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The sheriff had not slept a wink all night, and his office space showed it. A dozen empty coffee cups, seventy-five cents each from the dispenser machine down the hall, littered the surface of his desk, a desk that was normally more organized and pristine than even the mayor’s ceremonial signing desk downtown. The office calendar, covered with maze-like doodles, phone numbers, and other scribbles from the previous 26 days of March, was stained here and there with spilled coffee, as were the documents that had piled up during the last week. One look in the tiny room was all it took for the men of the 12th precinct to know the sheriff was having a bad week. 
If the desk didn’t give it away, the haggard look on the face of the man himself sure did. Normally clean-shaven, immaculately dressed, erect, proper, and dignified, the sheriff was a shell of his usual self, a throw-back to the gritty, weary, gun-slinging lawmen of the 19th century. His eyes drooped low with red, puffy bags, his whiskers poked in every direction from the base of his neck up to his cheeks. In the three years since the police office was renovated with a grant from the federal government, his torso had never touched the back of his plush leather office chair, but when the deputy stepped in the room to let the sheriff know the wife had finally arrived, that’s exactly where he was—slumped back, half asleep, half aware. Completely exhausted. 
“She’s here,” said the woman in the fresh pressed blue uniform. 
The sheriff sighed. He rolled forward, setting his elbows on the desk before him and placing his head in his hands. He rubbed his eyes vigorously and gave himself a hard slap. 
“Okay, Lauren,” he said. “Are they ready downstairs?”
Deputy Lauren Dover nodded. “All set. We won’t take much of her time.” 
The sheriff nodded. “Thank you.” 
Deputy Dover took her leave as the sheriff rooted through the cups on his desk, searching for a few more drops of caffeine to rouse him. He found a drop here, another drop there, but hardly enough for a swallow. Frustrated, he pushed himself up from the desk and walked over to the window overlooking the parking lot below. 
The haze was thick this morning on a crisp Ohio morning, but he could spot the red Toyota Corolla sitting in the front row of parking spaces. The sheriff adjusted his shirt as best as he could. He hadn’t changed in days. He was almost ashamed to be seen in such a condition. 
This loss was personal, a mutual pain they shared. He had lost a friend. She had lost a husband. As much as he was hurting right now, he had to think of her. She had lost so much more! 
The sheriff turned and left his office behind, willing himself to see this case to the end. It wasn’t the search for the killer that made the case difficult. The woman had identified herself and carelessly cast a glance at two separate security cameras that night. It was the victim and his wife. One was his best friend. The other one of his wife’s closest friends. They had been through so much together over the years. Now, they were all grieving the loss of someone they held dear. 
She was standing in the hall on the third floor, just outside the viewing room, when he stepped off the elevator. Deputy Hawk Truman, a long-time stalwart of the department and the sheriff’s one time mentor, stood by her side. She was dressed simply in jeans and a long sleeve black shirt with a wide neck. She wore no makeup this morning because she knew she would only cry it off. Randy couldn’t help but note how beautiful she looked even without a smudge of lip gloss. 
“Sheriff,” she said, opening herself up for a small embrace. 
The sheriff, normally all business, let his tender side out and gave her a squeeze. “Are you ready?” 
The wife nodded. “Yes, I am.” 
The sheriff nodded to Deputy Truman, who placed a comforting hand on the woman’s shoulder. “There are five women in this room. We want you to pick out the suspect if you see her. You’ll be standing behind one way glass so you can see them but they can’t see you.” 
The wife sighed heavily. “Okay. Let’s do this.” 
Truman opened the door to the viewing room, and the sheriff motioned the wife inside. It was a bit chilly in the darkened room, and the wife wrapped her arms around herself as she turned to the glass looking into the adjacent room. 
“Looks just like on TV,” she remarked to the sheriff. The wife could see a white wall with inch marks stretching from the base of the wall up seven and a half feet from the floor. Five bright track lights shone down on the wall and the room, spotlights for a ghastly drama that played out dozens of times each year in the mid-sized city. 
Truman shut the door behind him. He walked to the small console in front of the window, a console that contained only a small device with one button, a microphone, and a phone. 
Truman picked up the phone. “Send them in, please,” he said. 
A door to the right opened, and five women walked into the bright beams of the overhead lighting. The sheriff recognized two of them immediately. Number one and number two were guards from the women’s prison, brought in as controls for the identification. Number three was a semi-regular at the station, a prostitute with a bad crack habit. She was a habitual offender, one who had been through rehab so often she could teach it. The sheriff was certain she was headed for a bad end one day. He was also dead certain she was not a killer. 
Number five was not a local. Deputy Dover brought her in the night before for driving under the influence with an expired license. It was a fluke technicality; the woman would be released in a few hours and sent on her way back to Texas with a stiff fine.
Number five looked extremely nervous, but not near as shaken as number four. She had been taken in the middle of the night from her apartment by six armed police officers, and she looked as if she hadn’t slept in days. Her eyes were red and puffy. She’d been crying all night, pleading her innocence to anyone she thought might listen. 
The sheriff wasn’t buying it. No one in the station was buying it. They had video evidence. Positive identification. This wouldn’t take long. The sheriff only hoped that the wife would have the strength to make the positive ID. 
He looked down at the widow, a woman he had known since they were kids. There were no tears in her eyes. There was no emotion at all. She looked at the five women intently—particularly number four. She said nothing. 
“Can you identify the woman?” said Deputy Truman softly. 
“She’s not here,” said the wife. 
This was not the answer either man expected. “Are you sure about that?” said Truman. “Take your time.” 
The wife shook her head no. “I don’t need any more time. You don’t have her. She’s not here.” 
The sheriff placed a hand on the wife’s shoulder. “She’s not going to harm you. We will see to that. Any concern you have for your safety…”
“I hear what you’re saying,” said the wife. “This has nothing to do with fear. I won’t send an innocent woman to jail.” The wife pointed straight at number four. “She’s the one you want me to pick, isn't she?” 
Truman looked at the sheriff and then the wife. “Is that the woman who…”
“No, she isn’t,” said the wife. “She’s as innocent as the rest of them.” 
The sheriff nodded at Truman. “Give us a moment, please.” The elder law man left the room, shutting the door behind him. 
The sheriff leaned forward on the console. “Please tell me you’re not sticking with that outrageous story you told me in my office.” 
“I’ve never been more certain,” she said. “Seeing her in there, that face, the fear in her eyes. It has to be true.” 
“We have a positive ID from the security cameras in your building. Computer analysis. DNA evidence. I didn't have to bring you in before pressing charges.” 
“You did it because I insisted,” she replied. “I won’t let you convict an innocent woman.” 
The sheriff sighed. “You really believe she’s innocent?” 
“I know she is.” The wife looked at the sheriff, eye to eye, as seriously as she could. “You won’t find her. Not in this… dimension. She told me herself. She was from another world. Not ours. Number four is an innocent woman.” 
The sheriff was at a loss. “Okay. If you say she’s not here, she’s not here.” 
The sheriff picked up the phone on the console. “No positive ID. Process number four and send her home. That’s right. I said send her home.”
The sheriff and the woman walked out of the observation room. He gave a quick shake of the head to Truman, who kept his poker face and nodded in reply. He led the way for the sheriff and the widow through the station back to the glass doors in the front foyer and held the door as they exited. 
This would not be an easy day for the sheriff. There would be serious hell to pay when word got out that their number one suspect was free in spite of the overwhelming evidence. He would get no such grief from Truman. He had stood guard personally over number four most of the night. He had been around so long, he knew a murderer on sight. Number four was not a killer.  
The sheriff walked the wife to her car through the hazy morning air. She kept her eyes to the ground as she spoke. “You think I’m crazy, don’t you?” 
The sheriff shook his head. “I think you’ve been through a horrible trauma. No one should suffer the kind of loss you have.” 
“I know what I saw,” said the wife. “It’s not her.” 
“Okay,” said the sheriff. “I believe you.” 
“I know what she said, too,” said the wife. 
“You believe her?” he asked. 
The wife looked back at the sheriff’s station doors. “It’s the only rational explanation. As irrational as that sounds.” 
“It sounds pretty irrational,” he said. “But I trust you. I will let her go.” 
The wife nodded. “It’s the right thing to do.” She fished in her purse and pulled out her keys. “You know, Alan had this saying he used when girls would break up with him. He used it on me once, back in high school. He’d tell them, in another world, we end up happily ever after together.” She laughed and wiped a tear. “I guess in some worlds, it works the opposite way, huh?” 
“Maybe so,” said the sheriff. “I hope in one of those worlds, you find justice.” 
The wife looked at him. “Why do you say that?”
 The sheriff shrugged. “It’s only right whomever did this, she be brought to justice. Why?” 
“Something someone said to me earlier,” she said. “I got a message from another old classmate of ours, from…” She trailed off, and looked the sheriff in the eyes. “I’m sorry. Thank you for everything.” 
“Whatever Carolyn and I can do to help,” he said, “We will.” 
The wife nodded. She opened the car door and climbed inside. The sheriff turned and walked back to the office. He had a few papers to push, making sure the suspect was released properly, but afterwards he would go home for the first time in a few days and try to sleep. 
The wife turned the key and put the car in gear. She clicked on the radio, still tuned to her deceased husband’s favorite satellite music channel, New Wave Radio. It rose off its landing wheels, hovering silently with the new V-6 turbine engine Toyota had introduced only two years before, and lifted off, sailing up to an altitude of 500 feet. The wife entered an address into the navigation system, the address of that mysterious classmate who had reached out just a few hours ago. She was exhausted. She wanted to sleep. But she also wanted to hear more of what Miller Briggs had to say.
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