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Heap not on this mound
Roses that she loved so well;
Why bewsilder her with roses,
That she cannot see or smell?

Edna St. Vincent Millay,
“Epimph”






As often as humanly possible he tried to put Suzanne out of his
mind. Sometimes he achieved peace for a few hours or even
managed to sleep through the night. It was the only way he could
function, go about the daily business of living.

Did be still love ber or only hate her? He could never be sure.
She had been so beautiful, with those luminous mocking eyes,
that cloud of dark hair, those lips that could smile so invitingly
or pout so easily, like a child being refused a sweet.

In bis mind she was always there, as she had looked in that
last moment of ber life, taunting him then turning her back on
bim. :

And now, nearly eleven years later, Kerry McGrath would not
let Suzanne rest. Questions and more questions! It could not be
tolerated. She had to be stopped.

Let the dead bury the dead. That's the old saying, he thought,
and it’s still true. She would be stopped, no matter what.






Wedhesdgy, October 17th
7

erry smoothed down the skirt of her dark green suit,

straightened the narrow gold chain on her neck and ran

fingers through her collar-length, dusky blond hair.

Her entire afternoon had been a mad rush, leaving the court-

house at two-thirty, picking up Robin at school, driving from

Hohokus through the heavy traffic of Routes 17 and 4, then over

the George Washington Bridge to Manhattan, finally parking the

car and arriving at the doctor’s office just in time for Robin’s
four o’clock appointment,

Now, after all the rush, Kerry could only sit and wait to be
summoned into the examining room, wishing that she’d been
allowed to be with Robin while the stitches were removed. But
the nurse had been adamant. “During a procedure, Dr. Smith
will not permit anyone except the nurse in the room with a
pau'mt.”

“But she’s only ten!”” Kerry had protested, then had closed her
lips and reminded herself that she should be grateful that Dr.
Smith was the one who had been called in after the accident. The
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nurses at St. Luke’s-Roosevelt had assured her that he was a
wonderful plastic surgeon. The emergency room doctor had even
called him a miracle worker.

Reflecting back on that day, a week ago, Kerry realized she
still hadn’t recovered from the shock of that phone call. She’d
been working late in her office at the courthouse in Hackensack,
preparing for the murder case she would be prosecuting, taking
advantage of the fact that Robin’s father, her ex-husband, Bob
Kinellen, had unexpectedly invited Robin to see New York City’s
Big Apple Circus, followed by dinner.

At six-thirty her phone had rung. It was Bob. There had been
an accident. A van had rammed into his Jaguar while he was
pulling out of the parking garage. Robin’s face had been cut by
flying glass. She’d been rushed to St. Luke’s-Roosevelt, and a
plastic surgeon had been called. Otherwise she seemed fine, al-.
though she was being examined for internal injuries.

Remembering that terrible evening, Kerry shook her head. She
tried to push out of her mind the agony of the hurried drive into
New York, dry sobs shaking her body, her lips forming only one
word, “please,” her mind racing with the rest of the prayer,
Please God, don’t let ber die, she’s all I have. Please, she’s just a
baby. Don’t take her from me . . .

Robin was already in surgery when Kerry had arrived at the
hospital, so she had sat in the waiting room, Bob next to her—
with him but not with him. He had a wife and two other children
now. Kerry could still feel the overwhelming sensation of relief
she had experienced when Dr. Smith had finally appeared, and
in a formal and oddly condescending manner had said, “Fortu-
nately the lacerations did not deeply penetrate the dermis. Robin
will not be scarred. | want to see her in my office in one week.”

The cuts proved to be her only injuries, and Robin had
bounced back from the accident, missing only two days of
school. She had seemed to be somewhat proud of her bandages.
It was-only today, on their way into New York for the appoint- -
ment, that she’d sounded frightened when she asked, “I will
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