter built a scrap-lumber blaze in the fire pit and they sat together on the big deck that he’d cantilevered over the steep edge of the ravine. With the lights off in the house behind them and open space all around, they drank Lucky Buddha beer and handed the white takeout cartons back and forth like urban primitives, soaking up the last warmth of the day while the night grew dark around them.

			After the fingernail moon rose over the trees, the wind changed direction and they heard a dog’s deep bark. Riverwest was full of dogs, but the only big mutt on the block was Mingus, the huge high-energy stray that Dinah’s boys had adopted after he took up residence under the porch at their old house.

			Mingus was an escape artist and a rambler. Over the summer, he’d learned to tear the pickets off Dinah’s back fence, causing an arms race between Lewis’s growing carpentry skills and relentless canine ingenuity. Canine ingenuity usually won. As a result, Mingus pretty much kept his own schedule. But he was crazy about June, and often her calls were the only thing that brought him home. He never seemed to mind getting caught as long as June would rub his belly.

			She got up and walked into the side yard and toward the front with its enormous old elm. “Mingus, where are you?”

			A moment later she reappeared at the corner of the darkened house. “Peter,” she whispered. “Come here.”

			Before she finished talking, Peter was out of his chair and moving. Mingus barked again. Standing beside June, Peter could tell that the dog wasn’t on the loose, he was still inside his fence. Mingus couldn’t be bothered to bark at a passing stranger. He barked when someone came up the front walk of Dinah’s house. Or June’s.

			“It’s the side door,” June said quietly. “It’s standing open.”

			“Are you sure you locked it?”

			“I always lock it,” she said. “Always.”

			They never used the front door. The only time they used the side door was when June came home on her bike. Peter had installed a third door in the back wall, for direct access to the deck and the detached garage.

			The house was still dark inside. With the floor-to-ceiling windows, if someone had turned on even a single lamp, the yard would have lit up. They wouldn’t have missed it.

			He grabbed the pitchfork he used to turn the compost heap, then opened the back door, reached inside, and flipped the switch for the big kitchen’s overheads.

			Nobody there.

			He floated through the first floor, pitchfork at the ready, then slipped upstairs, turning on more lights as he went, until the house blazed bright as day. Not a soul. In the basement, he found only spiders.

			The side door still stood open six inches. He closed it and threw the deadbolt. “All clear,” he called.

			He found June in the kitchen with her softball bat and a grim face.

			“They took my goddamn bag,” she said. “It had my laptop in it, my wallet, my biking gloves, everything.” She gestured at the little white side table where she stacked her notebooks and charged her gear every night. It was empty. “Peter, they took all my shit.” She waved at his backpack, still behind the plant where she’d thrown it a few hours before. “Why didn’t they take your goddamn shit?”

			Peter pulled her into his arms. Her whole body vibrated with emotion. “It’s only stuff,” he said. “We’ll get you new stuff.”

			She beat on his chest with her fists, then buried her face in his shoulder. “And change all the locks,” she said with a muffled voice.

			“And change all the locks.” Peter rubbed her back as he scanned the room for what else might be missing. The jar of loose change still sat on the kitchen counter. But not the gunman’s sunglasses that had sat beside it. “First thing in the morning.”
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