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Chapter One 
 

The baby’s vibrato cries grew hoarse, but the level of urgency in his tone seemed to heighten as 

Reese Carter banged once again on Martha Broussard’s door. Should he go around back? Maybe 

Martha was hanging laundry or working in the yard with one of those carry-around stereos with 

those despicable headphones that young people seemed to love these days. That wasn’t like her, 

though. Martha wasn’t that young, and she wasn’t that irresponsible. 

The smell of smoke grew stronger, and finally his fear that something was terribly wrong 

overcame his reluctance. 

He tested the knob, found it unlocked, and pushed the door open. 

Feeling as if he were intruding in a place where he had no right to be, he stepped hesitantly 

inside. "Martha? Is anyone here?" 

The baby’s hoarse voice choked out louder and more desperately, so he headed down the hall to 

the baby’s room. 

Martha wasn’t there. The baby’s face was crimson and wet, and his eyes were swollen from the 

tears. It had been a long time since Reese had picked up a baby, and again he worried that 

Martha would think he was intruding, but something was obviously wrong. He leaned over the 

crib and lifted the baby out.  

Tommy had been crying too hard to stop, so his pattern changed from screams to hiccup sobs as 

the old man rocked him. "Martha?" Reese called again. 

He carried the baby back down the hall and peered into the living room. There was no sign of 

her, but a packed diaper bag lay on the floor, some of its contents spilled out. He stepped toward 

it, peering from the living room into the kitchen. "Martha?" 
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It was then that he saw the splatters on the blue carpet, the brownish-red spray that was easy to 

miss at first, then the darker red blotches. He caught his breath. 

His heart began to pound painfully against his chest. The baby still cried, and Reese held him 

tighter as he followed the drops across the carpet and into the kitchen, toward the back door that 

stood open. His mind raced with possibilities. Maybe she had fallen and hit her head, then gotten 

up, confused, and wandered outside, where she had passed out in the yard. 

He stepped carefully around the blood and pushed open the screen door. 

The yard was filling with smoke, and he doubted that it was coming from someone burning tree 

limbs. He turned back into the kitchen and, with trembling hands, set the baby in the swing and 

locked the seat belt. As Reese stumbled outside, the baby began to wail again, but he couldn’t go 

back. There was an old storage building at the back of the Broussard yard, and flames were 

shooting out of the roof. 

The door to the structure was partially open, and thick smoke poured out. Coughing, he kicked 

the door open and tried to see inside. Between the lawn mower and a bicycle, he could barely 

make out the shape of a woman’s legs. 

"Martha!" Stomping out the flames over the threshold, he stepped in, reached for her feet, and 

pulled her out. It wasn’t until she was out of the reach of the flames, lying on the grass, that he 

was able to see her face. 

Martha Broussard had a bullet hole through her forehead. 

Reese fell back in horror, then turned and ran, tripping on the step as he rushed into the house for 

the telephone. The baby kept screaming as he grabbed the phone and dialed. 

"911, may I help you?" 

He tried to speak, but the words choked in his throat. "Uh . . . yes . . . please, help. Martha . . . 

Martha Broussard . . . has been shot . . . and there’s fire." 

Clutching the telephone in his shaking hands, Reese gradually became aware of the raucous 

strains of "When the Saints Come Marching In" mingling with the screams of the baby whose 

mother lay dead. 
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