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			Chapter One

			Sheridan County Sheriff Sam Winslow pulled into the gas station to fill up his personal vehicle, recognizing the jeep on the other side of the pump. His former girlfriend, Millie Parker, stood there pumping gas. It had been ten months since their breakup due to, amongst other things, her not telling Sam that she borrowed money from her ex-husband to renovate the Java Bar.

			“Good morning,” he said to her as he swiped his credit card and started filling his tank.

			“How have you been?” she replied.

			“I’ve been busy. You?”

			“The same. The coffee shop has really been hopping with cold weather setting in.”

			As she turned toward him, Sam noticed what looked like a bruise on her face, covered with makeup. He stepped over and gently touched her jaw. She flinched. “Did he hit you again?”

			Her pump clicked and she removed the nozzle, placing it back into the gas pump. “That’s none of your business. You lost that right when you broke things off between us.” She started to get into her jeep.

			“I’m still the sheriff,” he said, trying to keep his anger under control.

			“Stay away from him, Sam. I know how your temper can get.” 

			“But, if you remember, I never hit you,” he said. “Unlike Todd, I would never lay a hand on a woman.”

			She closed her door and drove away.

			Sam’s pump clicked off. He stepped back over and replaced the nozzle. Thinking for a few seconds about Millie, he slammed the gas tank cover shut on his truck. His temper was getting the better of him. He got into his truck and sped off.

			When Sam arrived at his office, he walked in and without saying a word, he went straight to the armory closet. He came back out with a .308 rifle and walked back through the room toward the rear door.

			“Sam, don’t forget about the avalanche mitigation later this morning on Grizzly Mountain,” Deputy Mitch Hunter called out.

			Sam stopped and turned back to the group of deputies sitting at their desks. “Do you all know your assigned spots to keep the public out of the runout zone?”

			They all responded that they did.

			Sam looked at his watch. “You should get going then.”

			“Where are you going with that rifle?” Sergeant Emma Long asked.

			“I’m taking it to a gunsmith in Livingston to get the firing pin repaired.”

			“The firing pin needs fixed?” Mitch asked.

			Sam ignored his deputy and went out the door.

			* * * *

			By noon, Mitch had been at his assigned location at the bottom of the mountain for what seemed like hours.

			Forest Service Ranger Drew Collins rode up on a snowmobile next to Mitch and turned off the engine.  “I see you got the prime viewing location.”

			“I guess,” Mitch replied. “This isn’t too close to the runout zone, is it? If the snow doesn’t stop where it’s supposed to, we could be buried.”

			“We’ll be fine.”

			“I’d rather be watching from the resort with all the ski bunnies.” Mitch’s six-foot, four-inch height with brown hair, brown eyes, and muscular body supported his playboy lifestyle.

			“Nah. The view here is much better,” Drew said.

			“The mitigation should have started fifteen minutes ago. I wish they’d hurry.”

			“What is it with you today?”

			“It’s cold out here,” Mitch replied.

			“The Forest Service helicopter should be over any time.” No sooner had Drew said that, the sound of an approaching helicopter started to echo off the canyon walls. It flew over the officers, followed by oohs and ahhs from the gathering crowd behind them.

			Mitch and Drew used binoculars to watch the helicopter fly over the front of the mountain, up to the peak, then off to the left.

			“I understand the Sheriff Department’s new pilot is flying with us today,” Drew said.

			“Yeah, Steve Shaw. He was a helicopter pilot in the Army, and then a police officer for a few months in Gunnison before Sam hired him. He’s a good guy.”

			Back to looking through the binoculars, the helicopter now flew over the blanket of snow that needed mitigation to make the area safe for skiers. Even with the binoculars, they were too far away to see the helicopter drop the explosive charges that would start the avalanche.

			True to form, about fifteen seconds after the helicopter cleared the area, they saw a plume of snow blowing high into the air, then they heard the report of the explosion. Then another one, and another. The once-blanket of snow now started flowing downhill through the tree gulleys formed for that purpose. It looked like lava from a volcano. The crowd behind the officers started cheering.

			Suddenly, Mitch saw something disturbing. “Is that a skier coming out of the trees ahead of the powder cloud?”

			Indeed, someone wearing red ski bibs was out in front of the slide of snow. It looked like the skier might make it, but without warning, the skier went down, and the avalanche buried him.

			“Shit,” Drew said.

			“Dispatch— 802,” Mitch said into his radio.

			“Go ahead, 802.”

			Drew started the snowmobile.

			“Contact the fire department and search and rescue. We have a skier buried in the avalanche. 402 and I are on the way to the location now.”

			“Roger, 802,” the dispatcher replied.

			Mitch got onto the snowmobile with Drew and took off toward the runout area.

			They quickly reached where the snow had come to a rest. “I don’t want to get to close to the last seen point,” Drew said.

			“You’re sure this is the right place?” Mitch asked.

			“I didn’t take my eyes off it. It’s about twenty feet in front of us.” The two men got off the snowmobile. “We’ll have to work fast. That person only has about fifteen minutes before they suffocate in the snow. Start looking for skis and poles. With any luck, the skier might still be attached. Start high and work your way down.”

			While Mitch did that, Drew got an avalanche beacon transceiver, a probe, and a shovel from the snowmobile’s storage compartment.

			“Found a ski, nothing attached,” Mitch called out, sticking it vertically in the snow.

			The Eagle Mountain Ski Patrol arrived and started searching, also.

			Drew turned on the transceiver, and it immediately started beeping. He held it in front of him and walked forward.

			“Found a ski pole!” one of the ski patrol members shouted. “No body attached.” He, too, stuck it into the snow vertically.

			The transceiver beeped faster as Drew got closer to the skier. “I think I found him. Everyone here. Start digging.”

			The rescuers used their shovels to scrape away the snow, layer by layer. Drew finally saw red material. “I’ve got a body.”

			They found the skier’s head and pushed the snow away to access his airway. Drew checked his neck for a heartbeat. “I don’t feel a pulse.” He keyed the microphone to his radio. “Helicopter One, we need a transport from the runout area to the hospital, ASAP.”

			With the snow finally cleared from the body, the rescuers turned him over. A paramedic from the ski patrol took Drew’s place and started CPR. The helicopter landed nearby, and after the skier was loaded on, they took off for the hospital.

			One member of the helicopter crew was left behind to make room. “Hey Mitch, can I get a ride back to the Sheriff’s Department?”

			“Sure, Steve. I’d like you to meet Drew Collins. He’s the Forest Service Ranger for this area. Drew, this is Steve Shaw, our newest deputy and our helicopter pilot.”

			The two men shook hands. “It’s nice to meet you,” Drew said.

			The three men started picking up things left in the snow, when Mitch spotted something. “Is that blood?”

			Drew bent down to get a closer look. Sure enough, in the snow, there were spots of blood. “He must have been hurt more than we thought.”

			“He could have hit some rocks in his fall,” Mitch said.

			Once the equipment was loaded back into the snowmobile, Drew turned to the guys, “I think I can get you both on the snowmobile. I’ll give you a ride back to Mitch’s truck.”

			Monday morning

			Sam walked into the department in a much better mood than he had been in on Saturday morning. A few deputies were already at work, sitting at their desks. 

			“Morning, Sam,” Emma said.

			“Good morning.” He walked into the kitchen for his morning coffee.

			Emma followed him in. “You seem in a good mood today.”

			“I am.” He poured his coffee, then returned the carafe to the coffee maker.

			“What’s up?”

			“I had a date last night.” He took a drink of his coffee.

			Emma filled her cup. “Did you finally go out with Ashley?”

			“We went to a movie, then a late dinner.”

			A smile spread across Emma face. “I can’t wait to tell Leslie. She thought you two would hit it off. We’ve got to double-date sometime soon.”

			“Sam.” Deputy Mateo Diaz came into the kitchen. “There’s an agent from the Colorado Bureau of Investigation here to see you. He said it’s about the skier that died in the avalanche Saturday.”

			“What skier?” Sam asked.

			“I didn’t get a chance to tell you,” Emma said. “There was a skier in the trees that tried to outrun the avalanche. He was buried. I guess he didn’t survive.”

			Sam put his coffee down and walked out the kitchen door.

			“Sam, wait,” Emma said, but Sam kept walking. 

			Sam approached the counter. “Agent?”

			“James McBride, CBI. Can we talk in private?”

			“Of course.” The men went to Sam’s office and sat down. “What can I do for you?”

			Agent McBride took out a notepad and pen. “You’re aware of the skier that died at the avalanche on Saturday?”

			“My deputy told me about it this morning.”

			“The victim was shot,” Agent McBride said.

			Sam was surprised to hear this. “Shot? So, he didn’t die from the avalanche?”

			“We’ve also identified the body. Do you know Todd Radford?”

			Shocked, Sam didn’t say anything for a few seconds. “Yes. I know Todd.”

			“How do you know him?” McBride asked.

			“He’s my former girlfriend’s ex-husband.”

			McBride wrote something on his notepad. “Tell me about him.”

			“He was a terrible husband to Millie. He cheated on her throughout their whole marriage, and if she did anything he didn’t like, he hit her. It happened often until their divorce. Do you have any suspects?”

			“Not many.” He finished writing.

			Sam’s phone rang and he pushed the speaker button. “Sam, the court clerk called, and you’re late for court,” Emma said.

			“Damn. I forgot all about court.” He disconnected the call and looked at Agent McBride. “As you heard, I need to get to court. My department is at your disposal for anything you need.”

			“I will need to speak with you again,” McBride said, standing.

			“I’ll help any way I can.” Both men walked out of the office and Sam rushed out the back door.

			Ninety minutes later, Sam returned from court. Emma, Mitch, and Mateo were the only deputies at the office. None of them looked up when he came in. 

			“Is something wrong?” Sam asked.

			Mitch and Mateo looked at Emma. “Sam, Agent McBride and Dr. Hill are in the conference room waiting to talk to you,” Emma said.

			“What’s going on?”

			“You need to talk to them,” she said.

			Sam went into the conference room. He didn’t knock, just walked in. Agent McBride and Dr. Janis Hill stopped talking when he entered. “I understand you two wanted to speak to me,” he said.

			“Close the door and sit down, Sam,” Dr. Janis Hill said.

			Puzzled, Sam sat and began to worry. Dr. Hill was the County Coroner. Maybe someone died. “Has something happened to someone close to me? Is it my parents?”

			“No, it’s nothing like that,” Dr, Hill said.

			“What is it then?”

			Dr, Hill continued, “Sam, per Colorado State Law, as County Coroner, I am suspending you, with pay, from your position as Sheriff of Sheridan County. I’m sorry.”

			“What are you talking about? Why?” He was confused.

			McBride explained, “Sheriff Winslow, you’re a suspect in the murder of Todd Radford.”

			“What!” Sam’s temper was building. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then let it out to calm himself. He opened his eyes. “Why am I a suspect? Am I under arrest?”

			“You aren’t under arrest at this time, but you might want to have an attorney on standby,” McBride said.

			“I can’t believe this is happening. What evidence do you have?”

			“You know it’s a small town, Sam.” Dr. Hill said. “It’s not a secret how much you disliked Radford because of how he treated Millie when they were married.”

			“I don’t like any man that abuses his wife, but you think because I didn’t like Todd, I killed him?”

			“There’s more,” McBride said. “You left here early Saturday morning with a .308 rifle. He was shot with a .308. I’m going to need that rifle.”

			“The rifle’s in my patrol vehicle. This is crazy.” Sam leaned his elbows on the table, head in his hands. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

			“Sam,” Dr. Hill said. “I need your badge and gun.”

			He sat back in his chair and took his badge off his uniform, placing it on the table. He then stood, removing the gun from his holster. He unloaded it and put it and the magazine next to his badge.

			“Let’s go get that rifle,” McBride said. “Dr. Hill, I’ll be taking the rifle to our lab for a ballistics test immediately. I should be back tomorrow to continue the investigation.”

			The two men left the room, followed by Dr. Hill, carrying Sam’s badge and gun. All eyes were on Sam and McBride as they walked through the office and out the back door. By now, Deputies Cory Henderson, Mark Brown, and Steve Shaw had returned and sat at their desks, as were the other deputies.

			“If I can have your attention,” Dr, Hill said. “Unfortunately, Sheriff Winslow has been temporarily suspended pending the investigation into Todd Radford’s murder.”

			All the deputies and the dispatcher shared looks between each other. “There’s no way Sam was involved,” Mitch said.

			“I hope you’re right,” Dr. Hill said. “This department will not be involved in the investigation. However, Agent McBride will be here using a room as his office.”

			“He can use the conference room,” Emma said.

			“Thank you. Please remember, Agent McBride is only doing his job. You should show him respect while he’s here.”

			“We’re not a bunch of kids,” Deputy Brown said.

			“I understand, but I also know your dedication to the sheriff,” she said. “Sergeant Long, as next-ranking officer in the department, as of now, you’re acting sheriff.”

			“Me?” Emma asked. “Shouldn’t you discuss this with the Merit Board?”

			“They met last night and approved it.” Dr. Hill handed Emma Sam’s badge. “You’ll need this, and please secure Sam’s weapon and magazine.”

			Emma took a deep breath. “Thank you, I think.”

			“You’ll be fine.” Dr. Hill leaned down, whispering to Emma, “You should use Sam’s office in order to keep McBride out of there.”

			“I will. Thanks.”

			The rear door opened, and McBride walked in. He approached Dr. Hill. “These are Sheriff Winslow’s keys. I assume someone will need them.” He held up the keys.

			“Acting Sheriff Long will take them.”

			Emma stood and took the keys. “I understand you’ll need a place to work. Our conference room is available.”

			“Thank you. I’ll be back tomorrow.” McBride left, going out the front door.

			Dr. Hill turned to the other deputies. “Gentlemen, I leave you in the capable hands of your acting sheriff.” She looked at Emma. “If you have any problems, call me.” She left the department through the front door.

			The room stilled, with the only sound being the radio static coming from the Dispatch office. The deputies looked around at each other, not sure what they had just heard.

			“What do we do now?” Deputy Brown asked. Everyone looked at Emma.

			She paused before answering. “It’s business as usual. Work as though Sam’s on vacation. I think a couple of you should be on patrol. Steve, since we haven’t got a vehicle for you yet, you can use mine. I’ll use Sam’s.” She took a key off her keyring and handed it to Steve. He and Cory left for their patrols.

			The rest of the men, lost in their thoughts, cast their gazes around the room. Mitch finally went to the kitchen, Mateo walked to the jail area of the building, and Mark sat down at his desk, staring at his computer. Emma went to Sam’s office, closed the door, and sat behind his desk.

			Later that evening

			Sam answered the knock at his home. “Mitch, you shouldn’t be here.”

			“Why? No one said we couldn’t talk to you.”

			“I just don’t want the impression of any wrongdoing on your part.”

			“Everyone knows we’re best friends. Now, are you going to ask me in, or not?” Mitch asked.

			Sam opened the door wider, letting his friend inside. They walked into the living room where Mitch got a surprise. “Ashley? What are you doing here?”

			“Hi, Mitch,” Ashley Greene said, from where she sat on the couch.

			“You two know each other?” Sam asked.

			“I should be asking you that,” Mitch said, sitting down on the chair next to the couch. “Ashley’s older brother and I went to high school together. However, I didn’t know you two knew each other.”

			Sam sat on the couch next to Ashley.

			“Leslie Dunbar set us up on a blind date. She and Emma thought we’d make a good pair,” Ashley said.

			Sam laughed. “You get it, firefighter and the sheriff.” His smile quickly left. “I guess I should say former sheriff.”

			The room fell quiet for what seemed to be minutes, but in real time it was only a few seconds.

			“You two probably have a lot to discuss. I should go,” Ashely said, hopping up from the couch.

			Sam and Mitch also stood. “You don’t need to leave,” Sam said.

			“I know, but I’m sure you two have work stuff to discuss. I’ll talk to you later.” She gave Sam a kiss on the cheek and left.

			Both men sat back down. “I’m sorry. I didn’t see her car out there,” Mitch said.

			“I had her park in the garage for the same reason I said you shouldn’t be here. You didn’t interrupt anything. We’re just casual. I’m not ready for another serious relationship after Millie.” Just saying her name brought his current situation back into Sam’s thoughts. “How were things at the department after I left?”

			“Dr. Hill appointed Emma as Acting Sheriff,” Mitch said.

			“Good. She’ll do an excellent job.”

			“She moved into your office so Agent McBride would stay out of it.”

			“Why would McBride go in there?” Sam asked.

			“He’s going to use the conference room to work in while he’s here. Like Agent Leal did last year when the FBI worked with us on that murder case. He’s due back tomorrow.”

			“I guess using the conference room makes sense.” Sam took a drink of his beer. “Aren’t you going to ask me?”

			“Ask you what?”

			“If I did it.”

			“I don’t have to ask you. I know you didn’t have anything to do with Radford’s death,” Mitch said.

			“Thanks. I appreciate your confidence.”

			“There’s something you should know. Agent McBride got to town on Sunday and called all the deputies in for questioning,” Mitch said.

			“What did he ask?”

			“He wanted to know if, and when, any of us saw you on Saturday before the avalanche mitigation? We didn’t know why he was asking, and we told him about you coming in for that rifle. We’re all just sick about it.”

			“It’s fine. You told the truth. I expect nothing less of you,” Sam said.

			“From what I heard around town today, he talked with Millie, too. He and Dr. Hill spoke with her at the hospital.”

			“What was she doing at the hospital?”

			“Radford had her listed as an emergency contact,” Mitch said.

			“I suppose she told them about me arguing with her on Saturday morning, and by now, he probably has the surveillance video from the gas station where we were. It’s just more evidence against me,” Sam said, taking another swig of beer. “Just for the record, I didn’t shoot Todd Radford.”

			“I never thought you did.”

			More silence. “Have you eaten?” Sam finally said. “I have some leftover chili from yesterday I could heat up.”

			“I could eat.”

			They went into the kitchen, where Sam got the pot of chili out of the refrigerator. He put it on the stove and turned on the burner. “Want a beer?”

			“Sure.” Mitch sat down at the kitchen table. Sam got out two bottles of beer, handing one to Mitch, who twisted the cap off and took a drink.

			Sam took a long drink of his beer, then went back to the stove and stirred the chili.

			“Do you have any idea who would want to kill Radford?” Mitch asked.

			“I’ve been thinking about that all day. I really don’t know much about him, only how he treated Millie while they were married.” He took another drink of his beer.

			“We all know how he treated her.”

			With the chili now heated, Sam filled two bowls and joined Mitch at the table, and they dug in. “You saw the avalanche, right?” Sam asked.

			“Yes, I was with Drew.”

			“So how the hell did Radford get caught in it? Ski patrol was supposed to have cleared the area.” Sam guzzled the rest of his beer and went back to the refrigerator. “Do you want another?”

			“No. I’ve got duty in the morning.”

			“Well, I don’t.” He got another beer and came back to the table, opening it, and took another big drink.

			“Radford must have slipped by the ski patrol somehow,” Mitch said.

			“But, why? What was he doing there?” Sam couldn’t eat any more and took his bowl to the sink. 

			“You barely touched your food. Have you eaten anything since you left the office?”

			“I don’t have much of an appetite after what happened. Let’s go back to the living room.”

			Mitch followed him in, both sitting where they had been earlier.

			“Tell me more about the avalanche,” Sam said, taking another drink of beer.

			“There’s not much more to tell. The mitigation started and the snow flowed down the mountain. That’s when Drew and I saw a skier come out from the trees. It looked like he was trying to outrun the snow, but he suddenly went down, and it overtook him.”

			“He went down before the snow reached him?”

			“Yes.”

			“Did you hear a gunshot?”

			“The only sound was the avalanche. You think he was shot while he was skiing?” Mitch asked.

			“It’s a possibility,” Sam said.

			“That would have been a hell of a shot.”

			Sam nodded in agreement. “Have you seen Millie since it happened?”

			“No. I’ve not been by the coffee shop. I can’t imagine her going back to work yet.”

			Sam pursed his lips and looked down at the floor.

			“Not that she’s heartbroken over his death,” Mitch said, trying to reassure Sam.

			“It’s okay. Me breaking up with her threw them closer again. Could you check on her? I want to make sure she’s okay.” Sam asked.

			“Sure. I can do that.” Mitch looked at his watch. “I should go. I have to get up early in the morning.” He stood, as did Sam, who stumbled a little as they walked to the kitchen door. “Eat something to soak up all the alcohol you’ve drank.”

			“Yes, Deputy Hunter.” Sam laughed.

			Mitch left, and Sam stumbled back to the couch.

			* * * *

			Before going home, Mitch decided to stop by Millie’s house to fulfill the promise to his friend. He parked his truck in front. The outside light was on when he stepped upon the porch and knocked on the door.

			Millie answered the door. “Mitch, hello. Is something wrong?”

			“No, nothing wrong. After what happened on Saturday, I want to make sure you’re doing okay.”

			“Sam put you up to this, didn’t he?” she asked.

			“Yes,” he nodded. “He’s worried about you, and figured you wouldn’t want to see him.”

			“You can tell him I’m fine.”

			“Did you know he was suspended today because he’s a suspect in Radford’s murder?” Mitch thought he saw a bit of shock flash over her face. 

			“Come in.” She stepped back to let him by. “Would you like some coffee?”

			“I better not. I have to get up early for work tomorrow.”

			Millie closed the door behind him. “I have decaf.”

			“In that case, I could use a cup,” he said.

			They went to the kitchen. Mitch sat at the table while Millie made his coffee in a single-cup coffeemaker. When the machine was finished, she carried the coffee over and joined him.

			He took a sip. “This is good. Thanks.”

			“Do they really think Sam had something to do with Todd’s death?” she asked.

			“It’s all circumstantial right now.” When Millie turned her head, Mitch noticed the fading bruise on her jaw.

			“Isn’t there something you guys can do?”

			“Since Sam’s involved, we’re not allowed to investigate it,” Mitch said.

			“It’s my fault.” Millie stared down at the table.

			“What is?”

			She looked back up. “I told the CBI agent about the argument that Sam and I had at the gas station. He got so mad after he saw the bruise on my face.”

			“Did Radford do that?” Mitch asked, slightly pointing to her face.

			She touched her jaw. “Yes. You know how Sam’s temper can be. He just lost it when he saw the bruise.”

			“He came to the department and got a rifle Saturday morning. He said he was taking it to get it repaired, but there was nothing wrong with it. I shot it the day before.”

			“So, you think he did it?” she asked.

			“He told me he didn’t, and I believe him,” Mitch said.

			Millie started crying, wiping her eyes with a napkin from the table.

			“Can I ask you some questions?”

			She looked up. “Go ahead.”

			“Did Todd have any enemies? Anyone who would do this to him?” Mitch asked.

			“I’m not sure. He said he was negotiating a cattle sale that wasn’t going well, and the people he was boarding horses for decided to move them elsewhere. I think he was involved in a deal breeding some horses too.”

			”Did he think all of that was related, or a coincidence?”

			“He didn’t say.”

			“Do you know who the cattle deal was with?” he asked.

			“I have no idea. After Sam and I broke up, everyone thought Todd and I got together, but we didn’t. We only had an occasional dinner. He rarely talked about his business deals with me.”

			“Do you know why he was in the avalanche zone on Saturday?”

			“He was a Black Diamond Skier and a daredevil. That’s a dangerous combination. He told me he always wanted to out-ski an avalanche,” Millie said. “I knew he was there. I should have reported him.”

			“You were watching?”

			“Yes. I was on the deck at the resort.”

			“I’m sorry you had to see it happen,” Mitch said. “I was watching from the bottom.”

			She took a deep breath and let it out. “How’s Sam doing, really doing?”

			“He’s been better. When I left his house earlier, he was on the verge of being drunk.”

			“That’s not like Sam,” she said. “Todd’s funeral is tomorrow morning.”

			“I should go so you can get some rest.” Mitch got up. “Thanks for the coffee.”

			“You didn’t drink any of it,” she said.

			Mitch laughed. “I feel like I should pay you for it.”

			“You know you don’t.” Millie walked him to the door. “Todd’s parents have flown in. They’re staying at his ranch, and said they wanted to talk to me after the service tomorrow. They never liked me very much. Before we were married, they told him he could do better. I’m not looking forward to seeing them.”

			“You’re a strong person, Millie. You can handle them,” Mitch said.

			“Brenda said she’d go with me.”

			“Good. If you need anything, call me. Okay?”

			“I will. Thanks, Mitch.”

			He left.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Sam had the headache of all headaches the next morning. He rummaged through the medicine cabinet, then the bathroom closet, looking for aspirin, but finding none. Before Sam left to meet someone in Livingston, he finally found the bottle in the kitchen cabinet. He took two and decided to take the bottle with him. He stuffed it in his pocket and got a bottle of water from the refrigerator. Picking up his keys, he stepped out the door. The sunlight immediately hit him. He closed his eyes as the headache got worse, as each ray seeped through his eyelids. Squinting, he made his way to the garage.

			Getting into his truck, he searched for his sunglasses. They weren’t on the dash, seat, above the visor, or in the glove compartment. He got out to look in the backseat, where he found them in a baseball cap on the floor. Back in the front seat, he pushed the button to open the garage door and drove out. The sunglasses and cap were of little help. He still had a headache to beat all headaches. Why did I drink so much last night?

			He turned on the radio, but the music made his headache worse, and the news was full of stories about Radford’s death, which he didn’t want to listen to. So, silence it was.  He was almost to Livingston when his phone rang. He pushed the button on the steering wheel to answer. “Hello.”

			“Sam Winslow?”

			“Yes. Who’s this?”

			“Agent McBride. I wanted to set up a time to question you about Radford’s death. Can you come to the Town Marshal’s office at noon today?”

			“I’m out of town right now and won’t be back until later this afternoon,” Sam said.

			“In that case, how about three o’clock?”

			Sam let out a breath of frustration. “That’s fine.”

			“Winslow, bring your attorney with you,” McBride said.

			Sam didn’t even respond, just disconnected the call. He drove into Livingston and parked on the street next to the café. Once inside, he saw the person he was meeting already at a booth in the back. He walked over and sat down across the table.

			“Hi, Tom,” Sam said.

			“Sam. What’s with the sunglasses? Take them off.”

			He removed the glasses, revealing his puffy, bloodshot eyes.

			“You look like hell,” Tom said. “What happened to you?”

			A waitress approached, carrying a coffeepot. “Would you like some coffee?” she asked Sam.

			“I absolutely would. Could you also bring me a glass of ice water?” Sam asked.

			“Sure.” She turned the cup over that was in front of him and filled it. “I’ll get your water right out.” Before walking away, she refilled Tom’s cup, also.

			Sam nodded his thanks to her and took a drink of coffee. “To answer your question, I’m a suspect in a murder in Coyote Canyon, and because of that, I’ve been suspended
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