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Chapter 1 
Mouse 

 
He felt like grime on a wedding dress, like a slug on a strawberry. 
Joe Rodriguez strode the length of the basement hall in the E wing of Mays Memorial. It 

didn’t help that six minutes ago he’d been washing and waxing his car. His wet jogging shoes 
squished as he walked. He looked and smelled like a mess. Faces he did not know eyed him 
suspiciously as he passed, despite the fact that he had hung his badge conspicuously from his 
belt. 

Cleanliness, they say, is a state of mind. Hospitals are supposed to be crisp and clean, 
but Mays Memorial raised cleanliness from mere state of mind to the linchpin of existence. From 
the candy stripers in seersucker to the staff in white or scrub green, every man jack looked as if 
he/she had just stepped out of the pages of a uniform catalog. The walls glistened bright, the 
floors shone glass smooth. Stainless steel prevailed; no wood dared show its warmth. 

He knocked at 18E and entered unbidden. He was no longer the only unclean person in 
the universe. Three nurses and two doctors were working on a quiet form in bloodied clothing. 
As Joe swung wide around the foot of the table, he noted that only the lower half of the form 
was clothed. Her T-shirt and bra had been cut away and a nurse was hacking at the bloody 
jeans. 

Dr. Lee Asimoto raised a beckoning finger toward Joe and pointed to the head of the 
table. “He’s here already, Marsha. Told you he wouldn’t dillydally.” 

Joe stepped in beside the nurse fiddling with Marsha’s IV bag. “When Lee says to 
hustle, the world speeds up. Hello, Mouse.” 

She forced a wan smile, so he reached to take her hand in his. He lifted her oxygen 
mask enough to let her speak. “Hi, Joe. You shouldn’t see me like this. Ain’t decent.” 

“You look much better than I expected.” 
“Really?” Her voice rasped low, barely perceptible. “I feel terrible, . like I’m gonna die. 

Joe, get next door and talk to that guy, if you can. He didn’t get a chance to say anything to me. 
Maybe you can get something.” 

“What do you have, since I’m here?” 
“Nothing.” 
“What happened?” 
“Phone tip. Can’t think straight. They gave me something. . . A tipster called Pete about 

a major lift. Silver and turquoise. Wanted to sell the tip. Pete gave me fifty bucks. I went to the 
contact point. He was supposed to tell me when and where. On the heist. The tipster got there 
same time I did. I showed him the fifty and my karate belt. Just in case he thought he’d take the 
money.” She inhaled deeply. “Money and run, y’know? Then bang, bang. He’s down and I’m 
down.” 

“Who went first?” 
“So fast. I think him.” 
“How many shots?” 
“Don’ know. Four. At least four. Four or five.” 

“From where?” 
“Don’ know.” 
“The tipster mention any names?” 



MOUSE TRAP/Sandy Dengler 

“No time. No.” 
“Any sudden fear on his face? Shock of recognition? Any sign he saw the assailant? 

That a known person was nearby?” 
“No. Surprise.” 
“Any vehicles? Suspicious loiterers? Anything odd?” 
She tried to move her head and couldn’t. She was turning whiter. 
Joe gave her hand a squeeze. “Don’t let Lee sell you any of those raffle tickets for the 

free sukiyaki dinners. It’s that time of year again.” He nestled her rebreather close around her 
face and backed away. Instantly a nurse stepped in between him and Mouse’s tousled head. 

Dr. Asimoto caught his eye and scowled. “Sixteen next door. Hustle.” 
Joe walked outside. He paused a moment in the bright hallway to clear his lungs of the 

smell of blood and sweat and vomit and then entered 16E. The doctor attending the second 
victim was new to the staff of Mays; Joe had met him only once. He was almost a handspan 
shorter than Joe’s five-eleven, his ego a pound or two cockier. He probably matched Joe’s 175 
ounce to ounce. 

“Dr. Hausmann? Joe Rodriguez, homicide.” 
“We met before. I remember you. A bit premature, aren’t you? He’s still alive.” 
“We occasionally stoop to investigating attempted murders if our in-basket’s empty.” Joe 

warned himself in vain to keep this young man from rankling. “Can he speak?” 
“Doubt it.” 
Joe moved in close to the victim’s head. He glanced at the nurse across the table, a cute 

little redhead. The eyes were familiar, but she was fixing her hair differently now. It took him a 
moment to connect. “Jennifer Fugate, isn’t it? You used to work at Scottsdale Memorial.” 

Her face lit up like Christmas. “Very good, Mr. Rodriguez! It is, and I did. That was 
almost a year ago. Nice to see you again.” 

“And you.” Joe bent down close to the man’s face. The boy was young, surely less than 
twenty-one,  and until five minutes ago had sported a scraggly blond beard. Now he sported 
only half a beard, for bullets had torn his right cheek, side, and abdomen. He looked even more 
drained and moribund than Mouse. 

“Can you hear me?” Joe pinched the man’s ear. 
Nothing. 
Across from him, Jennifer licked her lips. She glanced sideways at Dr. Hausmann, who 

was busy with the abdominal wound. She lifted her eyebrows at Joe and took the boy’s hand. 
Her fingers moved. If that was a hypodermic needle in her hand; if she was literally sticking pins 
under the boy’s fingernails; Joe didn’t want to know about it. It was working, whatever it was; the 
boy’s head rolled. 

“Who did this? Who shot you?” 
The blue lips worked. He was awake enough to be trying. He had heard. “Bren…Burr... 

en. . . sss... Brrr.” A deep breath; “Berrennnzzz. ... ssss.”  The breathing ceased. 
Dr. Hausmann snapped his fingers. “Don’t just stand around watching the evening news, 

plug him in! He’s dead. Come on; come on! Step on it!” 
Joe stood back as green scrubs swarmed around the table. The doors whipped open 

and a sanitized orderly wheeled in a white machine. 
Long minutes later, Dr. Hausmann stepped back. 
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Joe moved in beside him. “Not hopeful, I take it.” 
“Too many things torn apart inside. We could rebuild the jaw and palate, fix him up some 

false teeth. But we’re fresh out of livers and kidneys and spleens. You got all you’ll ever get out 
of him. Surprised you got that much. He must really hate that Brent Whoever.” 

“I’ll be next door with Asimoto in 18.” Joe turned, stopped and turned back again. “Liver, 
kidneys, spleen. How many shots?” 

“Two.” 
“Musta been an odd angle to do all that damage.” 
“Right. When you have time to leave your in-basket and look for snipers, start with 

upstairs windows.” 
Joe nodded. “Appreciate it. Thank you, doctor.” He left. 
He paused in the hallway to press fingers on his own body where the boy’s wounds 

occurred. In order to take out the aforementioned organs, he calculated the bullets would have 
to travel at an angle of…. . A blur of white hovered nearby. A sweet little trick, no doubt fresh out 
of nursing school, was standing there staring at him. He nodded to her and slipped hastily 
through the doors of 18. 

 
Joe sat in Pete Marks’ chair and stretched his feet out under Pete’s desk because this 

was the only vacant chair in robbery, and Pete wasn’t here anyway. Burly Purley Petersen sat 
jabbing at a computer keyboard two desks down, his fingertips bigger than the keys. Robbery 
was one of the busiest of details and seemed crammed into the dingiest, smallest of squad 
rooms. Joe’s own quarters weren’t much more appealing, but he mentally thanked the Lord for 
what he had. 

Pete’s chair was built for him, not Joe. Pete was much bigger, broad as well as long, 
with an age-belly. His heavy bottom had over the years shaped the chair padding to his 
conformity. In fact, nothing about Pete was like Joe. Compare Pete’s gray burr to Joe’s longer 
black hair, or Pete’s red I-hate-the-sun face with Joe’s dark born-for-the-sun coloring. 

An unruly shock of red hair over an olive-green shirt popped in the far door. Joe raised 
an arm as his lanky, nonstop partner came bobbing across the room, greeting each female 
present by name. 

“Jose, me lad, what be ye doing in this dump?” Tom Flaherty flashed a toothy grin at 
Purley and parked on the corner of Pete’s desk. 

“Slumming.” Joe leaned forward a bit for a closer look. “Missed a spot shaving this 
morning.” 

“More than one morning. Haven’t ye noticed? Be starting meself a moustache.” 
“That’s a relief. I thought you were overfertilizing your nose hair.” Joe leaned back again. 

“Seen Pete yet?” 
“No, and his car’s not in its slot. Alloo, Purley.” 
“Tommy. Heard anything new?” 
“No. The tipster’s name is Lawrence Banks. Got that off his prints. He called from a pay 

phone at a minimart on Sixteenth and Osborn.” 
“Two blocks from the shooting.” Joe was starting to feel an inexplicable heaviness, a 

foreboding. 
Purley gave up typing and came over to perch on the other corner of Pete’s desk. The 
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desk made little creaking noises beneath his two hundred and eighty pounds of bulk. 
“Aye,” Tom stretched his lanky legs out before him. It was definitely his legs that gave 

him his six-foot-one of height; were they in proportion to his body, he’d be shorter than Joe. “I 
just listened to the tape of the phone conversation. The lad promised Pete inside info on a major 
liberation of Indian jewelry. Not your piddling Tiffany’s robbery, but a biggie.” 

Purley scowled. “What could be bigger than a jewelry store?” 
“Something that sells Indian stuff. One of the shops downtown, or out in Scottsdale. 

There be dozens there.” 
Joe studied the tops of his boots. His Wellingtons felt a lot more comfortable than did 

those wet shoes an hour ago. He probably should have changed before he left for the hospital. 
No, then he would not have gotten the garbled “brendzz” out of the boy, for Lawrence Banks 
was dead now. 

“Silver and turquoise.” Joe stared at Purley, thinking out loud. “Not necessarily selling 
the stuff. How about collecting Indian art and jewelry?” 

Tom brightened. “The very thing! Like mayhap Mrs. Thompson’s Royce Howard 
collection. An impressive array, that.” 

“Heldt Museum,” Purley added. “What’s its full name? Heldt Collection of Indian Art and 
Antiquities?” 

Tom pulled Pete’s phone off the hook and punched a couple of extension numbers. 
“I understand,” said Joe, “that the Phoenix Art Museum has a temporary display of 

classic Indian silver this month. One of those traveling exhibits.” 
Purley nodded. “You have to hold tickets to get into that one. Their security’s tighter ‘n a 

dowager’s girdle. Too hard to reach.” 
Joe considered that aspect. “They’re all hard to reach. Heldt’s security system is an oldie 

but goodie. And some of these private collections are better protected than the museums. 
Maybe a collection out of town. Any hints the heist has to happen here in Phoenix?” He glanced 
across at Tom, who had heard firsthand the tape of the tipster’s conversation, but the Irishman 
was concentrating on the telephone. He grunted, nodding to the person on the other end of the 
line. 

Purley shrugged. “Incidentally, Joe, I hope we’re together on this one.” 
“I imagine so. The lieutenant’s on vacation; went up to Colorado for two weeks; but I 

don’t see why not. The boy’s dead; that’s us. Mel Carter is heading it up officially, but Tommy 
and I and everyone else are chipping in. And we’re dealing with robbery. That’s you. We’ll be a 
lot more efficient pooling our efforts, I’d think.” 

“Good. Now I have a suggestion. Let’s make the rounds of the major collections. I know 
the assistant director at the art museum. His name’s Brent Sommers, and he’s in charge of…” 
Purley’s eyes grew wide. “That garble the kid made!” He wagged his head. “Wouldn’t it be 
something? Come up with the culprit first lick off the lollipop? Can’t be this Sommers, though. 
He’s too smooth to shoot people. He’s in charge of the temporary and traveling exhibits, both 
going and coming. And I know the owner of Crenshaw’s Indian Store downtown here.” 

“Tommy knows that Mrs. Thompson personally. And Heldt’s on my way to the Carver 
Cadillac Agency. Carver has a dandy collection in their back room. The problem with lifting a big 
collection, Burl, is fencing. You should know the good outlets.” 

“We have a few names in our notebook. No one really skilled at getting the most out of a 
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museum collection that I know of, but we’ll work that angle hard.” 
Tom cradled the phone and stretched agonizingly. “Banks’ police record is forthcoming 

for our perusal.” 
Joe felt like yawning and suppressed it. “We’re going to let the prime targets in town 

know we’re expecting a major rip-off, Tommy. Might keep ‘em on their toes just a little sharper. 
What’s new with Hennie?” 

Tom snapped to standing and wandered over to a printer beyond Purley’s desk as it 
sprang to life ticking lickety-split. “Her eldest son just passed his bar exams. Her baby boy, the 
fourteen-year-old with one diamond stud earring, won his school’s computer derby. Here we 
go.” 

He watched the machine perform its magic a few more moments, then ripped off a 
printout three pages long. He plopped it down on Pete’s desk where everyone could see it. 

Purley ran his pudgy finger down the page. “Breaking and entering, second-story work, 
burglary; except one possession of grass, suspended. And four parking violations in the last 
month.” 

“Where?” Joe craned his neck and still he couldn’t see well. 
Tom’s long, skinny finger took over. “Strange places, strange times of day. Buckeye 

Road at 3 A.M.; Baseline in Tempe, midnight; Van Buren downtown last week; Saints in 
Skagway! Look there!” 

“Wish I could,” said Joe, but no one heard. 
“Eleven last night our luckless parker picked up another one on Twenty-fourth near 

Thomas.” Tommy looked at Joe. “Just cleared the computers, looks like; one of those ye-
mustn’t-park-one-night-ofthe-week-because-the-street-cleaner’s-coming,  and he did. 

Purley grunted. “Bet Parking Enforcement don’t collect the fine on that one.” 
“Harley and Turk working his friends and family?” Joe twisted the printout around to 

reading angle. 
“Aye, what there be of them. Harry Wallace too. Notified an uncle in Show Low; that’s 

the only family we can find.” 
The feeling of foreboding behind Joe’s breastbone intensified. The door at the far end 

opened. Pete was back and the room turned chill. Joe knew what he was going to say; probably 
everyone in the room could tell. The message zapped like electricity, unspoken. 

Pete quietly addressed the room in general. No need to raise his voice; everyone was 
listening. Everyone knew. “Mouse died fifteen minutes ago.” 
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Chapter 2 
Pete 

 
Ah, June. Tender green grass. The first blush of summer bloom. Lambs gamboling. 

Robins warbling happily as tiny wrens set up housekeeping in exotic nest sites. Bullhooie. Every 
bit of it bullhooie when you’re observing June in Phoenix. 

The soft green grass of spring has come and gone already, leaving only the ovenproof 
Bermuda grass to bear the brunt of summer. The spring flowers have withered down to naked 
brown stalks as an overbearing sun turns the sidewalks into griddles. The robins all go north to 
more agreeable summer climes and won’t be back till fall. And the wrens of Phoenix, raucous, 
extroverted cactus wrens,  are the size of starlings. They can’t even sing like wrens; the best 
they can do is a harsh squawk. And they nest in cactus. 

Joe stood on the sidewalk and felt the heat warm the leather soles of his boots. June in 
Phoenix, nothing to write poetry about. 

The main TV people were gone, probably back at the studio editing like mad for the 
evening news. Skeleton TV crews with minicams wandered about like jackals, in case some 
scrap of news should chance to fall. The whole street was roped off, but civilian rubberneckers 
were standing around under the palm trees on the lawn of the Valley National Bank across the 
street. Why do banks go in for such grotesque architecture? Valley’s roof swooped in five or six 
directions; its bilious curves made you queasy just looking at it. 

Joe watched awhile as Maynard Rust’s lab people wrapped up their thing, but his mind 
kept wandering elsewhere. Two people, one of them a young officer with rich promise, had died 
here on this toasty sidewalk. 

Marsha Mouse. He didn’t even know her last name. She was always simply Mouse Over 
in Robbery. Five feet even, eighty-eight pounds, maybe, if she was wearing extra clothing, stick-
out ears she hid in her hair, absolutely huge brown eyes. 

Pete’s protege, Mouse was. It was he who had brought her from jail duty over to the 
detective division, served as her mentor, sent her off to various law enforcement training 
courses. Theirs was not an illicit relationship, everyone agreed. Pete was happily married. It was 
a father-daughter thing with Pete ever the proud parent. 

The boy, Lawrence Banks, raised interesting question marks. He probably would not 
have been able to respond without Jennifer Fugate’s assistance, but respond he did. To what 
value? He was a good-looking kid, tanned, well built. And according to Harry, he had been 
essentially friendless. 

And Pete Marks. Robbery was a feudal estate where Pete reigned as lord over all. 
Mouse’s loss tore Pete up terribly; Joe could understand that. What he did not understand was 
the way Pete turned from ashen gray to livid red two hours ago, when he saw Joe sitting in his 
chair, the way he ranted for three minutes over Joe’s unforgivable transgression of sitting at his 
desk. No doubt he had to vent his frustration somewhere and Joe, by random reason, was “it.” 
Joe didn’t do too well at psychological analysis. That was more Tom’s department. 

Mel Carter, his handsome face awash in sweat, his sandy hair tousled, and his shirt 
perspiration-stained, came out the door of the abandoned storefront and stopped beside Joe. 
“How can you look so cool in that sport coat?” 

“You’ve been away from Pennsylvania for years. Haven’t you acclimated yet? You’re 
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coordinating this one, right?” 
Mel breathed a heartfelt vulgarity. “It’s not just the sun heat, Joe. It’s all the heat. This 

case is going down the tubes and it’s the one case the department doesn’t dare screw up. And I 
get stuck with it.” 

“What’s going wrong?” 
“Everything. Mouse had backup, you know that? Two uniformed officers half a block 

away. And by the time they got here, the perp was gone.” 
“Sounds like they didn’t cover in close enough.” 
“And I nearly drew my weapon on Pete Marks, trying to make him keep himself where he 

belongs. He’s been in and out of the scene, tracking dirt everywhere, roaring around. He 
destroyed the scene and he’s messing everybody else up. And you know what, Joe? If I shot 
him dead, I don’t think he’d notice. He’d keep right on slamming around.” Mel’s arms exploded 
outward in a fling of frustration. “Why me?” 

A blond head appeared in the open window above the vacant store. She called Joe’s 
name and motioned to him to come up. 

Mel glanced up at her. “Go ahead, Joe. The place is as picked over and as wrecked as 
it’s going to be. You can’t do anything more to it.” He wandered off muttering. 

Joe flapped an acknowledgment up to Gretchen and crossed the sidewalk, sidestepping 
Doug Hakamura and his measuring tape. Carefully he avoided the two black, caking blotches 
and entered a broken door. He eventually had to climb the fire escape steps to find a way to the 
right room. 

Tall, blonde Gretchen Wiemer stood in the middle of the room reloading her camera. 
“We’ve got the place pretty well done, but we’re going to seal it anyway. Your sniper was here, 
Joe.” 

“I deny possession. Mel’s complaining about Pete. What’s going on?” 
Gretchen’s face softened. “Like his own daughter, Joe. And I don’t know how to help 

him, which shoulder to pat, what to say. Nothing.” 
“Me neither, except to let him unload on me when he feels like erupting. How do you 

know this is the place?” 
She walked over to the window. “Nothing as corny as shell casings left behind or 

anything, but see how the dust on the windowsill is disturbed here? And the floor?” 
“Got all your samples?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Prints?” 
“Footprints, inconclusive. I wanted them to wait for you; you perform miracles with 

tracking; but the dust on the floor was too muddied up.” 
“Pete.” 
“And a half dozen other cops who ought to know better. You might go over what we 

have, if you would. We dusted for fingers and found zip. Here, look at this. Notice how he’d have 
to lean way out there in order to get a clear shot at either of them.” She stepped aside. 

“Who has access to the building?” 
“The world. There’s the front door and two doors facing the alley, both missing.” 
“So the killer didn’t have to plan in advance to come here.” 
“Premeditated or spur-of-the-moment. You pays your money and you takes your pick.” 
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Joe grunted. He stood at the window, hefted an imaginary pistol, and aimed at the 
sidewalk. It didn’t feel right. “Doug? Hey, Doug?” 

Broad, stocky Hakamura stopped and looked up.  
“How was Banks positioned when he was hit?”  
Doug walked down the sidewalk twenty feet, turned, eyeballed his route, stepped out 

and started walking. He stopped beside a blotch. “Bang.” 
“And Mouse?” 
He realigned himself and walked down the street, out near the curb. He stopped near 

the black spot and looked up at Joe. “Bang.” 
“Thanks, Doug.” Joe pulled his head back inside to study the window framing. “Gretch. 

Right here.” 
“Right where?” She stared at the frame. “Smudged, sorta. A few splinters loosened. 

Hard to see unless you’re looking for it.” She grinned. “I got it! He held onto the frame here, 
hung out the window and fired. That means he’s probably lefthanded, since he had to hang on 
with his right.” 

“At the very least forced into left-handedness by the positions of his victims. It’s a bad 
angle.” Joe sighed. “If Mouse had stayed in close to the buildings, he couldn’t have hit her at 
all.” 

“Hindsight. Ladies’ safety rule number one: stay clear of buildings or shrubbery or 
anything where a guy might pop out and grab you. She was doing it right, theoretically.” Her 
voice faltered. “Joe, why am I so scared?” 

“I don’ know. Maybe because Mouse got it in daylight on a safe street with no warning, 
on a routine, nondangerous assignment with backup.” 

“Yeah. Guess so.” She was pale. He had never seen Gretchen Wiemer, militant post-
feminist, frightened before, let alone fearstruck. He held out his hand and she laid hers in it. The 
temperature was on top of a hundred and her hand felt damp and clammy. He drew her in and 
wrapped his arms tightly around her. She stood nearly as tall as he, and even with low heels 
met him eye to eye. No matter. Just now she was a frightened little girl in need of shelter from a 
threatening world. 

She melted in against him. “We were friends, y’know that?” 
“You and Mouse.” 
Her head, scrunched down on his shoulder, nodded. “We’d go over to the bruise room 

together, or out on the range. Commit mayhem on each other. Practice karate. She was brown 
belt. Almost seven inches shorter than me and she threw me constantly. Fun times, Joe.” 

“I’m beginning to appreciate a little better how Pete feels.” 
“She didn’t know it was coming. It wasn’t supposed to be coming. She was wearing her 

grubbies just so she wouldn’t look like a cop when she made the contact. There wasn’t any 
reason…” She stopped, but not, apparently, to cry. She clung, snuffled, and clung tighter. Joe 
wished for her sake that she’d just dissolve and get it over with. 

And his own feelings weighed just as heavy. Besides the few moments of his initial 
conversation with Mouse, he spent another couple minutes with her later, until they trundled her 
off to surgery. Fruitless questions and answers. She saw nothing, heard only the shots even as 
she was falling. Nada. 

He kept her snuggled in close. “If you don’t want to be alone, why don’t you spend a 
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couple days over at my sister’s? Be around people. Besides, the kids have been badgering us 
to get them a dog, and we need help choosing.” 

“No. Thanks. I’ll be fine. I appreciate it, though, I really do.” 
Doug Hakamura appeared in the doorway and crossed the room, leading his assistant 

on the other end of his measuring tape. 
Joe was about to say something when Pete Marks himself filled the doorway. Pete 

scowled in silence, black as a mountain thunderstorm. He wheeled and disappeared. 
Gretchen shuddered a wrenching sigh and motioned with a nod of her head toward one 

of the assistants. They walked over to the window. 
Doug blinked at the empty doorway. “Now what was all that?” 
“I don’t know.” The sense of foreboding had in no way diminished. It lingered as strong 

as ever in the depths of Joe’s chest. “But until Pete gets over this a little, I imagine we’re going 
to see a lot of what-was-all-that.” 
 


