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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Rounding the corner where the hum of asphalt suddenly turned to the crunch of gravel, Cass County Detective Tad Wellstone spotted the sea of flashing red and blue lights up ahead, like that of an obnoxious Christmas display.

But it was not Christmas.  Won’t be for another six months.  It was the height of the construction season.  Road construction.  House construction.  Home remodeling.  And in North Dakota, like much of the Upper Midwest, the construction season was fairly short, running from April through September, maybe October, depending on when the snow started to blanket the landscape.

Tad grew up on a farm in northwestern Minnesota, just outside of Hallock, a town of around a thousand folks.  He obtained his associates degree in law enforcement at Northland Community College in Thief River Falls, and threw out so many applications he had a difficult time keeping track of them.

He applied with the Cass County Sheriff’s Office on a whim—he didn’t know if he was quite ready for a larger city, with the Fargo-Moorhead metropolitan edging well over two hundred thousand in its combined population—and after a physical fitness exam, a written exam, and two rounds of interviews, he was offered the position in their patrol unit.

Tad still craved his small town roots and applied what he grew up with on the job.  He soon became well-known and well-liked across the community, helping with many events that bridged the gap between the citizens and the police.

Patrol deputies had barricaded the scene with yellow police tape, but that didn’t keep the gawkers from stretching their way in as close as possible, cell phones held high in the air, recording every morbid minute.  Which was easy for them to capture since all that consisted of the house was a fresh concrete slab, bare wall studs, and about half of the rafters.  EMTs and firefighters stood shoulder-to-shoulder around the victim, who was lying in the midst of the construction site.

“Sorry to call you out on this, sir,” Kelly, one of the patrol officers said to him.  Tad pegged her as a future detective in about five or ten years, given her inquisitive nature and tenacity for wanting to discover the truth.  “EMTs are calling it a potential diabetic seizure, but said it could be a heart attack too.”

“What are your thoughts?”

Shrugging, she said, “It could be, sir, but . . . I just have a feeling it’s more, the way he’s positioned, all twisted up.”

“Diabetic seizures can do that.  So can regular seizures, for that matter.  Any blood?”

“None that we could see, sir.”

“You did the right thing by calling it in,” he said.  He snapped on a pair of latex gloves.  “Any ID on the vic?”

“Garrett Phillip Martinez,” she said.  “Age thirty-seven, lives over in West Fargo.  He does have a diabetes bracelet.  I think one of the EMTs said he also has an insulin pump.  One of the new ones too, with all the bells and whistles.  It keeps beeping.”

Tad knew enough about type-one diabetes and insulin pumps to sound like an expert.  Betty and him have four children, three girls and one boy, and all except Kelsey were diagnosed with the disease at a very early age.  Kelsey wasn’t diagnosed until she was twenty and halfway across the county, in Washington D. C., for a youth leadership event.

All of them have fancy new pumps too, with sensors doing much of the work to regulate blood sugars to a manageable level.  No more finger pokes.

But that didn’t mean one could be complacent about their diabetes care.  It wasn’t completely hands off.

Tad greeted the EMTs and firefighters as he broke through the line.

The vic was in a fetal position, laying on his right side, with his left arm wrenched behind his back.  He had witnessed their children having a diabetic seizure a number of times when they were much younger, and it did appear Garrett was in that position.  But he learned long ago never to assume anything.

He had to gather facts.  Facts pieced together told the entire story.

There was a beeping sound coming from the vic.  Tad lifted the vic’s shirt.  He let the beeping go on and on.

“Damn, that’s annoying,” one of the firefighters said.  “Already turned it off once.”

Tad winced.  “How many times have you touched the pump?”

“Twice,” one of the EMTs said.  “Once by us, to see if it gave any indication on blood sugar levels.  The last time was by them, to see if they could shut off the beeping.”  The EMT knelt next to him, then whispered, “We all had gloves on, if that makes a difference.  We had to do our job, you know.”

The EMT was Kim Morrison.  Kim and her husband, Rick, lived two houses down from Tad and Betty.  They barbecued together once a month or so, if their schedules aligned.

“I know you had to,” Tad said.  “If I was in your shoes, I would’ve done the same thing.  Any sign of a blood sugar kit?”

“None that we could find.  But we weren’t looking for that.  What you see is what we found.”  She handed him a North Dakota driver’s license.  “His wallet is in his back pocket.”

“What time did you get here?”

“Call came in at seven fifty-five,” she said, taking out her cell, which recorded her notes.  “We arrived on the scene by eight oh one.  Saw no sign of blood and performed life-saving measures until eight seventeen.”

“AED?” Tad asked.

“Of course,” she said.  “I’ll email the file to you.”

Tad wasn’t upset that anyone had handled the pump.  If it did turn out to be a potential homicide, any fingerprints or touch DNA from the pump would all be contaminated.  He pressed the familiar buttons.

He silenced the beeping.  It indicated that there was a signal lost.

Of course there would be no signal.  He’s dead.

He would have to contact the pump manufacturer to get a download of the latest activity.  Or, if he knew what doctor he saw, the clinic could do the same thing.

On the vic’s chest were the AED pads.

He called dispatch, and requested all registered vehicles in Garrett’s name to be sent to him.  Minutes later, he received an email.  There were four vehicles registered in his name.  One was a 2015 Chevy Cruz, blue in color.  Another was a 2000 Honda Civic, green in color.  The other two were a trailer and an RV.  All in his name only.  No spouse listed.

Garrett also had an active warrant for writing a series of bad checks, issued last week.  The total of the warrant was eighty-seven dollars and twelve cents.

He called dispatch again, “Hey, Margaret, this is Tad again.  Say, we get any missing persons reports this morning?  No?  Okay, any incident reports from Garrett Martinez’s address?”

* * *
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A quick check through the North Dakota marriage licenses website found that Garrett obtained a license on April fourteenth, 2004, to a Jessica Courtney Dale.  Unfortunately, he also found Jessica’s obituary.  Garrett had been a widow for close to two years.  According to the orbit, Jessica battled with cancer for many years, and they had no children.  She was survived by a loving spouse, Garrett, and a few aunts and uncles.  She did not have a very big family.

Tad drove by the West Fargo residence, to get a feel for the place.  Dispatch had no incident reports to either the residence or to a Garrett Martinez, save for the recent one for insufficient funds.  He had two similar incidents in the past month, all fines paid in full.  The two vehicles were in the driveway, and the RV fifth-wheel trailer was next to the garage at the rear of the house.

He left messages with both the local Sanford clinic as well as his contact with Verizon.  Like everyone else in America, Garrett had to own a cell phone.  But there wasn’t one on his person.  Or even in the vicinity.  The only things in his wallet were twelve dollars in cash—a combination of fives and ones—his driver’s license, two credit cards, a Wells Fargo debit card, a punch card for a local sandwich shop, and gift card for a free admission to Fargo Escapes, a local escape room in the West Acres Mall.

The body of Garrett Phillip Martinez was transported to the county coroner’s office awaiting a full autopsy scheduled for tomorrow at nine thirty.

Garrett did have a somewhat active social media presence.  It listed his employment as a licensed electrician for North Dakota State University until 2018.  His current employer was a major oil company stationed out of Fargo for a similar position.

He had to be pulling down a decent income.  Then why the bad checks?

In the relationship status, it was listed as in a relationship with a Tara Woodson.

Ah, so he is moving on in his widowhood and found a new love.  Good for him.  I wonder what her story is.  I wonder if she would be the cause of his money problems.

He rounded the block, and came back to the Martinez residence.  He pulled over to the curb, and parked.

He got to the front porch by the time a dog inside started barking.  A small gray Morkie yelped in the window, jumping on what looked like the back of a couch.  A petite blond woman peeked out the window.  She opened the door and the Morkie bolted out the door.  The Morkie ran right up to Tad, yelping and sniffing.

“Hey, buddy, how are you?” Tad asked, reaching down to pet it.  “You got a name?”

“His name is Felix,” the woman said.

“Hey, Felix, you’re such a good boy,” Tad said, scratching it behind the ears, then held out his badge.  “Are you Mrs
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