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Also Available from Katrin Greene:

 


The World of Novo: Ridge Lake Series ©:

 


Twenty years previous, the City Elite call it
Fallen Stars. When scientists decided to change the year calendar
from A.D. to N.M. Novo Mutanis…. When the satellites fell, crashing
into the land, sea, volcanoes and bio-research stations, releasing
a deadly combination of toxic chemicals, diseases, and radiation
into the sky.

 


The water… all the water in the world is now
acidic. Burning to exposed skin. It has to be purified to be
usable. Life on Earth is still struggling to rise.

 


Living in the city means protection from the
acid rain. It also means high taxes, high rent, and high prices for
the most basic needs. Overcrowding and all the food has been
processed with mushrooms or soy. Walking down the street, you might
just be murdered for having food or a coat.

 


Living out in the country, though, is worse.
There is almost no law. Raiders and poachers run amok. And there is
no place safe from the killer acid storms that blow out of nowhere,
decimating or mutating life without compassion.

 


Rainbow Bloods, they are called. Whispered by
those who survived wars, starvation, terrorists, disease, and
cancer. Those who are different, mutated, are feared. Treated like
lab rats and studied. All in the name of science and medicine.

 


Raiders and terrorists abound… The World Of
Novo, Ridge Lake 13 book series starts as:

 


BETH

ROWAN

ASH


Coming to Print/EBook Soon:

 


The World of Novo: Ridge Lake Series ©
continues:

ALDER

WILLOW

HAWTHORNE

 


The ‘Being Casey’ Series ©:

 


Meet Casey. A burned-out forty-something
divorcee trying to locate her laughter, a purpose in life, and hide
the spaghetti from her mooching, adored, self-centered cat.

Casey is constantly harangued by family and
friends for buying a miniscule fixer-upper bungalow after the
near-mansion, white-picket lifestyle of her ex-husband’s
preference. Her Jeep is in constant need of repair. As is Casey’s
manicure, which she has gladly given up in order to make mail-order
herbs and homemade soaps. The best friend, Deb, has an insane
dating life that frequently bleeps in and out of Casey’s daytime
life of surviving the cube farm and nighttime life of
homesteading.

Does any of it matter? Absolutely Not!

After fifteen years of marriage where her
over-controlling husband was frequently gone to have Peter tell her
that he doesn’t love her anymore, Casey’s main focus is to live it
up as much as possible.

 


The Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing©:

 


Catriona has forgotten how to be alive. She
goes through the motions, managing the privately held refuge and
buildings in Camp Sedgeworth, a place that elderly Victoria DuMais’
family has owned for over a century.

Trina worked for her family’s construction
company for years, teenager gopher to Site Foreman. A hard job for
anyone. A harder job still for a woman.

She came to Camp Sedgeworth, deep in the
Adirondacks, to help fund her family, taking care of her brothers
and sisters when her mother fell desperately ill and the only
income the family had was her father’s.

She came to dig Victoria out a massive mess.
Camp Sedgeworth’s former caretaker had bilked the owner for
thousands and nearly had the place shut down permanently for
collapsing buildings, mold, exploding plumbing, and all sorts of
code violations.

She came to the mountains to find herself
again. To remake the image of being a complete hardass and put it
to good use again, restructuring the children’s camp, instead of
having it be a daily grind into her personality.

In spending her life for others, Trina lost
herself. Lost her identity. Only to have that rough-and-tumble
self-image even more destroyed by her abusive, controlling
ex-lover, who will not leave her alone after a desperate escape
from his deep-city apartment on what was supposed to be a romantic
get-away weekend.

Now, months later, she is starting the final
re-outfitting of the camp, ensuring that it will remain profitable
in the summer and a private refuge the remainder of the year.

Will she find her way back to herself?

 


Wolf has answered a job posting in the
Syracuse papers for a several month long job in the Adirondacks. He
is desperate to get out of debt from his ex-girlfriend. He is even
more desperate to get away from his father.

Confused about his nature, Wolf seeks refuge,
any refuge, that has as little cost to it as possible, so that he
can find away start over. Figure out if his father’s suspicions are
true. Figure out what is wrong with him, as he doesn’t fit
anywhere. Doesn’t fit since his father deliberately crushed his
childhood dreams, and talent, of becoming a concert violinist,
because it wasn’t manly enough.

The passion for music that made his childhood
bearable. The passion for music that bridged the gap between a
construction worker and Sara, his high-class law student of a
girlfriend.

He never stood up to his father, out of
respect.

Both deeply wounded, perhaps beyond repair,
when Trina and Wolf meet, can they help each other heal? Maybe find
a way home?


DEDICATION:

I always like to read the dedications of
books, because that person or ideal touched the writer in some
way.

I started Lamp Light 15 or so years ago. I
had reached out to those closest to me at the time the first draft
was completed and found scorn, destructive criticism, and
impediment. No matter how badly something is done, I feel that the
effort someone puts into a work should be noted.

Someone who had atrocious grammar, spelling
errors, punctuation problems, wrote one of my favorite books and
several passages were difficult to read and puzzle out. It will
remain one of my personal picks because of the story itself- human,
humane, touching, full of overcoming mistakes most would be
judgmental about. By the time I was done reading, I felt that I had
come to know the author through her struggles and through the
struggles of putting her story down on paper to share with the
world.

Lamp Light nearly stopped me from writing
altogether. Not the book itself. The conditions it was written in
and the aftermath of sharing it. It is not my first novel, nor was
Beth: Ridge Lake Series: Book One, but it was the second.

 


This book is for Jana, my cover artist. (I
keep wanting to put her picture in here, but Jana would brain me if
I did.) Such an amazing talent, Jana has. As an artist and as a
person.

When I first approached her about doing a
cover, we had discussed other projects first. My tattoos, for one.
A jigsaw puzzle for another. I wasn’t willing to put Lamp Light out
at that point.

This remarkable woman has encouraged,
soothed, listened, and cheered me on. She knows the details of what
has hindered my path and, in the past couple of years, has, just by
being herself, undone much of the pain caused by others.

This particular cover… Over the course of
fifteen years, I have struggled with a design. While that may be
one of the last steps in actually putting out a book, it hampered
my confidence to both write and publish.

I truly feel she has been the key to
unlocking the door. I am always thrilled and pleased with her
ability to come up with unique ideas. I wind up dancing around the
house, like I’ve just scored the homecoming touchdown.

 


If you would like to know more about Janalee,
she can be found on Facebook at Canvas In Motion.


A Note from the Author:

 


There are no chapters in this series. No
Prologues. No Epilogues. Each of the six books is connected to the
others, and each book has more than one story to it; more than
Jaimie and Drew’s lives spinning out of control, together and
separately.

 


An unfolding of events simply begins. Some
are connected. Some are not. Because there’s always more than one
story. More than one viewpoint. Events make us, break us, change
us, touch us, and teach us. Sometimes, without our even being
aware.

 


There are characters you will love.
Characters you will love to hate. Who is which will be up to you,
and not everyone gets their just desserts…


Saturday, 11/19/95; 20:04

November’s cold winds blew down the pond’s
surface. Officer Jaimie Carrigan stood on the edge of the dock,
weaving her flashlight over the ice and almost wishing she dared
put her skates on. Leann McGowan had called yet again, frightened
by what she thought were screams coming from the water.

Moe stood next to her, testing the night
breeze on his wide pink tongue.

It was the eighth time the McGowan’s had
called in the past three weeks. Jaimie had yet to find a source for
the noise. She didn’t doubt the woman. Twice she had heard it
herself: an unearthly groan that might be a large hunting cat
killing its prey. She stuck with it for several minutes, thinking
of pranks teenagers play thinking they are cool beyond measure.

Moe knew something was out there. She knew he
knew it.

Nothing came of listening. No hint of what
made the eerie sounds.

Lieutenant Silva had switched her shift
around again this evening. He’d called just before it was time to
leave. She was to start two hours later than scheduled and cover
the early morning hours. Did the man just hate her or what? She
could have slept longer had she had advance notice.

Jaimie had recently passed her year mark at
the small substation. It was a rude alteration in her life- the
constant sleep disruption and shift changes. It was a rare week
that her commander didn’t switch her schedule around at least
once.

Funny that it almost never happened on her
nights to dispatch.

The lieutenant was an interesting man. One
her grandfather had respected.

Jaimie mentally shrugged, gave him the
benefit of the doubt, yawned once more, and swept the beam across
the ice again.

She grimaced at the thought that she had no
plans to cancel despite the constant shift changes. Really- what
did she have to complain about here?

The light beam over ice revealed… ice.

“Nothing here, Moe.”

The rottweiler turned his head to look at
her, whined. She gave him the tug of the ears he had been waiting
for.

“Let’s head back to the car where it’s warm,
okay? I’ve got hot dogs for lunch.”

Moe looked at the ice once more, snuffed,
then turned down the dock to head back to their patrol vehicle. She
watched her partner. He knew something was off. Moe could not
understand that she couldn’t get them across the ice to whatever
was bothering him.

Jaimie was grateful that he had finally
stopped growing. The three year old was almost as tall as her hips
and could, without too much effort, eat several hot dogs and half a
chicken for every meal.

Back in the old jeep, she noted the noise,
that once again there was nothing visible creating the disturbance,
and recommended that day shift take a look across the ice.

“Dispatch, this is Carrigan.”

“Go ahead, Jaimie,” came the low voice of
Colin, the night dispatcher.

“All clear at McGowan’s. I’m headed back onto
the regular route.”

“So noted.”

 


Saturday, 11/19/95; evening

Winter was so warm this year. The pond kept
freezing and thawing. It wasn’t supposed to do that. This was
Hamilton County, where it was common to get snow in July at
times.

In one respect, it was good. It kept many
people off the water. The act was a little easier to pull off.
Nevertheless, it was so annoying, having to put on one set of
clothes mid-day and another set in the afternoon, just to show that
he was still active. Still alive.

A chuckle bubbled. Released from the back of
the throat in a hearty, private joke.

No more. No more.

 


Wednesday, 11/22/95; late evening

Jaimie came down from a stint of Dungeon
Keeper II on her laptop to find a grocery bag on the kitchen table.
Her mother’s crosshatched script on the pink sticky note set her
back up.

“It is getting colder out. I bought you
some socks. Pork chops for dinner…”

She dumped the contents out on the table. Two
packs of socks, a bra, six print outs from different dating
services, an article about the statistics of job-related deaths of
cops from eight years previous, and a lollipop.

If it had just been the socks, Jaimie would
have been both amused and only mildly irritated by her
over-protective mother. Socks she could always use. Moe had a habit
of taking off with them.

Was her mother trying to make her into a
world-class slut? The bra, entirely not to Jaimie’s liking, was
pink and brilliant neon purple, where there was lace. There was a
lot of lace. It made Jaimie think of an overgrown peony with a
blushing complex.

It wasn’t that Jaimie didn’t like lingerie.
Only- and she winced- a slinky nightgown or a corset. Lacy bras
were not her.

“You should be able to feel your
underwear,” she thought. “Not like you’re about to come
apart at the seams if you breathe too hard. And a lollipop? What
the hell? Am I supposed to strut down the street with this bra on
and a sucker in my mouth, saying ‘Come spend the night with me, big
boy?’”

Jaimie knew that her mother was conservative
and that wasn’t the message Pamela was sending. Her mother didn’t
get that Jaimie was as likely to go street walking as she would
give up being a cop and become a wife. Or worse, since her mother
just started making scary grandmother noises, procreate.

It wasn’t that Pamela believed women should
be at home. There were jobs for men and jobs for women and usually,
not jobs for both. Same with playtime. Because, to be honest,
figure skating was not a prissy sport. It just looked like it was.
In the Carrigan household, figure skating for girls, hockey for
boys.

Jaimie wanted to help people. When work was
done, she wanted to get out and live. Not shop. Not sip tea.
Definitely not gossip about who is sleeping with who. Or talk ad
nauseum over diets.

“God, I miss Albany. I miss Mallory’s. I miss
talking to anyone that doesn’t kowtow or report back to my
mother.”

Jaimie flushed with embarrassment as her
voice echoed off the kitchen walls, remembering.

She had been in Slapsticks, returning to her
hometown haunts. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t been in the place
repeatedly as a teenager, celebrating after a game. Her teammates
had always kept an eye on her and made sure she had nothing harder
than cola.

Not thinking of it, Jaimie ordered a beer-
one! beer- just like she had at the bars during breaks at school.
The absolute horror when she got home.

“If you weren’t a cop, I’d get one to come
over and have you breathalyzed! You should have called your father
to come get you. Or taken a cab.”

As though cabs actually existed in rural
mountain areas.

Immediately after the scolding, Pamela turned
around and asked if she had made up with Thad.

Within two weeks, Jaimie had moved over to
the hotel.

It didn’t stop Pamela from causing
problems.

Nothing could.

AA pamphlets started showing up. When that
didn’t bring her daughter home, Pamela started showing up at
work for a while. Until Dad forced her to stop.

“Now, it’s things like lacy bras.”

Jaimie took the offending garment in one
hand. She had the wicked impulse to go over to her mother’s, make a
snowman, dress the thing up in the bra and socks, and stuff the
lollipop in the snowman’s head like a feather.

Instead, she sighed, threw out the ads and
article. The socks would come in handy. The bra she stuffed in a
box she’d started for Samantha, who was always trying anything to
get Ryan’s attention back on her.

 


Wednesday, 11/22/95; 22:53

Tears flowed freely down roughened, pudgy
cheeks as Zach’s body was put into the back of the truck. The limp
form was lain down gently next to a heap of metal that was the
source of so much joy for the pair.

It had been a hard week. Being constantly
yelled at. It wasn’t anything new. Zach was the only one, the only
one, who knew how hard it was to take. Day in. Day out. Week after
month after year. Zach knew. Because Zach listened.

Zach hadn’t been able to hang on after the
accident. It had taken too long to go home and drive the truck back
to the cul-de-sac behind Logan’s Farm. By the time he had returned,
calling Zach’s name…

It was too late.

More tears flowed. He had killed his best
friend. His only friend. Zach had died alone, in the snow.

 


Friday, 12/08/95; 09:14

“Jaimie. Jaimie wake up, please.” Jesse
pleaded. “Please. I need your help.”

After a few more knocks, the door creaked
open to reveal what was supposed to be Jaimie, but looked more like
an electrified squid stuck on a set of pajamas.

“What?”

“Please. He’s done it again. I’m sorry for
the early hour but I need your help.”

One eye cracked slowly open. “Give me a
minute. Moe! Give me my sweats.”

“I’ll be in my office.” Jesse returned to her
wayward cat, Bing-Bing, who was innocently curled up on her desk,
tip of his tail flat out while he was in his best “I’m so cute,
forelegs tucked up in prayer” look.

She wasn’t buying it.

Clomping noises came from the stairwell.

How was it that no matter where she put her
purse or how well she concealed it, Bing-Bing had a way to get into
it and swap something out for her keys?

Jaimie stepped into the doorway. “What did he
leave this time?”

She grunted. “Stockings. And, no, don’t
bother to look. I’ve already torn apart my dresser and the laundry
area.”

“You can’t say he isn’t creative.” Jaimie
looked around the room. “Didn’t you have an issue with him
yesterday?”

“Yes. He kept sticking his head into the
printer.”

Jaimie leaned over the grey box, opened the
drawer compartment, and fished around for a minute. Then she looked
behind the printer itself. There, in the dust bunnies behind the
unit, draped across the cords, were the keys.

“Oh, thank you!”

“No problem. How long have you been searching
this morning?”

“About two hours. I have to take some things
into town, run to the bank, and I promised Mrs. Hochschild that I
would bring her another five gallons of water. Seems they’re still
having problems with their well. And I have a late lunch to get
ready for.”

“I can take the deposit to the bank, if that
would help. I have to head that way anyway to pick up a package at
the post office for work.”

“Would you? That would save me a ton of
time.” She mock-grimaced at the cat. “If I didn’t love you, you
little monster, you’d make a nice set of hat and mittens.”

Bing-Bing chirped quietly at her, drowsy and
complacent.

 


Friday, 12/08/95; 12:08

“Haven Point Lodge... How may I help
you?”

It was just after noon and she had slept
deeply, despite helping Aunt Jesse with Bing-Bing and the keys.
Answering the ringing telephone was the least she could do. Her
favorite waffles were sizzling on the hotel’s huge range and the
smell made her happy to be awake.

“Good. I caught you...”

“Hey, Mom. Did you want Aunt Jess?” She
couldn’t quite keep the hope out of her voice.

“No, I called to see if you wanted to go shoe
shopping with me? Ned says there’s a sale going on all weekend.”
Her mother sounded desperate.

“Can’t.” Jaimie sighed. “I have a twelve hour
shift tomorrow and Sunday is the only day I can get in to the
shooting range.” There were some benefits to working swing. Mostly
that she worked exactly opposite her mother.

“Darn. I worry about you, honey. You’re
always working. Can’t the lieutenant give you one weekend
day off?”

“I’m the lowest ranking. Seems kind of
unfair.”

“I would think that you would be kept on
days. That way, you would have more help when you...” Pamela
trailed off.

Jaimie clenched her jaw. Then immediately
loosened it. Bad habit and she wanted to keep her teeth in shape.
“Mom...”

“Are you still coming to dinner?” Pamela was
nothing if not a chief strategist to annoying her daughter. She’d
hoped to catch Jaimie off-guard by changing the topic.

“Yes.”

“I’m making roasted chicken.”

“So you have told me every day for the past
three days.”

“I haven’t spoken to you in two.”

“No, but, even though I told you at dinner,
last Tuesday, you’ve left messages. And I left messages back
that I would be by this Tuesday. The first time, you were in
surgery and I didn’t think that calling you out would be
appropriate for a simple- ‘yes, I’ll be there.’ I got two Tuesdays
off in a row. Be grateful.”

“You don’t have to get huffy.”

“Maybe if you would loosen up a little, I
wouldn’t get that way. I have to go. Moe needs out.”

“Really, Jaimie...”

Which was when she decided she had had enough
and gently set the phone down.

 


Thursday, 12/14/95; 16:22

Gusterman set a foot, encased in the
snowshoe’s metal frame, carefully to the right. He had been cutting
down the south shore of Lester’s Pond, trying to make it back to
the logger camp by ten instead of taking his normal route. He was
supposed to have been back by three this afternoon. That didn’t
happen.

He’d been thinking about what to get Jesse
for Christmas. Once again, the gift had been left too late and the
special dinner she had planned was only three nights away. Jesse
was already royally mad. With reason. Returning the Jeep in less
than perfect condition had not gone over well, even though he had
promised to pay for the repairs. Gusterman knew his limits. Jesse’s
limits, actually. This was not a present he could afford to screw
up.

She wasn’t a high maintenance woman. To be
fair, she was more than willing to put up with his chosen life
style.

The day had gotten away from him as the trees
he was trying to track down eluded him. The money the camp owners
were willing to pay for scouting out the trails in the northern
cliffs would more than cover the repairs. If she didn’t brain him
first.

Getting closer to dark, there was still
enough light to see by.

A necklace, perhaps? She wasn’t one for
pretty baubles. He had been considering a set of knives; there had
been many, many brands to look at in all those catalogs and he had
been discreet looking through her cupboards. Gusterman wasn’t sure
he loved or trusted her enough to give her something to impale him
with. Not at the moment.

The memory of watching those strong hands
filet a pike was enough to make the woodsman misstep and put his
webbed foot into a sinkhole, catching the tip of his snowshoe on a
cluster of exposed roots.

Giving the frame a tug, feeling silly, he
over-compensated, twisted, and landed on his ass deep in the
brambles.

To look up from the snow. It took a moment
for the thought to register. And a girly scream erupted from
Gusterman’s bearded throat.

 


Thursday, 12/14/95; 18:03

The man sat in a rowboat, slumped back, with
the oars disappearing into the ice. The body, what was left of it,
leaned to one side and tipped the boat’s edge to the water
line.

Drew sighed, wondering when his feet would be
warm again. He gave a moment to mull that Angela would be out
driving then turned his attention back to the lights being set up
around the corpse. Considering the man’s legs were frozen under
water within the boat, he shivered again.

Whoever he had been, the man had been here
for a while. Summer weight clothing: grayed out undershirt under
greasy blue suspenders, brown poly pants, and a pair of holey
socks.

The shirt had been frayed and shredded by the
elements and insects. The other clue was the amount of frozen
moisture in the bottom of the boat nearly half sunk in the shallow
edge of the pond.

Drew thought back to September. August had
been dry and there was concern about forest fires at that point.
Several lakes and ponds had shrunk considerably. Then the rains
nearly flooded the area. If the man’s boat had slipped into the
thicket, pushed by the currents, the rains may have prevented the
boat from getting back out. The copse was almost perfect cover. Had
the tracker not slipped, this body may well have never been
found.

Koch stood in the snow bank, turning green.
The wizened cop had been his training officer during his six month,
ragging on Drew repeatedly for throwing up at a crime scene full of
fresh blood- his one weakness. Dead bodies full of gore and
mutilated parts never seemed to get to him. Drew spared Koch a
glance, then turned back to look at the rest of the scene slowly
being destroyed.

The canine team had come in. Why he wasn’t
sure. It was obvious that the guy had been dead for months. If
nothing else, degradation of the flesh by insects alone before
being frozen was the main give away. It wasn’t as though anyone
needed to search for drugs.

The Medical Examiner did a perfunctory look
at the body, and ordered the unit to get the boat out, without
moving or jostling the body too much. DeShaw was sitting in his
car, reading a newspaper, “overseeing” the operation and waiting
for the ambulance to arrive. Every once in a while, he gave a shout
out of his window.

McLaughlin had an overwhelming urge to punch
the arrogant face. The man broke protocols each and every time his
personal comfort was in jeopardy. “Supervise” meant he or other
medical staff was supposed to be in constant eye contact with the
body- to make sure that no one messed with it. Since the ambulance
crew was dealing with a car accident in another township, it would
be a while. Which meant that Ludlow DeShaw would have had to either
stand out on the bank or sit in the boat.

“Getting the boat out’s going to be
difficult,” he thought.

Portable halogens had been set up around the
thicket. Pittman was deliberately ignoring everyone else, camera
flashing repeatedly.

“Perhaps the best solution would be to
keep the body in the boat, then just push it through the snow.
Unless there’s evidence under there.”

The human portion of the canine team flashed
a light at the bow. Drew stepped forward instinctively to prevent
the rookie from damaging any possible trace but she stayed
still.

There were several scratches in the paint.
The fold line of the boat had been flat instead of following the
keel. An older craft, what with the rust stains and patch jobs.
Those scratches into the metal were fresher, being a lighter color,
and vertical in places. Oddly enough, they layered repeatedly over
each other.

“McLaughlin!”

Drew looked over his shoulder at Koch.
“What?”

“Milton’s here with the winch.”

“Let’s get some more shots, then clear away
the thicket. I want all the bushes bagged and brought in as
well.”

Once the bracken was removed from the first
few feet, Drew ordered Officer Carrigan to test the ice. She was
the lightest out of all of them. Her face remained impassive. He
barely registered it when as she stepped to one side.

“Moe. Weg vorwärts. Nach links.”

The rottie snuffled the shoreline.

“Carrigan, get that dog out of my crime
scene.”

“I’m testing the ice as requested, sir.”

He let the remark pass.

The woman then gingerly set a booted toe out,
sliding it rather than directly punching down.

“Anschlag,” she called.

The dog set down his meaty paw, cocking his
head.

Because they were now both a part of the
scene, Drew took notice. She carefully sidestepped around the
grasses near the shoreline sticking up like glass tubes, shining in
the halogens. Thick soles slid cautiously forward making slight
scratching noises. One circuit around the boat. It was on the
return trip that the ice snapped in a couple of places, weakened by
the strain of her weight.

He raised a hand in caution, in attempted
assist, even though the woman was over twelve feet away.

Carrigan gently removed herself to behind the
boat.

“If you give me the camera, I can get photos
from back here. This won’t hold any of you.”

Drew gestured assent.

Pittman frowned, not wanting to get wet.

Carrigan rolled her eyes. “Moe, Holen Sie das
Paket von Pittman zurück.”

With a look at her pointed finger, the canine
stepped away from the shoreline and waited for the human to hold
out the black box.

Pittman backed up, unsure of the dog’s
ability. Or control. He wanted no part of those teeth.

“Just hold out the strap. Moe can take it
from there.”

Drew held his breath. The dog was not light,
either. He could just as easily snap the ice as any of the
officers.

“Unten. Schleichen. Gekommen.”

With the straps held in strong jaws, Sergeant
Moe slid across the ice on his belly.

McLaughlin would never have believed it if he
hadn’t seen it with his own eyes. She had reduced his center of
gravity.

Flashes strobed out from the pond. She took
several dozen photos. Not just of the boat, but the contents, the
body, the ice, the placement of the motor.

“Huh,” he thought. “Not
squeamish.”

Silence was getting to him. The entire unit
was staring at the canine team. In a loud voice, he called,
“Milton, you need to get anything set up?”

Action started around him again. Koch and
Pittman began cutting off several more feet of the thicket’s
branches.

When the dog scratched at the solid surface,
she took notice. It was close to where the chain disappeared into
the white.

“Anschlag. Gutter Hund.” The officer handed
something to the dog.

“What is it?” Drew asked.

“I don’t know,” she called over her shoulder.
“The ice is too thick for me to see but it’s discolored. There
seems to be a darker pattern in it.”

“Can you see how big or how far out it
goes?”

“A couple of feet.”

Drew mentally gave thanks that he didn’t have
to order an entire ten-foot section of ice to be cut up. He turned
to Milton. “Got your welder on you?”

An hour later, the boat rested on a tarp
after several false starts and Koch being sent home for falling
into the freezing water. Three feet of sheet ice around the craft
gave it an eerie plane-like appearance.

 


Friday, 12/15/95; Case Notes: Case 95;-38: Doe,
John

Transcription Officer: McLaughlin, Andrew,
Detective.

Victim located in rowboat, Lester’s Pond.
Note photos 21 through 57 and map print out with cross cut for
location.

Signs of environmental decomp, as well as
carnivorous activity, including mammalian, avian, and aquatic.
Remains found frozen. Clothing degraded by environment. Includes:
white stained undershirt, brown polyester pants that were rolled up
to the knee, blue boxer shorts, one pair of well-worn brown
suspenders, white cotton socks with holes. No shoes or hat found
with victim. No jewelry, watches, or wallet. Note photos
62-184.

Rowboat is fourteen feet long, aluminum.
Contains three seats riveted to toe support beams. Seams are
welded. Green paint shows degradation. Several scratches indicate
repeated damage over a possible short period of time, overlaying
obvious signs of age. Oars are made of wood. One 1973 Johnson 9.5
HP outboard motor. Two sets of bolts, one on either side of craft,
for rowing. Note photos 192-359.

Contents of boat: two oars; one outboard
motor; one thermos with brown stains; one lid to thermos- not
attached; deceased; chain attached to bolt which trailed into
water, 4 partial skeletons of fish remaining.

Water had collected in the bottom of the
boat. Believed to have frozen, thawed, and added to many times.
Adiopocere present in Note photos 185-191 and 360-453.

Bracken around boat showing signs of entry or
movement. No discernable human footprints. Some signs of animal,
but indistinct.

 


Monday, 12/18/95; 14:27

The rowboat was getting heavier as winter
rattled along. Why had the snow not come? It was bad luck all
around. He had floated out of the way. Out of reach.

Someone had found him.

Why had he not stayed out of reach? There
would have been years of checks. They would stop, after he had been
declared missing.

That’s what he would have done. Gone fishing
every day.

It was good to be strong again. Good to get
out of the house. The peace of sitting on the lake was good. It ate
up the day. Just as it had every day for thirty-seven years.

 


Tuesday, 12/19/95; Coroner Report

Coroner Report: Case 95-38, Doe, John

Date of Report: 12/19/95

Place Pronounced: Lester’s Pond, South East
end

County Pronounced: Hamilton

Date of BIRTH: NA

Date of DEATH: NA

Coroner Presiding: Ludlow DeShaw

Date of Autopsy: 12/18/95; Preliminary
Report

 


Decedent is presumed male, mid to late
sixties. 67 inches in length.

Decedent found in exposed, exterior location,
near water.

Time of death taken place approximately four
months prior to the body being found. Time approximated by lack of
soft tissue and hardness of exposed skeletal structure.

Fingerprints impossible to take due to lack
of skin on the left hand. Damage indicates that the metacarpal and
phalanges have been soaked, frozen, and thawed repeatedly over the
course of several weeks. Right metacarpal missing and assumed to be
gnawed off by an animal.

Wound patterns and bone scrapings indicate
several bite marks. Mostly avian in nature rather than mammalian-
canine or otherwise. There are carnivore bites taken out of the
body as well but not many. Soft tissue remaining on portions of the
body that were covered in cloth indicates possible coyote
bites.

Insect activity present. As body was
discovered in a boat, fewer ground carrion insects present at
location. Blowflies and other flying insects present. Facial soft
tissues not present. Both eyes removed. Evidence of avian removal
present.

Adiopocere present at location. Indication
decedent died in boat. Exact location of death indeterminable, due
to current and weather changes in pattern. Mass index indicates
roughly 165-185 pounds of weight, pre-mortem. However, due to
humidity changes and insect activity, calculations are
estimated.

Blunt force trauma located in several places
on the cranium. Locations on the right parietal bone, along the
coronal suture, between the inferior and superior temporal lines.
Hematoma approximately 1.5 inches in length, and 1 inch in width.
Occipital bone also showing interior and exterior bleeds. Both
right and left calcaneaum showing perimortem cracks and stress
fractures. Other foot damage not present during autopsy as many
metatarsals not present.

Majority of organs not present at time of
autopsy. Abdominal cavity retained small portions of liver, small
intestine, kidney, and bladder. Liver portions only as connective
membranes and tissue. Possible signs of pserosis, but inconclusive.
Insect and larval activity present in abdominal cavity.

John Doe has not been shot by either bullet
or bow. Blunt force trauma contained to head and feet, with no
other indications of assault. Most likely Doe died while sitting as
blood had settled in his legs, as the remaining soft tissue from
the body was either under ice or in posterior of body. Poisoning or
seizure suspected.

Possible puncture marks indicated on skeletal
structure. However, indications are of ice damage, rather than
assault.

See supplementals for exact locations of
injuries and noted damage. A-G, cranium and neck. H-J, left arm.
K-M, right arm. N, anterior torso to groin. O, posterior, shoulder
to buttocks. P-T, left leg. U-X, right leg.

Sending organ, brain, hair, and skin samples
to toxicology for analysis.

 


Thursday, 12/21/95; 10:04

Peace had not come after Zach’s death. Just
hours and hours of empty, numbing rage. The big dog wasn’t there in
the truck anymore on deliveries. Every day, he had to climb into
that empty cab, stare at that empty seat… it hollowed him out.

It just wasn’t fair. They had only gone for a
short snowmobile ride- something they had done hundreds of times.
He had hit his head pretty hard.

Fair. Not fair. Why hadn’t Logan marked the
new crop of trees? He always marked the new growth. A sapling had
tangled up in the runners and caused the wreck.

Zach was still dead.

He’d tried to deal with it. But there wasn’t
anyone there, now, to listen when the boss screamed.

No one noticed it had been a month since Zach
had run through the parking lot. No one noticed that Zach didn’t
come in for his bone at the reception desk.

But he did. He felt it every day. Every
minute of every goddamned day.

 


Thursday, 12/21/95; 13:12

Jesse stood at her butcher’s block, mind full
of preparations. Holidays meant there were no fifteen minutes of
peace to be had, whether she had a houseful of guests or just
herself and the tenants.

She felt bad for Gusterman finding that
body.

It had been over a week since he’d returned
the broken Jeep- oh, so quietly- to the back parking lot, hung the
keys up in the kitchen as if she wouldn’t notice the flat tires,
and had gone on a three-day trek deep into the Adirondacks where
she couldn’t find him to yell her head off.

True, he’d been heading out, taking a job so
that he could pay her back for the repairs. But that was “pay her
back.” Not “pay for.” She’d just taken two cancellations for the
Christmas holiday. Good paying, long run stays. Both gone. One due
to a personal illness and the other due to a work crisis.

The food suppliers hadn’t allowed her to
cancel. All those supplies without enough people to eat them. It
meant extra cooking before the groceries went to waste. She sweated
over soups and stews, and meals that could be frozen for a month
without tasting of freezer burn.

She sighed, picking up the knife and sliding
it through mounds of onions.

Jesse wished for the millionth time that she
could knock down the old barn and put up a greenhouse. There wasn’t
any money to do it. And, honestly, she thought, when, just when,
would she have the time? The day beds alone took up half of her
free time during the summer.

She hadn’t yelled at Gusterman because of the
body he’d found at the end of the trip. That was enough to give
anyone the creeps. Just like her. Just like when she’d found Jack,
lying in a pool of blood in their restaurant, all those years ago.
Shot in the head during a botched robbery.

Jesse looked out the window, forgetting the
butcher block and piles of various vegetables. So many years had
passed. The image was still there, in her mind, where it had always
been since that night. Since that bright, shiny life had ended.
Since her dream of a snazzy bistro in New York City had been ripped
away by one act of selfishness. Since her then-fiancé had…

Jesse breathed in. Brought herself to the
present. Gusterman never complained about competing with Jack’s
ghost. She was pissed at him at the moment. A nice big bowl of
homemade coleslaw, with hand chopped cabbage, would be a good way
of getting her frustration out.

 


Thursday, 12/21/95; 17:28

Following her mother’s advice, Jaimie went to
the substation’s Christmas party. Dressed in uniform. She had to go
on patrol directly at nine. Perhaps, in the spirit of the holiday,
it would be different now. With hope shielded in her heart, and a
bright new jingle bell bouncing from Moe’s collar, Jaimie stepped
into the station, balancing a basket of brownies wrapped in
cheerful napkins and her red bag on the far side.

She dearly loved brownies. Aunt Jesse had
walked her through all the different varieties, as they’d made
mounds of baked chocolate for the season, some fudgy, some more
cake-like. There were sixteen types in her basket, with the nut
ones carefully secluded in case anyone was allergic.

She was nervous. Captain Mattice would be in
this evening. While Carrigan knew the man would take little notice
of her, it wasn’t often the higher-ranking came. Her aunt had said
that there was a rumor floating about. That Mattice would be
running for Sherriff in the coming election. Several search and
rescues in the previous years had been manhandled. Rumors about the
hill folk having their own laws. And, Carrigan knew very, very well
that they did. So far, these were noises. She was more concerned
with a nasty surprise of layoffs coming her way.

Determined to try to find a way to connect
with her fellow officers, Jaimie held her head high. The squad room
had been gaudily tinseled in red and gold and the lights were at
half, shading the floor space to the twenty or so people chatting
up, most of the friendships older than Jaimie herself.

“Legen Sie auf der Wolldecke nieder,” She
told Moe, setting the basket down on the coffee station. Someone
had replaced the white Styrofoam cups with white and holly-covered
paper. The dog gave a sigh and stepped through the crowd, mostly
unnoticed for a change, over to his rug.

Maggie Jane came over to inspect the basket
contents.

“Merry Christmas,” Jaimie smiled.

“You as well. What did you bring?” The older
woman was always nosy, sometimes smiling, sometimes wicked.

“And you never know which it will be,”
Carrigan thought. Out loud, “Oh, just some brownies.”

“Here. Let me help you. Seems like you have
your hands full.”

The day dispatcher’s perfume was thick with
sicky-sweet clinginess so Jaimie shoved the basket at her.
“Thanks.”

“Well. Don’t these look... lovely. Why don’t
you be a dear and make some coffee, hmm? Looks like we’re running
low again.”

The smile was plastered to her face. Hiding
the crumbling hope.

Returning from dropping her bag off in her
locker, which, for once, had nothing done to it, she scooped
grounds into the filter, knowing she was on coffee detail.

 


Thursday, 12/21/95; 18:38

Silva looked around the small gathering. The
squad room looked absolutely ridiculous, with its crepe paper and
half-lighting. Wife insisted on it, though. Just like, she insisted
on those dust-collecting teapots and dried vegetation all over the
house. And, though Sharon constantly was correcting him on the
term, the womenfolk were more interested in this... holiday
nonsense. Babies and grandchildren and finger paints or some
such.

Giles, Second in Command of the Yates Police
Department and all four substations, had his own thing he was being
dragged to this evening. The captain was making an appearance. Not
something he relished. Robert Mattice was a strong influence in
local politics.

For the most part, Silva agreed with his
policies. With three logging camps in his direct jurisdiction,
though, sitting on the fence between tourism, townies, farmers,
loggers, and the environmental groups was not without its
splinters. He and Giles had often discussed the differences, from
perspective of Lieutenant of a substation and Lieutenant of the
Yates Police Department. Technically, any of the five Lieutenants
could take over the PD. Giles was the next in line for the throne
and everyone knew it.

Then again, Silva thought, maybe it was a
good thing the second in command wasn’t around. Giles was a friend.
He exerted as much, if not more pressure, to make a lateral move,
throw his weight behind the Captain during the next election, and
take over Giles’s position.

“Agreed, something needs doing.”
Haywood thought. “But none of this lot is usable as a Station
Commander. Watkins is too butch and female. Has her own agenda.
Loggers won’t tolerate a woman, either. Koch maybe. Set in his
thinking some. Got a lot of family loyalty that could cloud his
judgement. Pearson, too much of a temper. This place’d either turn
into a powder keg or he’d declare war.”

A high laugh penetrated the buzzing.

“McLaughlin’s a no-go with that wife of
his. Lush. Hope he got the keys away from her before she snuck that
bottle in here.”

Silva wagged an eyebrow at Sharon. After
thirty years of marriage, she knew the cues. He watched his wife
expertly single out the drunk, away from the view of the captain
before she made an ass of his detective. Had the man any social
skills whatever, he’d be a good candidate to take over. He wasn’t
from this part of the Adirondacks. But he was from the foothills, a
few towns over. Close but not close enough to have too many prior
ties. No. Most likely, it would be Koch that took over the
substation. If there was a substation left in a year or so.

And, after thirty years of marriage, he knew
the cues as well. Didn’t survive living around women without
knowing a thing or two. Her inclined head bobbed once at the two
women by the coffee station.

“Maggie Jane up to her tricks again.”
Silva thought. For the most part, he ignored his head dispatcher’s
ego. It helped keep the men in line, her mother-henning. But that
young woman... He owed her. A little more directly then the rest,
even though he doubted that she knew it. His wife knew who made
coffee in this place. He rolled his eyes, trying to alleviate the
tension he would feel later, when Sharon got ahold of his time.

Once again, he debated taking early
retirement. Let someone else deal with the mess. Sharon wasn’t
ready to move south. If he didn’t actually move away, he wouldn’t
actually retire. The new Lieutenant would become a figurehead. A
doorstop on his front porch.

Mattice stepped over. With that look. Silva
pushed the gloomy thoughts to one side as he prepared to yet again
dance around the politics that would become the focus of his life
for the next several months.

 


Thursday, 12/21/95; 18:48

She had made six pots of coffee when not
hovering in the corner. Dumping the grounds from the second pot,
Jaimie noticed her basket was not on the table and the pretty paper
weighted down in the garbage can. She kept her hands steady. The
laughter from around the room was surreal. Watkins and Mrs. Marsh
were chuckling over some photos. Harper was on dispatch, but hung
out in the arch between the desk and the squad room. Rutlidge was
on call.

Lieutenant Adros made a brief appearance,
slapping Silva on the shoulder and shaking hands with Captain
Mattice.

A crushing blow.

Around the room were people well connected in
the community. Had known each other for years.

Jaimie felt more alone than after Sara Beth,
her best friend during childhood, had died.

Moe sensed her disquiet. His cold nose
stuffed into her palm gave Jaimie a sense of balance. She looked
down, saw the twinkling lights reflect off his cheerful jingle
bell, the acceptance in his brown eyes.

“Come on, Moe. Let’s go on patrol.”

 


Friday, 12/22/95; 03:05

Three A.M. Dark night. Cold ice. The shadow
moved with. Over the loam. Over the ice. Outside the chicken coop
on Logan Farm, south of Shutterville.

“About time,” was the thought. “Those damn
birds finally settlin’. Ol’ Theo’s gonna get his.”

The shadow of a heavyset person graced the
side of a huge clapboard barn, heading towards the back of the
house. Hands rubbed together while the dogs snored, slumbering off
tranquilizers. A few minutes work and then peace would come for
Zach.

 


Friday, 12/22/95; 08:31

December’s wind blew down the collar of
Drew’s coat. The snow in Logan’s yard was slim. Winter had not
produced the normal thick bed of white. A slick, icy layer over
crunchy hard snow made walking a nightmare at the best of times.
When a step forward didn’t crack right through to the frozen dirt
underneath. He’d been called out to the tree farm when daylight had
afforded the station to send its one detective. Officer Marsh had
been out in the freezing cold for hours.

McLaughlin didn’t quite see yet why he had
been called out. It was a chicken coop. A leveled chicken coop. The
birds were still alive. He stifled a laugh, watching the Logan boys
still trying to catch the chickens.

Marsh showed him the basics of the yard-
palisade fence, what in summer would be a dirt yard, the dirt track
to the barn and beyond. The porch and dog run between the barn and
the house.

After a quick tour, something, like it had
Marsh, gnawed at him. McLaughlin took meticulous notes in a tiny
book. There was no doubt that someone had crashed into the area
full of mangled wire and ripped wood slats. Marsh had been called
out at four, when Mr. Logan had called in the vandalism.

“This isn’t more than a nuisance,”
Drew thought. “Except the ground is hard packed and frozen.
Logan’ll have to keep his chickens in the barn until spring. I
highly doubt he’d build a fire on the ground to soften it.”

Mr. Logan was a burly tree farmer, rough
around the edges. Christmas trees that took five to ten years to
harvest and crop, specialty trees that required hardness and
species toughness to live through the cold New York winters,
hardwoods that had grown on the property for hundreds of years.
Each carefully culled. Marsh said he was at odds with other
landowners who also culled for the lumber mills.

McLaughlin noted that the farmer took the
long view of things. Normally a patient man, willing to tend and
protect a crop in order to make his living. He was also
uncommunicative, unwilling to answer questions, even if it was to
help his situation.

After interrogating the farmer, McLaughlin
took Marsh aside. “I can’t do much for this right now,” he told the
officer. “There isn’t enough to do anything with.”

Marsh agreed. “Man’s gonna be pissed.”

Looking over his shoulder, Drew eyed the
debris. Bits of the fence poles poked out of the ground like broken
brown teeth. Whoever had totaled the coop had taken the fence out
completely. “Yeah.” It occurred to Drew then that it was the anger.
A lot of careful anger went into this destruction.

McLaughlin turned his attention back to
Marsh. “Get a better statement out of him. Talk to the wife, the
sons. They must get up early to tend chores before school. Take
each one aside; get a different statement from them. Get a time
line. Did anyone hear anything?” He thought a moment. “Don’t you
come on at four?”

Marsh nodded. “Yep. This was my first call.
Didn’t even get a chance to get to anyone in lock up overnight.
Colin sent me out here straight from check in.”

“Then why didn’t anyone hear anything? Mess
like this, it’s gotta make a lot of noise.” He looked back in his
booklet. “You said that Logan came out to see the mess in the yard
on his way to the barn. How’s that possible, with the mound and
those trees in the way?”

The other officer took another look around
the snowed in yard. “He didn’t mention any noise.”

“Stick with it then. Might be important.
Trade cameras with me. I’ll head back and see what I can get out of
these. If I need more, I’ll have Maggie Jane give you a call.”

 


Saturday, 12/23/95; morning

The house was quiet like normal.

His body had thawed at the county morgue. No
one knew exactly who that somebody was.

There were phone calls, word through the
grapevine. Calls of concern with promises of giving him the message
at the earliest moment when he came in. Well wishes blown off with
a secret smile.

The window didn’t leak anymore. There was
time and money. For the first time, the ever-present chilly draft
stayed outside.

Had to get more water, though, and soon.
There was only so much charcoal the budget could deal with and
boiling pond water on the stove was time consuming.

 


Wednesday, 12/27/95; 09:16

It had been almost two weeks since the guy in
the boat had been found and what meaty parts had been left thawed
out.

Drew looked over the initial report back from
the county coroner’s office again. Blunt force trauma. To the
temple, back of the head, and the backs of both heels. Poisoning or
seizure was suspected.

With the report set to one side, he sat at
his desk, sorting through his papers, shuffling them around. There
wasn’t much. Tox results would take a while. McLaughlin re-sorted
the photos, pulled a few, and added the rest to his back file. What
remained were pictures of the boat, the ice, the motor, the coffee
thermos, the thermos top, the fishing pole.

The ice stains had been the remains of the
dead guy’s catch. A seizure or heart attack while the guy had been
out in the sun too long?

Knowing it was unlikely, he re-ran a DMV
check on the boat. It was unregistered. No reports of stolen boats
matched his description out on the books. Drew reasoned the
fisherman was either a local or an out-of-town relative of a local
who borrowed the small craft.

He had driven around the small pond several
times, looking for a tow or abandoned vehicle. None were to be
seen. He had a picture of every boat to every home on the water,
even the ones outside the jurisdiction of the substation. No one
claimed the craft or knew whose it was. He shuffled the pictures
again on his desk, examining the scratch marks on the hull.

Drew’s desk was in the middle of the room.
Each day, he took out his folders, laid out what he was working on,
picked things up, put them down. It was difficult, getting around
the keyboard, mouse, phone, in box. All the cases went down on his
desk. On the off chance that two things might happen to be related
from unrelated crimes. He would look around the room. Look at the
white board that everyone in the world could see, which was why he
didn’t use it as a crime board anymore.

ADA Duell had slammed him pretty hard.

He let the dead fisherman stew on the back
burner and tried to get somewhere on the rash of truck thefts.

The man was an odious little prick that
McLaughlin was itching to see fail. There wasn’t a cop on the force
that hadn’t tangled with Duell. His conviction record was good
enough that no one important wanted to see him removed. While it
was true that there’d been a handful of times that sloppy police
work had cost a conviction or two, ADA Duell always blamed his
failures on not having enough evidence.

McLaughlin felt that if there wasn’t enough,
then Duell shouldn’t press charges and push court dates until there
was.

He sighed. And took another look at the
insurance photos of the twelve trucks that had been stolen in the
last two months, trying to find a connection.

 


Friday, 12/29/95; late evening

Christmas had come and gone. What a pleasant
holiday. So peaceful and quiet.

All the presents under the tree were
beautifully wrapped. Even though the contents of each were already
known.

None were for him.

In the corner stood the fishing pole. It had
become a prop, just like the old hat and suspenders.

A reminder only.

But the tree! Oh, how it sparkled. Just like
in the hopes and dreams of youth that had slowly died under his
neglect. Years of neglect…

No, it was better to concentrate on now. How
the lights had danced off each new ornament. How the smell of
cinnamon buns permeated the old house. How festive the garland
looked. It satisfied the soul. All the pleading in the world had
fallen on deaf ears. And, most certainly, the ornaments and garland
would have looked atrocious if he’d had his way and used old lures
and ties. All for his damn fish.

But not this year.

Not this year.

And never again.

 


Monday, 01/08/96; 14:05

“Here’s your coffee, Haywood.”

The lieutenant grimaced; looking at Maggie
Jane’s outstretched hand, thinking about the tongue-lashing he
received from Sharon after the damned office Christmas party. His
ever-observant other-half had noticed that the dispatcher had been
ordering around the rookie. Again. During the party. Young Jaimie
Carrigan was not supposed to be delegated to punch and coffee watch
unless she volunteered. She was an officer, just like everyone
else.

Silva didn’t suppose for a minute that his
wife had notions that Maggie Jane should be on coffee detail,
either. Sharon made it perfectly clear that he was perfectly
capable enough of getting his own. His wife had her dander up
again. Their daughter Patricia was on the warpath, trying out her
legs as a teenager. Silva would much rather deal with the politics
of the PD rather than try to survive his youngest being fifteen.
And, had to admit- if he hadn’t let that little fact slip, Sharon
wouldn’t be on his back about who got coffee for who when.

He nodded to the side of his desk as usual,
thanked Maggie Jane, and went back to staring at the well-worn file
on his desk.

The cardstock was relatively new despite how
it looked. Several hours had been spent with that particular file,
his beat up hands fingering the tab, trying to soothe out the
mental frustration that never seemed to leave.

The whisper of air alerted him that his head
dispatcher was back.

“Here are the weekly reports.” She handed
over a stack of triplicates.

Reflexively, the manila folder was set to one
side, still within plain sight. He knew she was itching to get her
hands on it. There had been little he hadn’t shared with her over
the years. But this unlabeled file was something Haywood had kept
to himself. It was one of five that remained unnamed and his
alone.

She waited, as usual, at the corner of his
desk. And, as usual, read the notes and memos- mostly from her-
upside-down as he scratched his signature.

“What’s this one about, Maggie Jane?”

The complaint form was regarding a noise
disturbance in one of the trailer parks.

She sniffed once, patted her blonde hair.
“Gus Ritcher’s got a new grandbaby. Seems Darnelle is sick with
diabetes- you know the kind you get when you’re pregnant- and Gus
has been taking care of little Samantha while Hugh is taking care
of Darnelle. Well,” and Maggie Jane’s hazel eyes sparkled with
gossip, “Turns out that Gus’s neighbor, Floyd McKetch, has had it
with the baby crying, keeping him awake nights and him working odd
shifts at the mill. From what I’ve heard, it came to a head the
other morning around four a.m. Poor little Sam was up all night
crying and Gus wrapped her up in a parka and carry crib and set out
to walk her outside. Can you imagine! Taking a little
three-month-old baby out in this weather?

“Anyway, Sam quieted down until they were
almost back to Gus’s trailer. Which is when Floyd’s dog heard them
walking on the snow and started barking his head off, scaring the
wits out of Samantha, who started yowling at the top of her lungs.
Which woke just about everyone in the park up.”

Silva nodded “Which would account for why
there’re thirty some odd names on this complaint form.”

He signed his name. Thought for a minute.
“Have Pittman stop back there tomorrow, do a double check on Floyd.
Gus is a little old to be taking care of his grandbaby alone. Must
be about tuckered out himself.”

Maggie Jane nodded. As she stepped away,
Silva noticed that she hadn’t forgotten about the unnamed folder.
He reached for the phone.

“Sharon?” He knew she’d complain about all
the extra work. He also knew his wife had a weakness for babies.
“Patricia still in trouble with you? Good. Time she learned what
dealing with a family is like. Earn her keep a bit.” It would be up
to his wife to convince the old man to move into their guesthouse
for a month. She was a master at it and over the years, more crimes
and chaos had been prevented by someone moving into the commander’s
home for a while under the watchful eye of Sharon Silva. This would
solve some other issues within the realm of the Silva House.

Patricia had been making several comments
lately about making up her own mind about things. He’d give her
that. Sharon had a little issue of letting go of her children. He
had drawn the line at Pattie’s sass about her mother. Time both of
them had a bit of a break. Move Pattie out into the guest house
with Gus and Sam and she’d start to understand how much work being
an adult was. Sharon would still be able to keep an eye on her
daughter without the constant friction. Maybe both of them would
bond a bit over that little one.

If only things at the station were this easy
to manage! He had known for about five years that changes were
coming.

When young Jaimie had decided to go out for
the canines, he’d thought it was an answered prayer.

Silva picked up his coffee, swung to the
window, looking out over the parking lot, past the plowed road, and
into the woods beyond. He looked peaceful. Anyone who knew the
lieutenant would know that he was just hitting his thinking
stride.

Sharon wanted to get away from the snow, go
somewhere warmer when Patricia went to college.

He loved these mountains. He loved being a
cop. Getting older wasn’t something he could change. That was the
start of it. If the problem of his retirement stopped there, a
simple selection of personnel would have afforded a comfortable
solution. Handpick and carefully train his replacement so as to not
shock his jurisdiction.

Things moved slowly in the mountains. When
they moved at all. Times were constantly changing. Something would
happen and that stubborn pride would come back and there’d be all
sorts of chaos as people stuck to their ways. “Good for Granny,
good for me.”

Folks around here wouldn’t tolerate some
new-fangled chart lover hired in from the cities. Most wouldn’t
tolerate a woman in command. He didn’t see why, since Sharon had
taken good care of their house for so long. Silva accepted it as an
intolerance and knew that the one female cop with seniority would
not go over well.

No one else fit the profile that was needed,
either. It was when he started looking at the other substations
that Silva started noticing changes. Rumors of misappropriated
funds. Botched search and rescues. About how the twenty township
district needed to tighten its belts. Small townships, some with
only a population of about two to three hundred in the winter. The
summer, though. The summer was lucrative.

Lamp View was one of four substations beyond
the main office. It had the smallest budget, the oldest staff that
usually got the best pick of any spots that came available
throughout the entire five houses, and the only substation with a
detective. Easily absorbed into the other units. Too easily.

There were only four townships under patrol.
The main difference for Lamp View was its makeup. Half again, as
the next jurisdiction, as many logging camps, twice the number of
hotels and camping grounds. Which meant more tourism.

He didn’t believe in hire-ons. Never had.
Never would. If someone put their ass on the line, they deserved to
have it taken care of. His own Lieutenant hired for new patrol each
summer, and fistfights got out of control very quickly between
Townie and Tourist.

He’d found a way to protect his unit and
split the force in two every summer. Old timers for the Townies and
the Beach Patrol? Academy recruits or floaters eager to prove
themselves and beef up their resumes.

These thoughts were nothing new. Hadn’t been
new in a handful of years now.

Pittman had fully transferred in a couple of
years back, as he’d been part time between two houses. Two had
transferred out and Graham Brown retired. It left a hole.

He had the right, thanks to the charter, in
hiring his own personnel.

Silva opted for the long view of things- to
take the salary for two of the transfers and put it toward
diversification training. The more useful the staff, the less
likely it would be that, when it came time to shutting down one or
more of the substations, Lamp View would be at the top of the list.
What was new was Jaimie Carrigan. And Moe

Silva had the idea when Bernhardt, an old
friend and well-respected instructor, had contacted him about
Carrigan’s family and past history. It reminded him of an old debt,
still unpaid. One that had benefited his entire career. It was why
the tab-worn file had joined the others.

With four of his officers now trained as
EMT’s and volunteer firefighters, the canine team showed his
hand.

The file beckoned from the edge of the desk.
Maggie Jane again reminded him that his yearly report was late. He
knew it. Wondered how much longer he could put it off. Not much. A
week or two. Maybe a month. He had learned from his own commander
that being too efficient could cost plenty.

Maggie Jane. Most times the head dispatcher
was a blessing. Instead of trying to change her, Haywood took it
upon himself to make several mistakes to learn her system, a slow
bumbling speed and how to maneuver without it looking like he was.
The Colombo effect only without the big splash at the end of the
episode.

This time it paid off. Somehow, somewhere,
someone was targeting his substation. He knew it because of his
newest officers. He knew it because someone else knew what his plan
was, and was waiting for the results of the canine team’s first
year proficiencies. What Silva didn’t know was why. Or who.

 


Tuesday, 01/09/96; 10:38

“I’m sorry, Jared.”

“Sorry doesn’t mean shit to me right
now.”

Drew controlled his temper as the guard
slammed home the gate, holding his former informant by the upper
arm. “Look. I’ll talk to my LT again. Try to get word up to the
Captain. But you gotta understand- I made that deal with you to
clear up old shit. Not for you to get into more trouble. The ADA’s
got solid evidence. You got nailed selling shit out of your trunk
this time. Your own car. There’s no way you can say you didn’t know
it was there.”

The man in the bright yellow t-shirt
screamed. “Fuck you, asshole. I’m putting it out that you turn on
your CI’s. No one will talk to you now, dickhead!”

Drew locked eyes with the guard. “Do you want
to explain the stupidity of admitting to being a snitch to him, or
should I?”

Gerard shook his head. “I’ll slow down his
processing. Put him in emotional containment for a day. That’s all
I can do.”

 


Wednesday, 01/10/96; 04:12

At four twelve A.M., Jaimie stepped over the
squeaky tread on the back porch and stumbled into the light of the
hotel’s oversized kitchen. She winced and quickly flicked the light
to low. Her pants, itchy from half-dried mud, left a trail from the
back door to the bathroom. Her partner pranced in behind, carrying
his leash in his jaws and kindly spat the leather out.

“Sitzen Sie.”

The dog plunked his butt down on the
tiles.

“Danke.”

His black coat shone only slightly. Mostly
because he was the reason why Jaimie was so muddy.

Sergeant Moe had chased a thief from the
front of Helther Street twelve blocks south to the football field
behind the school. Jaimie hadn’t been far behind. During training,
it had taken her a little
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