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  Chapter 1

Friday, September 20, 1985

Glenmere, Saskatchewan

Officer Randy Doyle stepped carefully onto the slippery sidewalk leading up to the 1940s two-bedroom, two-story home, relieved to be home again. He shared the house with his new wife, Samantha, and their German Shepherd-cross, T-bone. The home was situated a few blocks from his in-laws, George and Beatrice Petersen. Rushing eagerly into the kitchen, Samantha and T-bone greeted Randy as he walked in. 
“T-bone, get down!” Samantha giggled, kissing Randy firmly and turning away toward the refrigerator. “One of these days, I will beat him to the door when you come home.”
“I doubt it. The dog can hear me before you can.”
She popped her head out from behind the open door of the fridge. “Are you hungry? I am making breakfast.”
“No, just tired. The night shift was long and filled with paperwork,” Randy said, hanging up his police uniform jacket and unbuckling his utility belt. “It is freezing and damp outside. The weather is miserable. It will be snowing by lunchtime.”
“That doesn’t sound very good. My parents are going to Saskatoon this morning to talk with their accountant. Mom phoned to tell me that my niece, Amy, might need a ride home from work tonight if they don’t return. She doesn’t want her to walk home in this weather.”
“I’m sure they will be back to town before she’s done her shift at the Family Grocers, but I can swing by the store during my night shift if she needs a ride home. There’s no need for you to go outside in this weather,” Randy said. “I’m heading to the shower and then into the darkroom for some sleep.” The tiny home had two bedrooms on the second floor. One room was the main bedroom; the other served as a blackout room to accommodate Randy’s shift work schedule, allowing him undisturbed sleep with total darkness at any time.
“Long shift? Were you busy fighting crime last night?”
Randy hesitated, knowing that Samantha didn’t like him working on dangerous cases. “I told you that I’m not assigned to any big cases. I am overrun with paperwork, rescuing cats in trees and helping old ladies to cross the street.” He nudged her jokingly. “The only exciting thing I did today was file some parking violations and stop a few people for ignoring the four-way stop. Nothing serious.”
Samantha smiled, “I would rather you spent time doing that than work in the city where bad guys shoot at the police. It was scary to think that you were almost in a drive-by shooting this summer. Good thing you weren’t in any danger.” Randy wrapped his arms around her, hugging her close. If only she knew how much he craved the excitement of real crime investigations by big-city police units.
His focus drew him back to the August events that had given him a taste of real police work. Randy felt his heartbeat quickening with an adrenaline rush, remembering that day a month earlier, when he’d accompanied Officer Gerard to question a notorious gambler charged with murder who had just made bail.
“I think the address is the yellow-brick apartment building up the block on the left. Watch for it. I hate the congestion of busy cities,” Officer Gerard complained, craning his neck and looking for a suitable parking spot. “The Saskatoon police think that our guy, Bobby, is part of their ongoing investigation into some big-shot money laundering scheme. We are here only as a courtesy to listen to the Saskatoon detectives ask him some questions. I guess no one expected him to make bail at his hearing today. Otherwise, we would be meeting everyone at the jailhouse. Afterwards, we will come back to the deli we passed on the last block for a sandwich before we leave the city for home. The aroma of smoked meats is still making my stomach rumble.”
Officer Randy Doyle spotted the guy they knew as Bobby. He was dressed in a rumpled brown suit, fitting his short and skinny frame, casually leaning against the metal railings at the top of the cement stairs and smoking a cigarette. Two smartly dressed detectives in dark suits were talking to him. One detective was advancing up the steps. Randy squinted, not recognizing the detectives from the Saskatoon Police force. “Yeah, I see them. I don’t see any parking yet. This area has too many apartment buildings with only one parking spot per unit. I’ll be surprised if you find a spot on this block. I hope they don’t start questioning our suspect before we find parking.”
Officer Gerard suddenly slammed on his brakes, jerking Randy against his seatbelt and locking him into position. Randy turned and looked through the windshield. The brake lights of a red pickup truck flashed on and off, coming to a near stop. A flashy yellow car cut in front of it in the middle of the intersection. “That was a bit aggressive. That guy is lucky we are here to follow up on an important case, or we’d pull him over,” Gerard mumbled, continuing to scan for a parking spot. “That is, if we had jurisdiction. I’m not willing to stretch my neck out for traffic violation stops on behalf of the Saskatoon Police Force.”
The brake lights of the red truck flashed again as the yellow car ahead slowed. Gerard unrolled his window, leaning to see around the truck more easily. A quick succession of shots echoed off the buildings as the detectives scrambled over the steps of the apartment building. The impacting bullets caused the shattered glass doors to rain broken shards down on top of one of the Saskatoon detectives and Bobby as weapons fire propelled them backwards. Without hesitation, Officer Gerard flipped the switch to the lights and siren of the Glenmere police cruiser, yelling, “It’s a drive-by shooting! Doyle, radio City Police for backup! Tell them we are in pursuit!”
The 1982 Plymouth Gran Fury police cruiser lurched forward with sudden acceleration and braking, alternatingly pushing Randy into the headrest and against his restraining seatbelt. Grabbing the radio and pressing the talk button to call out to dispatch, Randy tried to brace himself against the jerking motion of the vehicle, yelling into the handpiece, “Shots fired! Shots fired! Officers and civilians are down at an apartment building near Avenue T South. Send ambulances immediately. Glenmere Unit 879 in pursuit of a shooter driving a yellow, um, Chrysler… headed East on Twenty-Second Street. Send all units to intercept!”
“It’s an early 1970s Chrysler Imperial LeBaron. Tell them the plate! The plate!” Officer Gerard yelled, instructing Randy while he weaved in and around vehicles in pursuit of the shooter.
His heart pounding in his chest, echoing in his ears, Randy focused on relaying the vehicle’s make and model, “Plate number Bravo-Alpha-Victor.” He craned his neck, trying to see the plate around the traffic that kept getting in the way. “Three-five-six. Do you copy? Over.”
“Yes, I copy. Sending all units now and running the plate,” the female dispatcher's voice over the radio confirmed. “Stand by.”
Officer Gerard swerved his police cruiser around a small blue Pontiac crossing through the intersection across the police cruiser’s path, screaming, “Get the hell out of the way! Lights and sirens, you fucking moron!”
The radio came to life with rapid instructions addressing all police units, “Attention all units, all units! Glenmere Police Officers are pursuing a stolen, yellow 1973 Chrysler Imperial LeBaron, license plate Bravo-Alpha-Victor-Three-Five-Six. The driver is involved in the shooting of police officers and is presumed armed and dangerous, heading east on Twenty-Second Street towards Idylwyld Drive. The number of passengers is unknown. Over.”
“Copy. Unit 936 en route. Over.”
“Copy. Unit 721. Over.”
“Unit 144 as well. Over.”
Traffic was starting to become difficult to navigate as they drew closer to Idylwyld Drive. “What’s going on here?” Randy anxiously wondered, pulling the radio mic towards his mouth and pressing the button. “Glenmere Unit 879. Traffic is starting to slow down on Twenty-Second Street. It’s going to block us!”
“It doesn’t matter,” Gerard said. “If it slows us down, it will slow that guy down, too. Keep your eyes on the yellow Chrysler.”
Releasing the radio talk button, Randy responded, “I see him! He’s two cars ahead in the middle lane. I hope he doesn’t turn off.”
The radio crackled continuously as other units tried to get into position to block the Chrysler from various streets and avenues, thereby narrowing the escape routes. “Unit 879, are you still in pursuit? What is your position? Over,” a male voice asked over the radio’s emergency channel.
Randy pulled the microphone back to his mouth, pressing the button, “We’re still in pursuit. We are on Twenty-Second Street, headed east, about three blocks west of Avenue F. Traffic is slowing us down. I have eyes on the target.”
“Unit 879 units are setting up roadblocks and redirecting traffic away from your upcoming intersection; however, reports indicate that a southbound train is headed towards the Twenty-Second Street crossing. Watch for tactical maneuvers. We are going to try to secure the vehicle into a box. Over.”
“Copy that.” Randy frowned, wondering which tactical maneuver to make while hooking the microphone back onto its holder and looking through the window where he last tracked the yellow LeBaron. “Shit! I lost sight of him!”
“I got it! He changed lanes ahead of the white Ford truck. Watch for him to sneak out through the lights at the next intersection!”
The flashing lights of two police cruisers, blocking the right and left lanes, with officers directing traffic, drew Randy’s attention. The open middle lane created the illusion of an escape route for the driver of the LeBaron, with hopes that he would take the chance.
Gerard slowly moved into the middle lane, preparing for the chase. The LeBaron tires squealed as it swerved out from in front of the white truck across the intersection between the parked cruisers. Blue smoke momentarily obscured Randy’s view. “We got you!” Officer Gerard grinned, pressing the gas pedal hard, throwing Randy back into the seat. “Get ready. This could get messy fast! The railway crossing lights are starting to blink. The train is coming! Unbuckle your belt to bail if it looks like it will be too close.”
Randy hesitated, questioning if he should unbuckle his belt, but decided to risk it. His eyes were glued to the rear end of the LeBaron, watching it release blue smoke as it accelerated, crossing to the other side of the tracks under the boom barrier and dropping down to stop traffic from proceeding. The arm of the boom grazed the top of the LeBaron, ringing and shaking with the impact. Leaning forward, placing both hands on the dashboard, Randy craned his neck to the left, watching for the oncoming train. It was speeding towards the intersection with blasts from its whistle mixing with the clanking of the train crossing signal. “There it is! The barrier is down. We aren’t going to make it!”
“The bastard is not getting away with this!” Gerard yelled over the long, frantic blasts of the train whistle, gripping the steering wheel tighter. He leaned forward and intently focused on the yellow car on the other side of the tracks. “I’m crashing through the barrier!”
Randy gripped the door handle, bracing himself. The big Plymouth crashed through the first barrier, smashing the lower half of the windshield and bouncing over the roof. Randy squeezed his eyes shut as time moved at an impossibly slow pace, feeling the sensation of the police car catching a rough, jarring bump when its tires hit the rise of the tracks. Randy felt his body rise weightlessly from the seat. The sound of squealing train wheels shrieking in his ears mixed with the sound of his rapid heartbeat. Opening one eye, he watched the police cruiser's grill ram through the second barrier. Time fast-forwarded again as the police car landed with another jarring bang, hitting the pavement on the other side of the barrier and propelling Randy toward the dashboard before the car’s sudden upward momentum jerked him back into place. The long blast of the train whistle roared behind them.
While trying to slow the pounding drum in his chest by taking deep breaths, Randy looked through the severely cracked windshield at the yellow LeBaron. Three police cruisers were blocking all lanes at the far end of the block with officers standing behind them. Randy quickly unrolled his window to lean out for a better view, noticing that a spike belt was rolled out. “Spikes! The LeBaron is about to roll over the spike belt unless he can stop before it!”
“I see them!” Officer Gerard slowed his pursuit. “He does, too!”
The brake lights of the LeBaron lit up, and the rear tires locked into a sideways skid. With impressive skill, the driver managed to spin the car around, causing smoke to rise from the tires as he hit the accelerator, changing directions almost one hundred and eighty degrees. The smell of burning tires and exhaust smoke assaulted Randy’s nostrils. Taking a deep breath through his mouth, Randy screamed, “Gerard! He’s getting away!”
“Brace, Brace, Brace! We are going to hit!” Gerard yelled, steering his cruiser head-on into the yellow LeBaron. Anticipating the collision, Randy fumbled with the seatbelt but managed to click it into place. The impact of screeching metal and popping glass was ear-piercing. The seatbelt jerked Randy back against his seat, causing pain across his sternum and pushing the air out of his lungs. Gerard hit the other car almost head-on, giving Randy a face-to-face look at the driver, aiming his gun out of his unrolled window at Randy.
“Gun!” Randy yelled, unclipping his sidearm and pulling it out of his holster. Unbuckling his seatbelt with his other hand, Randy reached across his body to quickly open his door, keeping his gun aimed at the driver, who was targeting Randy with a weapon.
Saskatoon Police officers surrounded the vehicles, drawing their weapons. Randy’s ears, ringing from the sudden impact, registered muffled shouting. “Drop your weapon! Drop it. We have you surrounded. Drop your weapon on the ground! Put both hands out the window!”
Trying to take a deep breath, Randy focused on maintaining eye contact with the driver and holding his steadily aimed firearm, but pain in his chest only allowed for quick, shallow breaths. Time stood still. Randy’s vision started to blur. Finally, the man dropped his gun, putting his hands out of the window.
“Open the door from the outside and slowly step out of the vehicle,” an armed officer instructed. Randy struggled to keep his gun trained on the assailant as the driver moved slowly. “Face down on the ground! Arms above your head.”
Unmoving, Randy kept his gun pointed at the driver until the man was fully restrained in cuffs by several City Police officers. He released a shaky breath he didn’t know he was holding and slowly re-holstered his weapon. He became vaguely aware that Officer Gerard was now standing beside him.
“Good work, rookie,” Officer Gerard praised, patting Randy on the shoulder. “Let’s find out who this guy is and determine if he has anything to do with our case, then we will get some takeout from the deli while we file our paperwork. I’m glad you did not have to fire any bullets. That’s paperwork I never want to show you how to do if I can help it.” Gerard slapped Randy on the back.
Randy smiled, his body starting to feel the abuse of the seatbelt as the feelings of excitement and adrenaline began to leave his system. “This is why I became a police officer,” Randy responded, smirking.
“... Hey, did you hear me?” Samantha brought Randy back to the present, patting him on the back.
“What? I’m sorry. I’m exhausted. What did you ask me?”
“I said, I’m glad we came back to my hometown of Glenmere, where things are peaceful and safe.”
Randy held Samantha by her shoulders, looking down into her blue eyes. “I told you, crime happens everywhere, even here. The public doesn’t see what all goes on around them.”
“That’s a bit scary, don’t you think?” she pouted, casting her eyes downward.
“You have T-bone to guard you when I am not here. When I’m here, you have your police protection,” Randy smirked, pushing Samantha’s brown hair back away from her face. “You don’t need it because nothing ever happens in this pint-sized town.”
“That’s not funny.” She walked out of his reach. “Go have your shower.”
Randy shrugged. He didn’t know what else to say. She knew he was training to be a police officer when they met at a club in Regina. What did she think their life would be like if they got married? I only put Glenmere as one of my options on my posting request so that she could be near family if I were working long hours, Randy thought, pulling a fresh towel out from under the bathroom sink.






  
  Chapter 2

Sitting in history class, Amy could see large flakes of snow starting to float down towards the dry ground. An early snowfall gave the residents of the small Saskatchewan town of Glenmere a glimpse of winter. Snowfalls in September usually don’t stay around for more than a few days, but sometimes a snowstorm could be so fierce that it threatens to be the beginning of an early and relentless winter. Amy hoped that it was just a few flurries that would temporarily interrupt the cool autumn days. She was planning a warm evening in front of the television, drinking a mug of hot chocolate and enjoying a plate of Granny’s fresh cookies, when she remembered that she had promised to work as another cashier at the Family Grocers after school. She had to walk directly to work from the high school when classes were let out to make it in time for her shift. Hopefully, Amy’s friend Sarah was also working tonight, and they could walk to work together. 
Amy met up with Sarah at their lockers after the final bell rang. “Do you work tonight?” Amy asked.
“Yes, I am covering for Anna. I don’t know why she needed it off, but she traded me for Sunday. I think she’s getting the better deal out of it. I’m losing pay working the shorter shift. What about you?”
“I’m working for Brenda tonight at the store. She is going to a family wedding out of town this weekend. Imagine getting married in this weather!” Amy shrugged.
“I think Anna said she had a family emergency,” Sarah replied.
“Funny, I don’t remember her sister, Leah, mentioning that she had a family emergency when I worked with her yesterday at Frankie’s Diner,” Amy frowned, trying to remember the conversation she had with Anna’s sister. Amy had picked up another casual shift last night at the diner as the dishwasher. She talked to Leah in the kitchen about the staff shortage while they worked together, tackling the mountain of dishes from the lunch and supper rush. Amy never turned down the owner, Frank, when he asked her to pick up a shift because she benefited from a free meal at the diner whenever she wanted one.
“It’s snowing and blowing. My hair is going to look like crap when we get to work. Is your grandpa picking you up today?” Sarah asked hopefully. “Maybe we could swing by the Circle K and grab a slushie before going to work? Everyone had slushie drinks this morning, and I have been craving one all day.”
“No, I wish we could get one,” Amy said, rolling her eyes. She closed the door on her locker, turning the lock. “I am walking because Grandpa drove Granny to Saskatoon to meet with their accountant. They’ll return to pick me up after work tonight.”
“What about your uncle? Could he give us a ride?”
“Uh, no,” Amy said. She was barely familiar with her uncle, and she didn’t want to draw more attention to herself than she had last month. No, Amy didn’t want to feed the town gossip if she was seen riding around in her Uncle Randy’s police cruiser again. She shuddered at the thought of being connected to another police investigation. No, thank you, not today, not ever again, she vowed.
“Oh. My mom will pick me up tonight after work. Do you need a ride?”
“No thanks. My grandparents will be picking me up.”
“I guess I’m going to change into my high tops in case the snow gets too deep.” Sarah frowned, pulling her new L.A Gear high-top sneakers with pink and green laces out of her locker. “Do you think I have time to switch in my sparkly laces?” She held the shoes up, framing her face.
Amy laughed, looking at her wristwatch. “No, we don’t. You don’t want to be late for work. You are still a new employee; Dan can fire you just for being late too often.”
Wet snowflakes swirled around their heads as the two teenage girls walked briskly to work, trying to keep their hands warm in the small pockets of their thin jackets. “My socks are getting wet! The snow is getting in my shoes!” Amy complained. “If we walk a little faster, you will have time to fix your hair when we get there.” Amy was thankful that her colourful scrunchie was holding her frizzy, brown hair into a high ponytail, as usual. Her hairdo would withstand this weather quite easily.
“Is it just me, or is the sky getting darker?” Sarah wondered, shielding herself from the swirling bluster of wind and snow.
Amy and Sarah rushed through the front doors of the Family Grocers, shaking the wet snow from their jackets and stomping their feet on the large mat in the entranceway. Dropping their backpacks on the benches in the staff room, they hung their wet jackets on the pegs. Both girls reluctantly changed into their frumpy blue uniform pants, checkered blue blouses and matching vests to start their shifts.
Amy left the smoky staff room to stand at her position on register one. She started ringing in customers’ groceries while watching people race through the front doors to escape the storm. The skies continued to darken prematurely before sunset. Amy shivered, attributing her chills to her still-damp feet and the icy wind coming in with each opening and closing of the front doors. She looked towards the other cashiers and wondered why Sarah was on register three, as she was covering for Anna Labrash, the cashier who usually worked register one, closest to the doors. Usually, Amy worked on register three, where the owner mounted the wall phone. The drawback of working in that position was having to answer the phone during the shift.
The front end of the store was quieting down—the casual shoppers who had been trying to warm up inside found somewhere else to be. Amy thought people might have gone home to snuggle up in blankets in front of the television. The phone rang on the wall near register three, alerting Sarah to answer it. Gloria, the cashier on the second register, slid her closed sign onto her turntable. “I’m taking a smoke break!” She called, pulling her purse from under the counter and heading towards the staff room.
Amy sighed, resting her hip against the counter. The hair on her neck stood up when a group of teenage boys boisterously strolled through the doors on their way to the snack aisle. She recognized one of the boys as Liam, Anna Labrash’s boyfriend.
Sarah appeared next to Amy, giving her a jolt when she spoke. “Your grandpa just phoned to say that they won’t make it back to pick you up from work tonight, but hope to make it home later. Like, maybe midnight. The roads are slick with freezing rain and snow. I guess it will be a slow drive. You are supposed to call your uncle Randy for a ride.” Sarah looked towards the cereal aisle and said, “I’ll be right back! I think I saw Anna. I want to talk to her.”
Amy remained at her register, ringing up the occasional customer. Eventually, Gloria emerged from the staffroom. She instructed Amy, “Go to the back room and get the mop. The floor is gross. It’s mucky by the front door and around the registers.”
Amy slid the "Closed" sign onto her turntable, walking towards the door that led to the back room. In front of the produce counter along the back wall, Amy could hear Sarah arguing with Anna about their shift changes.
“What are you even thinking? You told me it was really important!” Sarah shoved Anna into the produce cooler, grunting with exertion.
“It is! I’m not lying! I need your help or I wouldn’t have asked for it. I’m in a lot of trouble and don’t know what to do!” Anna complained, pleading her case. “I just need to talk to him and then I’m out of here.”
Amy rolled her eyes, pushing the swinging door into the back room to avoid getting sucked into the heat of the argument. The last thing she wanted was to find trouble for herself. She had had enough of that last summer with her involvement in Glenmere’s big criminal investigation and being the main topic in the town’s gossip mill. Shaking her head back to the present, Amy noticed that the back door was partially open, allowing the snow to sneak in. She opened the door wider to see if someone was outside putting something in the dumpster. The wind bit at her cheeks, and all she saw was darkness. Someone turned off the outside light. She flicked the light switch on and off, but nothing happened. “The bulb must be burnt out,” she mused. Seeing no one out there, Amy slammed the door shut. It bounced back open, making her push against it a second time. Locating the mop and yellow bucket on wheels, she used it to wipe up the water by the back door before heading to the front to clean the floors.
There weren’t many customers after 7:30 p.m. because the snowstorm was still raging, leaving the stockboys battling to maintain the parking lot with shovels with little effect. Gloria, the more senior cashier, said, “When you finish mopping around the front area, you can work on straightening up the product on the shelves in aisle one. I will tell Sarah to start on the opposite side of the store.”
“Ugh, the first aisle with the pickle jars is the worst,” Amy mumbled. “The last time I faced that aisle, I broke two jars.” Amy worked slowly and carefully in the first aisle, carefully removing the jars from the back of the shelving to the front. When she finished that aisle, she checked her watch, surprised to find that it was almost closing time.
At the front of the store, Gloria was standing idly at register two. Looking up at Amy, she said, “If you will man your register, then I will take my till to start my cash up.”
Amy looked around the front of the store and down the first three aisles. “What about Sarah? Where is she?” Amy asked, realizing she hadn’t had the chance to talk to her since she saw her fighting in the produce aisle with Anna about switching shifts.
“She just came up to the front. I sent her to the office to start her cash up. I’m going to help her tonight so that she doesn’t take all night trying to figure it out,” Gloria stated. “I don’t think I want to wait around for her tonight. I might do it for her. The roads are going to be bad. Are you okay with me leaving as soon as I’m done?”
“Go ahead. I’m good.”
Amy watched the clock slowly tick out the last few minutes until the store closed. At nine o’clock, she left her position on register one, walking along the front of each aisle to check for lingering last-minute customers. At the other end of the aisle, she could see Greg, one of the stockboys, keeping pace with her and doing the same thing. When they both reached the last aisle, Amy called, “Anyone else in the store?”
“No one here! Lock the front doors. All of the boys are leaving out the back door to catch a ride together so that it will be just the girls up front,” Greg called from the back of the store, running his hands through his green Kool-Aid coloured hair.
Amy walked over to the main front doors, looking at the blowing snow through the window. She turned the lock on each door to keep customers from sneaking in after closing. Pulling the drawer out of the register, Amy carried it upstairs to the office to start the reconciliation and ready her deposit. Amy was surprised to see that the office was empty. She was sure that Gloria and Sarah would still be here working on their deposits because she didn’t see either of them leave. Amy shrugged, fighting back her feelings of abandonment, and began counting the cash in her drawer. She shook her head, reminding herself that she had to let go of those negative feelings and past trauma, like her therapist told her. “Get it together! The sooner you get this done, the sooner you can change into pajamas,” Amy encouraged herself, pushing herself to focus on the present.
Finishing her cash out, Amy walked downstairs towards the staffroom, surprised that someone had already turned most of the lights off. The store was eerily dark and quiet. Her shoes squeaked on the floor as she walked. She fumbled to turn the lights back on in the staff room before retrieving her jacket and backpack. Finding her belongings slightly damp from the walk to work, Amy remembered that her grandpa would not be picking her up to drive her home tonight. Amy unhooked the front door key she needed for tomorrow’s opening from the staff bulletin board and turned out the lights.
She walked to the main entrance doors, watching the snow swirl across the parking lot. Hesitating, Amy debated whether she should call Officer Randy Doyle, whom she had recently found out was her uncle, to pick her up for a ride. Amy looked around the darkened store, deciding she wouldn’t be caught dead in another police cruiser. She didn’t want to draw unnecessary attention to herself again. Committed to walking home, Amy flipped the lock and stepped into the cold. She pulled the heavy door shut, inserted the key and engaged the deadbolt. Amy walked home, slipping the key into her pocket and trying to duck her head against the howling wind.






  
  Chapter 3

Saturday, September 21, 1985

Amy yawned as she prepared the store for opening. It was early Saturday morning at the Family Grocers; her body was tired from working last night’s close shift for Brenda. Amy began to feel that trading the Friday shift wasn’t getting her the best deal; maybe being this tired wasn’t worth it. Longing for her warm bed, Amy shuffled her feet, pushing the mop bucket with her as she tracked water on the floor from the front area to the freezer aisle. Discovering a leaking freezer, Amy glided her hand across the cold water running down the front of the glass doors. Someone had left the door to the third freezer slightly ajar, frosting up the inside of the glass. Grabbing the handle to open the freezer door and seeing what was interfering, Amy blinked a few times before her brain registered the frosty hand sticking out from under the frozen bags of peas. Amy’s jaw dropped open, releasing a gut-wrenching scream from somewhere deep within. 
Suddenly, two large hands grasped her by her upper arms, pulling her away from the freezer door and turning her away from the scene before her. “Amy! Stop screaming! What is wrong?”
Amy closed her mouth, unmoving from her place, before looking up at the tall stock boy holding both of her arms. “S-Shane,” Amy stuttered. “I-I-I am alright. Go call the police station immediately! Someone has put a dead body in the freezer!”
Shane’s eyes widened behind his thick glasses and moved slowly up and over Amy’s head at the scene behind her. “Holy shit! I will be right back. Don’t go anywhere!” he growled, pushing his wire-rimmed glasses up and turning away. He inhaled deeply, walking purposefully towards the front of the store to use the phone next to the registers.
Amy’s legs buckled beneath her as she sank to the floor. She doubted she could go anywhere, even if she wanted to; her legs felt like heavy lead weights. Her eyes stayed fixed on the hand with dark pink nail polish holding the freezer door slightly ajar. Amy did not know if she was brave enough to look at the person, obscured by condensation, but morbid curiosity drove her. She mechanically crawled across the aisle, as if pulled by a wire, towards the dead body. Her brain barely registered the wetness of her blue uniform pants as they dragged through the water, her knees scraping against the cold floor. Amy slowly placed her hand on the door panel, holding her breath. She jolted back to awareness suddenly when she kneed the freezer’s kickplate, feeling a sharp prick. Looking down, Amy found a gold earring stuck to her right knee. She gingerly pulled it out, placing it in the small pocket of her uniform vest, with fleeting thoughts of depositing it later into the lost and found.
Amy slowly opened the freezer door, her eyes travelling from the pink-nailed fingertips up the arm of the body and over to the victim’s face. Someone had carefully buried the girl’s body up to her chest in bags of frozen vegetables. Whoever put her there had spent a lot of time packing frozen goods around the body. Somehow, Amy’s hands reached out to gently cradle the girl’s chin and lift her face upwards. Amy gasped, snatching her hands away. Anna! What are you even doing here? Sarah worked last night’s close shift for you, she thought.
Amy reached up to the freezer door’s handle, using it to pull herself up off the floor. She gently moved Anna’s hand out of the way, setting it inside the freezer so that she could close the door, almost as if she was tucking her in for bed.
Standing two feet away from the freezer, Amy shivered, staring at the frosty glass and waiting for Shane to come rushing around the corner into the aisle. “The police will be here shortly. Stay clear of the freezer so you don’t disturb anything while we wait for them.”
Looking down at her hands, Amy realized she had just touched the freezer door and the body. “Uh-oh! Too late. I just closed the freezer door.”
Shane frowned, “Why would you do that?”
“I don’t know! This is kind of, like, my first dead body!”
“I am going to go stand by the front doors to watch for the police,” he paused, watching Amy nervously twirl her hair with her fingers. “You should probably come stand by the front doors, too. The rest of the staff will be wandering into work soon. We should probably keep the customers out. I’m sure old man Brookes will show up and want to roam around the store, complaining about the cost of groceries. Today is not a good day to entertain him.”
Amy numbly followed Shane to the glass doors of the main entrance. As fellow employees walked up to the doors, Shane let them in, telling them to stay near the front of the store while waiting for the police. Amy ignored all of the questions being asked around her, trying to remember every detail of the night before. Still, she could not erase the vision of Anna lying in the freezer under frozen vegetables. Shifting her tired body, Amy leaned against a glass window. She closed her eyes, allowing her weight to pull her down to a cold spot on the floor.
Replaying this morning’s events in her mind like a horror movie, Amy felt like she was stuck in a continuous, terrifying loop that she didn’t want to watch or star in as a main character. How did she get herself mixed up in another murder investigation? Amy hoped to give her statement soon so she could put everything behind her and return to her warm bed. She was still exhausted from working the late shift last night.
What could she do to help? She shook her head, desperately trying to focus, when she realized that Dan, the store manager, had just arrived. His usual ruddy complexion turned white when he was told why the staff were gathered around the front doors, waiting for the police to arrive. Someone said something to him that made him turn and look at Amy. She looked away, avoiding the accusing look in his eyes. Amy suspected the gossip would travel among the employees and be all over town within a few hours. She shuddered, remembering how hurtful words had stung her during her last time in the spotlight.
It didn’t take long before the parking lot was lit up, red and blue flashing lights bouncing off the icy snow from yesterday’s storm. Officer Gerard and several uniformed police officers pushed through the front doors, followed by young Officer Randy Doyle. Shane, the tall, skinny stock boy with glasses, led the officers and Dan to the freezer aisle where the body was discovered.
After several minutes, Dan returned to the front where the staff were silently waiting, “Anyone who did not work yesterday or was not here before eight o’clock this morning can go home for today, but give your names to the police. The store will be closed today and tomorrow to allow for the investigation. Everyone else needs to stick around until you talk to one of the police officers. Remember, we don’t need rumours flying around town before the authorities notify the family. Maybe don’t talk about it. If you know anything, even if you think it could be nothing, please tell the police.” A blast of frosty air floated around Amy, sending shivers up her arms, as a few staff members happily exited through the main doors, noise in the foyer increasing with whispers and giggles. “The rest of you, sit in the staff room until one of the officers dismisses you. Someone needs to make a pot of coffee. I’m going to call in the staff from last night,” Dan said, loosening his blue plaid tie and unbuttoning the top button of his blue uniform dress shirt.
Amy entered the staff room to claim a spot on the bench against the wall. Someone tried to hand her a mug of hot coffee, but she shook her head in disgust at the black liquid. Smoke began filling the small room as a few staff members lit up cigarettes while they discussed meeting up at Frankie’s Diner for breakfast. One by one, as staff members were individually called out to speak with the police and dismissed, the chatter in the room died down, leaving only Amy and Shane in the lingering smoke of the staff room.
Shane broke their awkward silence. “I’m sure I’m next. I wasn’t here last night. There is not much for me to tell them besides what happened after I heard you screaming. I found you with a dead body and then called the police.”
“I didn’t kill her and stuff her in the freezer if that’s what you are thinking,” Amy frowned, glaring at him. “I will be the last one the police will call to be questioned. My granny makes meals for the police in this town all the time. One of them will give me a ride home, hoping to score a home-cooked breakfast. It will most likely be Officer Gerard or Uncle Randy. I’m sure I have nothing to worry about.” Amy sat silently, thinking about the trouble that surrounded her last month when she first got to know the town’s police officers. Once struggling to make ends meet and hoping for an inheritance, Amy now lived with her newfound grandparents in a dream world of white picket fences and homemade cakes and cookies, not a care in the world until this morning. The discovery of Anna’s body ruined the icing on the cake, putting Amy right back in the middle of another investigation. Amy sighed, regretting that she’d had to work this morning.
“Are you saying that Mrs. Petersen bribes the police with food to allow you to get away with anything you want?”
“What?” Amy huffed, blowing her bangs out of her eyes. “No! That’s not what I am saying! Officer Randy Doyle is the Petersen’s son-in-law, my uncle. My granny cooks for him and the other officers when they come over because she wants to feed everyone walking through the front door. The cookie jar on the counter is always full of freshly baked cookies. What’s your favourite? She would make them if you asked.”
“Are you asking me to come over and eat cookies? I think I’ll wait and see whether or not you are a suspect in this investigation before answering that question,” Shane teased, raising his eyebrows above his glasses. Amy glared, mocking his ill-attempted humour. “Glenmere isn’t as peaceful and boring as everyone once thought. I’m sure you don’t need me to bring up what happened last summer.”
Amy sighed; she didn’t want to think about anything that happened in August. How could she get away from the gossip and live her life in peace? She focused her attention on the empty door, waiting for an officer to call her name. “I guess you will have to wait for the six o’clock news to find out, unless you are friends with Denise Schnieder, the biggest gossip in town. I’m sure she will tell everyone that I stuffed Anna in the freezer last night after my shift so that we could all have the weekend off!” She crossed her arms in front of her, looking at her shoes and noticing that her laces were untied.
Police Officer Hanson entered the staffroom, calling Shane to come out for questioning. When they left, Officer Gerard and Officer Doyle entered the staff room. Sitting across from Amy, Officer Gerard flipped to a new page in his notepad. “Amy, before I start asking you to tell us what happened during your shift yesterday, do you need a drink or anything else?” Amy shook her head no. Officer Gerard began questioning, “Start with the beginning of your shift. Try to be as detailed as possible, even if you don’t think it’s important.”
Amy tried to give as much detail as she could, but it didn’t seem like anything out of the ordinary happened last night that would lead to finding a dead body in the freezer this morning. “Gloria had gone to help Sarah cash up. I was alone at the registers. I checked the store at closing time before locking the front doors and going to do my cash up.”
“What were the other staff members doing at close-up time?” Officer Gerard questioned.
“The stock boy, Greg, checked the aisles for customers at the same time as me. I was at the front and he was at the back. He said all of the boys were leaving out the back door. When I went to the office to make up my deposit, Gloria and Sarah were already gone.”
“What time did you leave the store?” Randy asked.
“I think it was around 9:30 p.m.,” Amy stated, watching Officer Gerard scribble notes into his little notebook. “I’m not quite sure.”
“Who gave you a ride home?” Randy asked.
“No one. I walked home. I
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