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RAGGED ICE
A Razor and Edge Mystery
Ragged Ice. I stared at the note uncomprehendingly. What did it mean?
“Well?” said Morton Edge, my partner and oldest friend. I glanced at him seated in his Barcalounger spooning red, yellow, and pink cereal into his mouth from a large forest green bowl. As far I know all he’s ever eaten is cereal, and not those healthy ones with twigs and branches and bran, organic and free range. No, not Edge. He eats the processed, sugarcoated, vitamins-and-minerals-added types, brimming with artificial colors, and additives with unpronounceable names.
“Perhaps it means the ice is of poor quality?” I said being only half serious. Uncertainty breeds stupidity, our NYU law professor once said, before Edge and I dropped out of law school.
Edge’s brow wrinkled and he arched one eyebrow. He finished chewing and swallowed the large mouthful of cereal before he spoke, “This is hardly the time for jokes.”
Edge was right, of course. Marianne Spade had been missing for three days and this might be the first real clue. But what did it mean?
“Sorry, Edge. I don’t get this at all. It seems like nonsense to me. Ragged clothes. Ragged edges. Ragged…whatever. But ragged ice? What does it mean?”
Edge had finished his cereal so he set the empty bowl on the side table next to his chair. He burped then folded his hands in his lap. His eyes had that look of his when he was processing information. I often write on my blog about him being a human computer, which he is, sometimes.
He detested the reference because he abhors technology. I take care of the cell phone, e-mail, Facebook page, Twitter account etcetera for Edge and Razor Investigations, our private detective agency.
Marianne’s sister, Beatrice had asked us to look into the disappearance of her younger sister. Beatrice is ninety-two, her sister is ninety. They live in a very big, very old house at the end of our block.
Theirs is the type of house in every neighborhood. The creepy, about-to-fall-down-rat-infested house two spinster sisters shared. Beatrice and Marianne are both widows not spinsters, but you get the idea.
The sisters were also keen about reporting phantom crimes around the neighborhood to the police. This meant on the credibility scale they were near the bottom.
The police quite understandably tend to ignore eccentric old ladies who cry wolf too many times. When Beatrice contacted them, saying her sister had disappeared, they told her when they had a free moment they would stop by and take a statement. That was three days ago.
At first I wasn’t in favor of taking the case until Beatrice offered us a hundred dollars. Given our bank account resembled someone who collected old bottles from dumpsters some real money would be very welcome.
Of course, when I visited her house I noted Marianne’s bed had been untouched so at first it seemed as if Marianne had not been home recently. Since the sisters hadn’t had a date in sixty years it would be unlikely she had been on a sleep over at a new boyfriends place.
While I did the leg work Edge called Detective Aimes at the 22nd Precinct to advise him we were looking into the matter.
I was pretty sure Aimes hadn’t heard of the case of the missing sister (this was my first stab at a title for the case for my blog but it felt too Sherlockian so I abandoned the title in subsequent versions), but since we’d nearly been charged with interfering with a police investigation on several occasions it seemed a reasonable precaution to call him to let him know what we were investigating. The police tend to frown on PI’s intruding in places they don’t want them to.
Suddenly something occurred to me. “Edge. Where did the note come from?”
Edge grinned. “Now you’re thinking. Well done, Razor.”
When he didn’t say anything more for several seconds I ignored the insult and asked a question, “Well, where did the note come from?”
“It arrived by UPS early this morning.”
I grinned and nodded knowingly. “Great. Then we must have the tracking number. I can go on-line at the UPS site and after I enter the tracking number we’ll find where the envelope came from. Once we have the origin of the note we can follow the breadcrumbs to Marianne Spade. Case solved.” I barely contained a spontaneous happy dance.
Edge formed a steeple with his fingers, his elbows rested on the arms of the chair. He raised both eyebrows. “You and I both know it’s never that simple is it?”
I sighed. “No. Never has been, never will be.”
Edge stood and walked to the old kitchen table we kept for spreading out the clues gathered while we worked on a case. The table was made of pine and was scarred with coffee rings and cigarette burns from another era, but at least it was flat, and more importantly free, so it fit our immediate cash-starved needs. I know you’re thinking we should have a bulletin board like those cop shows on TV but that’s TV budget-land, not the real-world-real-cash-land the rest of us live in.
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