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 Lansing, Ingham County

MONDAY, APRIL 30, 2007

Pulling down Washington Avenue in downtown Lansing, horns honking, traffic hurtling and jerking everywhere—the state’s worst drivers, hands down—Grady Service was still steaming from last night’s phone message from DNR law chief, Lorne O’Driscoll. No reasons, no hints; just be at HQ by 1000 hours.

It was ten till, and Service found the chief in uniform, sitting on a stone bench in the lobby of the Mason Building. Weird, he thought.

The chief stood and extended his hand. “Grady.”

“Chief, what’s going on?”

Longtime chief O’Driscoll chuckled softly. “No foreplay for you. Right to the heart of things. I’m retiring, Grady. Effective midnight tonight. The new chief wants to see you.”

What? There had been no more rumors than usual. Nothing. Milo Miars had said nothing last Friday. Not even hinted at it. What the hell is going on?This is too sudden. “You’re okay, right?”

“My health’s fine. But it’s time for others to fight the battles and wars.”

They took the elevator to the fifth floor. Several other passengers warmly greeted both men.

An older woman with close-cropped silver hair was seated behind the desk formerly occupied by O’Driscoll’s administrative assistant.

“Meet Luna Pinchot,” the chief said.

The woman reached up to him with her hand and nodded. She had a firm grip. “Detective,” was all she said. No smile, no emotion, just one word spoken in a neutral voice.

O’Driscoll pushed him toward the door.

“You coming with me?” Service asked.

“You’re on your own, Grady, just the way you like it. Try not to nuke him on your first meeting,” O’Driscoll said with a raised eyebrow.

For one of the few times in his life, Grady Service began to feel dread. He had no idea what was happening, a rare and unusual circumstance. He inhaled deeply, exhaled slowly, knocked once, and went through the door.

“Michigan Man,” the unshaven man with pale gray eyes said from behind O’Driscoll’s desk. “Yew done yew any dandy floods lately?”

“Eddie Waco?”

“Some dogs cain’t ’splain how they get from there to here.”

“You’re the new chief?”

“Vex you some, does hit?” Waco asked, smirking.

“Not sure,” Service said. He had worked with the Missouri conservation agent in the wake of the murders of his girlfriend Maridly Nantz and son Walter.

“How’s Cake?”

Cake Culkin was Waco’s shadow agent, his ersatz partner, the unofficial Missouri version of Michigan’s now-defunct Volunteer Conservation Officers, a program missed by just about every uniformed officer.

“Jes’ fine las’ time I seen ’im. You wonderin’ why I’m sittin’ here, do ya?”

“My head’s not clear enough yet to question anything,” Service said.

“Ain’t gonna blow smoke up your backside, Grady. I didn’t come lookin’ for this job. Hit come lookin’ for me, and I said yes, on the condition I call all the law shots—and I do mean all.”

“Who came after you?”

“Natural Resources Commission.”

This was the body of political appointees who directed conservation policy in Michigan. “Not their call,” Service said.

“They’re about to name a new director.”

“Eino Teeny’s leaving?”

“Already done cleared out his kit, I hear.”

This was all major, long-expected news. Teeny had been a toady of past governor Sam “Clearcut” Bozian. Teeny and Bozian had been equally loathed at all levels of the DNR. Once Bozian was term-limited out of the gubernatorial job and headed for the nation’s capital, everyone expected Teeny to follow, posthaste. But he had hung on, which suggested how bad his reputation was. Nobody wanted him, not even Sam Bozian.

“Who replaces Teeny?”

“Betwixt us boys, Mizz Doctor Belphoebe Cheke.”

“Never heard of her.”

“They’re bringin’ her in from Wyoming—wildlife management type.”

“Cheney country.”

“Word’s out the Veep’s mucho pissed, but the woman can’t stand him.”

“Well, that’s a big point in her favor,” Service said.

Waco smiled. “You and me once made a good pack.”

“True,” Service said.

“I’ll be blunt. I’m askin’ you to take a step up the organizational ladder.”

Service shook his head. “Up isn’t the direction I’m interested in, Eddie. I’m thinking more about sliding gracefully out—into retirement.”

Waco shook his head. “Retirement would bore the britches off’n the likes of you.”

“Sorry.”

“I’d like you beside me as captain and assistant chief. You might want to think on this some, before you say no. You could do a lot of good for the department and for me. I’m the new guy and I get a honeymoon. You know where all the bodies are buried. Together we can do good things.”

“Eddie, if I spent any more time in Lansing than I already have, you’d probably end up arresting me for homicide. You need someone smart you can really count on.”

Waco pursed his lips and paused. “Got a name?”

“Lieutenant Lisette McKower.”

“No reservations?”

“None. She’s the best we have.”

“Okay, then. I ain’t one for twistin’ arms. Okay if I call you and check in with you from time to time?”

“Hell, come ride with me—but if you call me, it’s on your own dime.”

“Wouldn’t think of spendin’ guv’mint money,” Chief Eddie Waco said. “You can count on seeing me again real soon.”

“Congratulations,” Service said, and added, “I think. Why did you take this job?”

“I got jumped to second captain back home and finished my PhD. First captain’s a good man. Didn’t want to compete against him. This looked like an innerestin’ job, and I figured with you here, we might just make us a difference. This state’s got the longest history of all when it comes to salaried professional game wardens—a long, proud history.”

“I hope your future analyses are better than that one,” Service said. “This state’s in financial freefall and the whole place is going under.”

“Never figgered you for such an optimist,” Eddie Waco said.

The two men laughed together and shook hands.

O’Driscoll was waiting outside. “You approve?”

“Probably.”

“You turn him down?”

“Yep.”

“And then you recommended McKower?”

“Yessir.”

“Think she’ll take it?”

“If the chief has any say in it, she will. He was a helluva officer down in Missouri.”

“He says you’re the best he ever worked with.”

“He’s chief, not God.”
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 Rock River Headwaters, Alger County

TUESDAY, MAY 1, 2007

Grady Service was passing Vanderbilt when his cell phone rang. “This here’s Kinkaid,” the man’s gravelly voice croaked into the cell phone. “Santinaw says he needs to see you right away, like most ricky-tick, eh?”

Grady Service’s first response was an uncommunicative sigh. Santinaw was Huronicus St. Andrew, a Munising Ojibwa, who had served in the Pacific in World War II and returned home in late 1946 after spending some time in Japan. As a boy, St. Andrew had pronounced his name Santinaw, which had stuck ever since. He lived mostly alone, never married, and occasionally worked as a hunting and fishing guide.

Grady Service’s old man, a once-famous Michigan conservation officer, had known the Indian well, but Service hadn’t talked to Santinaw since a bizarre bear-poaching case some years back. The old man had to be pushing ninety, and the message to come see him “right away” left the Department of Natural Resources detective scratching his head. No phone, of course. St. Andrew lived in another century; pinpointing the exact one was impossible. Kinkaid, the messenger, ran a small general store in Eben.

Service finally spoke. “Right away as in today, or as soon as I can reasonably get there?”

Kinkaid sighed. “You know the old sonuvagun’s never that specific. He wants his groceries fetched out to him.”

Service closed the cell phone. Vintage Santinaw—always killing multiple birds with the same shot, and never a please uttered on the front side: Just do it. Santinaw, a revered, powerful tribal elder and holy man, was not one for vacuous social graces or empty gestures.

Grady Service called Tuesday Friday from St. Ignace and told her about the meeting with the new chief. Friday—more than a girlfriend, less than a wife—was a homicide detective with the Michigan State Police in Negaunee, divorced, with a young son. Probably their relationship could be more precisely defined, but for now they were both comfortable with the arrangement as it stood. Both had hyperkinetic cop schedules and they got together when they could. Shigun, her son, often stayed with him when she was working.

“You know the new chief?”

“Worked together once.”

“Life sure can be odd,” she said. She had been expecting him for dinner that night, but he told her he had to stop in Alger County and would be later, and not to hold dinner for him. He thought about trying to explain Kinkaid’s call about Santinaw, but it was impossible to accurately define the old Ojibwa, so he told her he’d talk more when he saw her again.

“Give Shigun five for me,” he said just before hanging up, and she laughed.

“When I see you again, I’ll be giving you a lot more than five,” Friday purred seductively.

• • •

As he drove toward Eben, Grady Service reflected on the fact that work in recent years had taken some distinctly dark and unexpected turns. It seemed that his ability to control outcomes, or even to ensure justice, was diminishing. The nagging question in his mind: Was this despite him or because of him?

Not having the answer didn’t keep him from wondering how after nearly three decades, law enforcement seemed to be getting both richer and more complex, with more and more people counting on him, which meant having answers for them. Right? He hated this aspect.

Kinkaid was a short, slightly stooped, gnomelike man with a thin, florid face, and crooked teeth stained by tobacco. He had a carton of Basic cigarettes on his counter ready to add to a canvas pack. “Santinaw’s groceries—and his smokes.”

A young woman stepped up and hooked the pack with her arm. “I’m Lacey Lucey,” the woman said. “Santinaw’s woman. I’ll carry the load if I can catch a ride.”

Service looked at Kinkaid, who shrugged.

“Who pays for the old man?” Service asked the grocer.

“Running tab.”

“Cleared recently?”

“Not in a couple of years.”

“What’s it up to?”

Kinkaid told him. Service shook his head and wrote a check to the man. Even with the recent stock market debacle he still had more money than he would ever be able to spend. The amount the Indian owed on account didn’t seem like that much for more than two years, and Service suspected that the old bastard did a lot of “natural harvesting” near his cabin, meaning illegal hunting and fishing. How somebody that old could still get around in winter woods was beyond him, but he admired the old man for sticking to his own lifestyle and not bending to the demands of others.

Lacey Lucey said nothing during the drive from Eben, and when they got out of the truck, she grabbed the pack again and looked at him. “You want me to lead?”

He nodded. Last time here CO Jake Mecosta had led the way, and both of them had gotten turned around. Mecosta was retired now. All the old-timers were hanging up their boots. Why not you? he asked himself.

“Known Santinaw long?” he asked the woman.

“Long enough,” she said, ducking into the trees at a brisk clip.

Two miles of tortuous verticality and poor footing took a lot of effort, and when they finally reached the old man’s cabin on a rocky promontory, Service was sweating and felt slightly winded. The woman showed no effects. She stopped at the door and knocked loudly.

“Santinaw, it’s Lacey,” she called out.

The Indian said. “Go away. I ain’t got no time for the funny business.”

“You’re my man,” she said. “There’s more than the funny business in a relationship. We’ve got your groceries.”

“What about my smokes?”

“Them too,” she said.

St. Andrew opened the door and squinted. He nodded and grunted when he saw Service. “Bojo… come in,” he said, and when the woman hung back, the old man shook his head, held up his right index finger, and said, “You can come in, but this here’s gonna be some serious man-talk you ain’t part of.”

“I won’t interfere,” the woman said, proffering the carton of cigarettes.

The cabin had not changed since Service had last seen it. There was a woodstove, ricks of logs piled in an orderly fashion outside the cabin walls, the overall effect that of a whole, well-maintained operation. There were cured furs on the walls, an oiled crosscut saw, a shelf filled with old crocks and bottles, and a rack of bamboo fly rods turned orange by age and use. The floor was shiny from decades of boots, and there wasn’t a visible speck of dust.

There was a bed in one corner, and a small table with four simple wooden chairs painted basic red.

Santinaw cracked opened the carton with his thumb, ripped open a pack of Basics, removed one, and lit up before offering the pack to Service, but not to the woman.

“You come along pretty quick.”

“Your message said right away. What’s up?”

Huronicus St. Andrew said solemnly, “Our ancestors are being defiled.”

“Our ancestors, as in yours, and/or mine?”

Santinaw grinned. “I always liked wabish sense of humor. My people think of you as almost one of us, so I guess that makes this about our ancestors. Back when our people fought the Lakota, war parties would appoint one of their bravest to be a runner, who would return to the tribe afterward and tell them what happened. Even if everyone survived, the runner always spoke first because he stayed at a distance, didn’t get involved like the others, and could see the big picture. You’re like a runner. And you’re known to be fair—for a paleface.”

Service stifled a laugh. It had been years since he’d heard that word.

Santinaw had always been an odd and mysterious figure, and Service understood him no better now than when he had been a boy and come to visit with his father. “What is it I’m supposed to be watching?”

“Bleedin’ sand,” Huronicus St. Andrew said. “The sand is bleedin’, and only you can stanch it.”

“Are there going to be more details?”

“My son, Four Hawks, and my people need you, Service.”

“You have a son?”

“Even Santinaw can’t defy odds all the time. Whiteman’s weinerboots ain’t a hundred percent, eh? His name is Four Hawks, but in your world he is called Duncan Katsu, his mother’s name.”

Service smirked and took a drag on his cigarette: Santinaw’s exploits with much younger women was legendary in the central U.P., and probably throughout the entire Ojibwa populace of the United States and central Canada.

“Where is this son of yours?”

“I seen him up there on that Coast of Death.”

“You were up there?”

Santinaw tapped his head. “I got the gift.”

Death’s Coast. It had been years since he’d heard the term. White men called the south shore of Lake Superior the Shipwreck Coast, and the Chippewa called it Coast of Death because of a bloody battle fought with marauding Iroquois centuries back, which may have happened or could very well be bullshit. With the tribes you never knew for sure what was real and what was a figment of group imagination and the inaccuracy of oral history.

Technically, the area stretched from Munising to White Fish Point, but the main Shipwreck Coast ran east from Grand Marais to Whitefish, a largely uninhabited coastline rarely visited except by a few tourists and agate hunters.

“He lives way out there?”

“Between Crisp and Vermilion,” Santinaw mumbled, “near the halfway house.”

“You visited him?”

“I seen the whole thing.”

Service inhaled deeply. Stay calm; he’s an old man, and he’s seen—and believes—things you don’t know about.

Service tried to recall what he thought he knew. In the old days there had been a string of U.S. Life-Saving Service stations stretched around the coastlines of the Great Lakes and down the Eastern Seaboard, and every day surfmen had walked the beaches, looking for flotsam and jetsam from wrecks. The surfmen were very tough hombres. One man would walk halfway to the next station and the next station would send a man the other way, and the two would make contact in the middle, compare notes, spend the night, and walk their return routes the next morning. Crisp Point was about as isolated a place as one could find in the U.P.

“He have a camp up that way?”

“Ain’t none of us own land ’cept in wabish thinking. He treats the land with respect and it takes care of him. The boy lives the old way and practices the traditional ways. He’s headstrong, but a good boy. He went off to try the wabish way, but he came back. We always come back.”

The traditional way? Bleeding sand? What the hell is he talking about?

“Am I supposed to go see him?”

“A man is free to choose,” St. Andrew said.

Bullshit. Santinaw was putting the bite on him, leaving him no choice. “Think you could cough up a bit more detail for me to go on?”

“Look into your heart,” the old man said, turning and gently patting the younger woman’s firm left buttock. She responded with a lascivious laugh.

“I take it you won’t be hiking out with me?” he said to Lacey Lucey.

She raised an eyebrow and said, “My old man and me, we got important things ta take care of.”

Service nodded and smiled. It had been a week since he’d last seen Friday and he could empathize.

By the time he got to his truck he was winded. Need to step up your workouts, he told himself. His sinuses had been plugged for more than a month, which sometimes left him feeling like he was living inside a gelatinous atmosphere. If this kept on, he’d call Vince Vilardo and try to get the sinuses cleared.

The internist and retired medical examiner for Delta County was an old friend and collaborator, and despite retirement, still seeing a few patients. He’d probably bug him to get a full physical, but he’d been avoiding this for years and saw no reason to give in now. You take your truck to the dealer and it comes out with more problems than it went in with. Same thing happens when you go see a damn doctor. It can’t be coincidence.
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 Newberry, Luce County

WEDNESDAY, MAY 2, 2007

Grady Service called District Two’s Lieutenant Lisette McKower during his drive east. His former partner and sergeant, one-time lover, and now district lieutenant, remained a close friend.

“Lis, Grady. You hearing any rumbles about tribal problems up on the south shore?”

“Should I have?”

“Not sure. I got summoned to Santinaw’s, and he wants me to go visit his son. He says the boy lives the old way up on the Coast of Death.”

“Huh,” she said. “That’s Jingo Sedge’s area.”

“Sedge?”

“Two academy classes back. Good kid, and really serious, so go easy. The young officers in this department believe you walk on water. Shows you how poorly we recruit for judgment.”

“Liquid shit can easily be mistaken for water,” he said.

“Grady, you can’t duck leadership responsibilities your whole career. You’re the best at this job. Think how much you could help our young people.”

“There are lots of ways to do this job and make cases,” he said defensively. He wasn’t in the mood for one of her lectures, no matter how well-intentioned.

She sighed dramatically. “There’re a lot of young officers who could use your guidance in teaching them to do things your way… the old way… the right way.”

He immediately changed the subject. “Where’s Sedge live?”

“Right on M-123, about four miles west of Tahq State Park, just east of CR 500. The place is an old service station, a cinder-block hovel with a Mobil Oil sign. The other officers call it the Bomb Shelter. Nobody can believe the Department of Environmental Quality or the EPA haven’t condemned it. Sedge likes to run solo. None of us has ever been inside.”

“What’s Sedge’s call?”

“Two One Thirty.”

“What’s Sedge like?”

“Same as you when you began—storm trooper, takes no prisoners.”

I was like that? Always hard to tell if McKower is jabbing for fun or for real. “You in the Newberry office today?”

“I promised Sergeant Bryan I’d work with him and one of his new officers between Trout Lake and Fibre.”

Six-foot-six Sergeant Jeffey Bryan, Service recalled, had been a cub CO when the two of them had gotten into the middle of a strange shooting incident between Amish and Mennonite hunting parties some years back.

“Later.”

“Bear in mind that what you say to young officers gets passed around like gospel.”

“Just fucking great,” he said, and hung up. Would Eddie Waco promote her to Lansing? He was an idiot if he didn’t. As for him and Lis, she’d find ways to keep track of him. She always had.
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 Halfway House, Chippewa County

THURSDAY, MAY 3, 2007

Grady Service spent the night in the Newberry office, studying the area topographical maps he’d spread all around the conference room.

He had been to Vermilion Point where the feds once had a top-secret wolf-training operation, but never anywhere near Crisp Point or between the two sites. He considered giving Jingo Sedge a bump, but ruled it out. Santinaw had come to him for a reason. Until he had a better feel for what he was going into, if anything, it would be better to not complicate matters.

He tried to find a plat book for Chippewa County, but the back of his truck was trashed beyond description. Probably left the damn thing at home. You’ve got to clean out your truck, he lectured himself. He looked at a topo instead. Five-Pack Creek seemed to parallel Lake Superior, north of what was listed on one of his maps as the Vermilion Rod and Gun Club property. It had been there when he worked in the district, but he had no idea if the club was still in operation.

Halfway House—he learned from a clerk who worked at Pickelman’s General Store south of Newberry on M-28—was the site of a shack, of which there might or might not be anything left. There was no way to know because the place was rarely visited by anyone the man knew of, and every winter seemed to eat more of the shore and embankments out that way.

Service made his way north on Old Maple Block Trail, where it angled north off the East Town Truck Trail. It was just after 4 p.m. when he stashed his truck a mile or so south of the old Rod and Gun Club property, hoisted his ruck, secured the truck, and headed north on foot through the sandy soil, jack pines, and scrub oaks. He figured the hike to be about three miles, maybe a smidge more. No way to tell where Duncan Katsu’s camp was, but there couldn’t be many places up this way, and somewhere ahead he expected there would be a county fire number or a camp sign.

Within an estimated quarter-mile of Lake Superior, and easing through a heavily wooded area of scrub oak on a steep barrier dune, he caught the faint sound of voices and stopped to try and pinpoint the source. Damn sinus condition made hearing unreliable. Gotta go see Vince, get this ear shit taken care of.

Voices ahead, somewhere to the left, not close. Wind’s out of the north. Hearing was a key sense in the woods, and a lot more difficult to use accurately than your eyes, but often more reliable. Move cautiously, he reminded himself.

His Automatic Vehicle Locator rolling map and his topo charts had shown Five-Pack Creek flowing out of Brown’s Lake to the west and meandering eastward and north, sort of roughly paralleling the coast. He’d never seen Five-Pack Creek, but guessed it would be cold and narrow with a steady current and a mostly loon-shit bottom, tag alder banks, and probably a lot of woody debris. Probably will have some native brook trout in it, but too far off the beaten path for most anglers to bother with. Can feed me if I’m hungry enough.

He had a hand line stowed in his ruck, and if he got the opportunity and was in the mood, he told himself, he might get up a brook trout meal tonight. After hiking, he was feeling slightly winded again, and already hungry. The last real meal he’d had was yesterday’s breakfast, when he’d made one of his giant shroomelets. He patted his stomach. You can afford to miss some meals, pal.

This morning he’d telephoned his granddaughter in Houghton and had enjoyed a nonsensical conversation with the two-and-a-half-year-old, which left him feeling kingly: Little Maridly. Just the thought of her made him smile and feel warm all over. She talked nonstop and smiled at him nonstop and would stand beside him and pat his back like he was an old dog. Which you are, he reminded himself.

More voices, this time further right. Could be wind, he reminded himself. Wind tended to whip off the lake into the barrier dunes and send fractured sound scrambling.

Five-Pack Creek turned out to be exactly what he’d expected, and as he walked westward he found a shallow place with hard-packed gravel. There was an orange plastic cap stuck in the grass. Assholes who litter! He picked it up, stuffed it in his pocket, waded across, and made his way northeast through an immense expanse of chest-high horsetail ferns. His mind was on fish. The gravel area suggested fall salmon and spring steelhead runs. Law-abiding anglers might not make the effort to get out this far, but violators surely would.

Halfway through the ferns, the plants suddenly erupted into life and his heart began pounding as something began running tight, fast circles around him. Instinctively he pulled out his.40 cal and held his breath as a gangly, long-legged young wolf popped onto a grassy hummock ten yards away and stared at him before loping away.

Calm down, he told himself. Then, What the hell is a single wolf doing here? This time of year the packs are usually in their rendezvous areas, teaching their pups how to hunt and kill beaver.

The terrain rose steadily as he moved north until he crested a ridge and could see a dense marsh below and the big lake beyond that, its swells slopping lazily against the beaches. He couldn’t actually see the beaches or shore, but he could hear Lake Superior.

What made the most sense was to get down to the beach, look around, backtrack into the cover of the tree line, and make temporary camp. If he decided to go for brook trout, he could hike back to the creek. There should be natural bait in abundance along the stream’s edge.

From the trees, Service looked eastward and saw smoke wafting from below—from where he guesstimated the beach to be. Actually, he thought he’d caught a faint smell of smoke before, but the wind was shifting to the northwest now and curling the smoke away from him. No law against fires out here, but it seemed uncomfortably close to the water’s edge, and if the wind came up or a tanker passed, even a half-mile offshore, whoever was tending the fire would get swamped by incoming waves, or worse. Unless his mental picture of the beach was different than reality. At least the fire seemed close to the water, which meant not much fuel for it to get into.

Preferring not to show himself, he walked eastward and moved downhill through the trees. A couple of hundred yards east, he froze when he saw two apparently naked men jog quickly through the trees, headed south. Both were shirtless and had feathers in their hair. They wore ankle-high moccasins, he thought, but he wasn’t sure. It was pushing twilight now. Something weird for sure. But it is the U.P., he reminded himself, shaking his head, as if this explained all aberrations.

Allowing the pair to move on, he saw what appeared to be a clearing on the edge of the tree line where a small fire was flickering. One man was sitting alone on a log, smoking a cigar, his face painted red and black. Jesus, what the hell is this?

Service watched from concealment as three more men came up from the woods to the north, mumbled a few words to the man by the campfire, and continued southward, same as the first two men. These three wore loincloths and just looked naked. Probably the other two had been the same. Still, it was peculiar.

A tiny fire was an Indian’s fire, not a white man’s. Service found himself nodding off. Sign of age; unable to maintain focus like when you were young.

He fell asleep and kept nodding awake and checking on the man. He finally woke with a start not to sound exactly, but to motion, moving air or something, someone or something cutting through dune grasses, something afoot, vibration. Not that damn wolf again. Blurry-eyed, he saw the fire still flickering on low, but its tender nowhere in sight. Damn. Jesus, did I sleep all night? Doofus!

Looking around frantically and trying to shake off sleep, he saw stooped black forms moving through the eelgrass around him, not running, but not walking either. Lots of them, spread pretty well, good discipline. Nobody could get a whole bunch of them with one shot. Why such discipline? Ass-hole militia types? The U.P. had plenty of them. I hate gun-nut militias, he thought.

A light touch on his shoulder startled him so badly he nearly yelled, but he managed to contain himself. A voice said, “You gonna sit there in the sand, old man, or deal yourself in?”

Female voice, confident, in charge. Before he could ask, the voice added, “Jingo Sedge. And you’d be Service, the legend himself.”

Before he could answer, she had moved on. He struggled to his knees and got up, semi-stumbling through the loose sand until he got his bearings and began to get his mind focused. By then, Sedge was moving like a greyhound and he had to hump to keep up. He only reached her as all hell broke loose in the form of a collective human scream that was more penetrating than any lynx he’d ever heard—and one lynx was way more than enough to stop the unsuspecting heart momentarily. This was like that, only a lot louder and more penetrating. Somehow, over the top of the crescendo, he could hear a female stentorian voice commanding, “Touch this man and you are going to fucking jail!”

Service caught up to the crowd and pushed his way between the painted men without shirts to find Sedge holding the arm of a small man and glaring at the rest of the group.

A tall man with wild hair was in front of her. Service tapped his arm and said, “DNR,” and eased over to Sedge’s side. Why the hell didn’t Lis tell me Sedge is female?

Light was beginning to draw pink in the eastern sky, most of the landscape blackening like buried coal. Morningon the way. How much did I miss last night?

The man had long black hair tied back in a long braid, and the bright red print of a human hand across the bottom half of his face.

“Bojo. This like some sort of Shinob Halloween?” Service asked. “Seems a little early for costumes.” Shinob was an obscure slang word for the Anishinaabeg, the tribe white men called Ojibwa or Chippewa.

The man grunted. “Just like em-shii-goo-shee to have the cultural sensitivities of a reptile.” The man looked up at Service and held out a cigar. “Wa-bish-kis mis-sabe.”

“My Shinob’s a hair rusty,” Service said, ignoring the cigar and sitting down cross-legged on a hummock of grass. “Talk fucking English.”

Sedge said, “White Giant, the White Shadow Wolf.”

Service ignored her, said to the pony-tailed man, “You Katsu?”

The man nodded. “One seed of many planted by Huronicus St. Andrew, master manipulator.”

“Santinaw told me the sand is bleeding.”

“Obviously not for him, or he’d be here as a matter of honor.”

Service held up his hands. “Listen, I haven’t got a clue what any of this is about, or even what the hell ‘bleeding sand’ is. Your old man asked me to come see you, and here I am.”

Sedge said, “White Giant super dick rides in to rescue incompetent rookie CO and savage Shinobs.”

The chip on her shoulder wouldn’t fit into the bed of an oversized pickup truck. Service added, “Santinaw doesn’t send anyone without a good reason. ’Course, sometimes he’s not too damn good about saying what those reasons are.”

Katsu chuckled and once again held out the cigar. “That’s Santinaw, the backwoods puppetmaster—certain he’s pulling all the strings, even when they don’t exist.”

Service accepted the cigar and lit it. “Megwetch,” he said with a head nod. “Thanks.”

Katsu offered nothing to Sedge, who harrumphed indignance.

As it grew lighter, Service saw that all the men with Katsu were painted, some of them frighteningly so.

“This public land?” Service asked after a while.

“Define ‘public,’” Duncan Katsu said. “There’s been Anishinaabeg here since time began.”

“Bullshit,” Sedge interjected. “If you’re referring to your people, they have not been in this area since time began. They migrated from northeast Canada around 1500 and pushed the Sioux westward over a hundred years or so. Your ancestors were interlopers, same as the Europeans. You, me, us—same-same, dude; run people off, take over their property.”

“You gonna bust us for trespass?” Katsu asked in a challenging voice.

Service said, “Hell, I don’t know exactly where I am, which means if you’re trespassing, I guess I am too.” He added, “You want to ask your people to all step up where I can see them? I don’t much like people hanging back in the dark when I’m in the light. Nothing personal. Think of it as an occupational courtesy.”

Katsu’s people spread out until Service counted twenty-four of them, all decked out in breechcloths or deerskin leggings, their loosened hair long, with lots of feathers, and more than a few traditional weapons, the curved clubs called “breakheads” looking especially lethal. All of the people wore paint in a wide variety of designs, but the colors tended mostly to be black and red, like Katsu’s, and Service wondered if this was meant to signify something.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say this looks like a war party,” Service said.

“Could come to that,” Katsu said. “If the others choose, we’ll happily oblige.”

Katsu glared at Sedge.

What others? “As in your others, or other others?” Service asked.

Katsu said, “You wear a badge. It should be obvious.”

Little about tribals was ever obvious, and about the time you thought it was, they knocked you off balance with subtleties so deep they were often inexplicable, and certainly unfathomable to one not raised in Native traditions. “I can’t even solve my granddaughter’s jigsaw puzzles,” Service said. “And she’s just going on three.”

“A white member of the Shadow Wolves can’t figure things out?” Katsu said, leering at him. “That’s bullshit, wabish.”

“Yeah, total bullshit,” Jingo Sedge added.

“No, it’s apples and oranges,” Service countered. God, Sedge is a total pain in the ass. Like a damn Jack Russell always on the attack.

At that moment Service heard a poorly muffled ATV coming down the beach toward them. Katsu’s painted and feathered people immediately charged eastward, screaming.

Sedge surged after the group and Service followed. She somehow got past the lead Ojibwa and charged into a man who was getting off the four-wheeler, hitting him with a violent head-on tackle that put him on his back on the ground with a loud thump.

She grabbed the individual’s arms, twisted them behind him, cuffed him, and yelled at Service, “Secure the driver!”

Service grabbed the driver as he tried to restart the machine and knocked him off the seat, jerked him to his feet, and only then discovered he had just rough-dusted a woman, skinny as a rail, loose hair, wild eyes, shaking like a leaf.

That’s when the infernal shrieking began anew, screams so penetrating they shot a chill down Service’s spine, the sort of screams he had once heard from fanatical North Vietnamese troops charging to their deaths through the jungle at night.

But this morning there was no crackle of gunfire or grenades popping, and all he could hear was a voice shouting angrily. Soon Sedge appeared, escorting a small red-haired man with a goatee and long hair. The man was struggling vigorously and hopelessly against Sedge until he saw Service.

The woman Service held was about the man’s age, skinny and mean-eyed.

“You white?” the cuffed man asked. “Or one of them? So damn much mixed blood in the tribes nowadays, can’t hardly tell who’s real anymore.”

“I’m Detective Service, Department of Natural Resources, and I’m real.”

“Sedge, conservation officer,” his partner of the moment announced.

“Detective? Game wardens? Where the hell are the real cops? Listen, tell these bloody Shinob cretins to leave us alone.”

“Who are you?” Service asked.

“We call him Cool Ghoul,” one of Katsu’s people called out.

“Professor Delmure Arcton Toliver,” the man said. “Dr. Toliver to these troublemakers.”

“You a doctor who treats patients, Del?” Service asked.

“My doctorate is in history, my thesis on the Anishinaabeg migration.”

“Up here you’ve gotta treat patients to be called ‘Doctor.’”

“You don’t mean up here… you mean out here. This place is on the edge of the Earth.”

“He’s desecrating our ancestors,” Katsu said with a hiss.

Toliver took a deep breath and said measuredly, “We’ve been through this before, Katsu. This land is not a burial ground. There are no bodies here. This was a fishing village and a safety refuge from bad weather. There were never more than twenty or thirty people living here at any given moment, and there were no burials.”

“There are hundreds of remains here,” Katsu replied. “Na-do-we - se bodies.”

Toliver snorted. “Jesus, man. The oral traditions of your own people say the battles between Ojibwa and Na-do-we-se took place at least forty miles southeast of here. Remember— Iroquois Point?”

Katsu examined the small man. “And the Menominee claim they killed a thousand enemies on Green Bay, but the Menominee are liars. The real battle was here, and my people were in it.”

“Whatever,” Toliver said dismissively. He shook his head and looked to Service like he had more he wanted to say, but couldn’t summon the words.

“The professor wants to dig for artifacts,” Katsu said. “If I wanted to go and dig for pots in Arlington National Cemetery, you think your wabish government would allow that?”

“Arlington is a cemetery,” Toliver said.

“This place is no less,” Katsu said with a steely voice.

Toliver sighed. “I have been issued the requisite state permits to sink-test cores.”

“Permits issued by whom?” Service asked.

“The Office of the State Archaeologist,” Toliver said righteously.

“Toliver and the State both deny the truth,” Katsu said.

Toliver keened, “Your own state authorities agree that there are no bodies here. I have permits. Everything is legal and in order. Katsu is obstructing a legally sanctioned archaeological dig and academic field program.”

“There will not be digging here,” Katsu said. “None.”

“I’ll be back with real cops,” Toliver said.

“We’re both real cops, dipstick,” Sedge said angrily, nodding toward Service, “and, more to the point, the DNR grants the right to dig, not the state archaeologist.”

“I’m not going to stand here and argue pointlessly or be insulted anymore,” Toliver said. “These people assaulted us. I want to file charges.”

“Do what you feel you have to do,” Katsu said flatly.

Toliver said, “We want our machine back.”

Service’s eyes narrowed. “You illegally used that thing, so we’ll just hang on to it for now. The walk out will probably do you good.”

“Illegally?”

“Riding double, no helmets, nearly plowed into a group of people, riding on the beach, which is against the law—we could keep going with the list, but we’ll leave it at careless operation and just warn you on the other things.”

He looked at the driver. “Who’re you?”

“Jane,” she said in a quavering voice.

Toliver said, “Good God, man—do you realize how far we are from our vehicle?”

Service said, “More to the point, do you?”

When Toliver and the woman turned and began to trudge east, several Ojibwa blocked their way. Service intervened, separating Toliver and the woman from Katsu’s people. “Okay, fun’s over. Let these people pass.” He nodded at Sedge, who gave the woman named Jane a nudge toward Toliver.

The four of them walked down the beach.

“You saw everything,” Toliver said. “The assaults.”

“I’m not sure what I saw,” Service said. “How long has this pissing match been going on?”

“We had the first encounter with Katsu last summer. Flin Yardley, the state archaeologist, had already given permission, but we went back and asked again if he was certain there were no remains here, and he told us we were clear to sink-test holes. Now, every time we show up, Katsu and his thugs are here blocking us. I don’t understand how they always know we’re coming.”

“A professor where?”

“Hibernian College near Cleveland.”

Service had never heard of it. “You teach there?”

“Twenty years, and I’m curator of the campus museum.”

“So, if there are bodies here, you can’t legally dig?”

“If there are bodies, we can dig, but the dig would then have to satisfy federal regs in addition to state regs, and because of NAGPRA, the feds would formally bring Native Americans into the process.”

“NAGPRA?”

Sedge blurted out, “That’s the Native American Graves Protection and Repatriation Act, which says nothing can be done to bones without direction by and from the Indians.” Her voice betrayed extreme frustration.

“Tribals do tend to complicate some things,” Service said, speaking from experience.

“You’ve dealt with them?” the professor said.

“The thing is, mostly they just want people to think about what they’re doing.”

“Bloody hell, man, I study them and think about them and their past all the time.”

“And you’re certain this was no more than a fishing village?”

“Right—a distinctly minor one, more a safe refuge from inclement weather than a serious, established fishing settlement.”

“How can you know that?”

“Various European accounts, including the Jesuit Relations, all of which formalize the Native oral traditions.”

Sedge said, “Katsu says you’re wrong.”

“What does he know? These people didn’t even have a written language until Europeans came along, and even that took a couple of centuries. This group of Katsu’s isn’t a federally recognized tribe. They call themselves the Five-Pack Creek Band of aboriginals under the Grand Island Ojibwa but it’s all made up, with absolutely no historical basis. I know; I’ve made a career of studying these people.”

“Did you two have helmets?” Service asked.

“No need. We’re on sand, and I drive carefully.”

Service stopped walking, took out his ticket book, opened it, and started writing.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Toliver asked.

“Giving you a ticket for riding your machine on the beach. That’s against the law. But I’ll just issue warnings on the helmets.”

Toliver said. “You think this is a joke?”

“A joke? Professor, there’s about two dozen tribals back there, decked out in war paint and carrying some very nasty-looking weapons. The last thing I think is that this is funny. You stir a hornet’s nest, you’ve got to expect to get your sad butt stung.”

Dr. Toliver set his jaw. “That knife cuts two ways, buddy boy.”

Katsu was alone by the time Service and Sedge got back to him.

“Toliver seems pretty insistent about his permits.”

Katsu said, “I’m telling you, the Office of the State Archaeologist can’t permit him legally because there are remains here. It would be a violation, a desecration—not that such things ever stopped wabishi in the past.”

“Have you talked to this archaeology office?”

“They only talk to other archaeologists. Seems to us the State wants Toliver to dig here, only we can’t figure out exactly why.”

“Historical reasons?”

“Or black-market artifacts,” Sedge interjected.

Service stared at her. “Artifacts… here?”

Sedge walked over to the four-wheeler and opened a storage case mounted on the handlebars. “If Toliver’s honorable, why’s he carrying a shovel? Archaeologists don’t dig in the dark.”

“Emergency kit for the four-wheeler?” Service countered.

Sedge extracted a trowel, a whisk broom, and a small bucket with wire mesh across the bottom. “This stuff look to you like four-wheeler emergency equipment?”

She had a point, and Service felt a rumble in his stomach, a sure sign that he had rolled into the middle of something he sensed he was totally unprepared to deal with. They chained the four-wheeler to a tree, told Katsu to keep his people away from the machine, and headed out.

Sedge said nothing during the long hike back to their trucks. Hers was parked next to his. Suddenly she pivoted sharply and raised a fist. “Who in the hell do you think you are, horning in on my case!”

Holy shit. She’s a damn wildcat. “Whoa,” he said, raising his hands. “I’m not horning in on anything.”

“I’ve been working this goddamn case for months. I just got an assistant attorney general up to speed, and that asshole jumped ship to another job without a goddamn word. Now I have to start all over.”

Once some of her fire had been tamped down, Service said, “Look, you don’t want me in this, I’m outta here; color me gone. It’s that simple.”

She looked up at him and gnawed the inside of her cheek. “No, you’d better come to my place after we patrol and let me bring you up to speed.”

“That mean you want me in?”

“Take my word,” she said strangely. “You’d like that.”

He had a feeling she wasn’t talking about the case. Talking to her was like running through an unmarked minefield. Keep your mouth shut, he advised himself. It was Friday, and he was tired.
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They did not get to her place until well after midnight. Service felt vaguely sore from hiking, and he was famished.

As McKower had told him, the old gas station was right on M-123, just before the Middle Branch of Linton Creek. A large and rusty metal Mobil Oil sign squeaked as the morning wind pushed against it. “That thing looks like it’s gonna come down someday and cause some damage,” Service said, trying to look at the woman without being obnoxious. She stood no more than five-foot-five, had her hair stuffed under her law enforcement baseball cap, and looked like she was borderline anorexic. “You follow my tracks in last night?” he asked her.

“By the Five-Pack,” she said, adding, “I’m Donna Sedge, but call me Jingo.” She did not stick out her hand. “Saw your truck on the AVL.”

“Jingo’s a different kind of name,” he said.

“I’m a different kind of person,” she muttered.

Service sensed that the anger that had surfaced earlier was still there, but now she was holding it back. Measuring me? he wondered. Regretting inviting me back here?

“You want me to rustle up some coffee?” she asked.

They were still outside, between their two trucks. “That’d be good,” he said.

She made no move to open the door to her place. “Toliver was in Paradise yesterday. Someone I know heard him say he was headed to the beach again.”

“Were you following Toliver?” Service asked.

“I don’t have to follow him. Katsu has a plant at the motel where Toliver stays. The informant calls Katsu, then me. Until I saw your truck pop up on the computer and cut your trail,” she said, “I had everything under control. Been up to me I’d never have let Toliver get that close to Katsu’s people, but I saw your call on the AVL and figured I’d already had this out with Katsu; he knows he can’t be messing with Toliver or anyone else who comes out there. It’s public land, and moral right isn’t synonymous with legal right.”

She seemed on the verge of boiling. “I didn’t intend to interfere. I’ve looked into Toliver’s background. He’s not some scribble-school chump, Detective. He’s highly respected and damn powerful in academic circles.”

It dawned on Service that Sedge was deeply involved in all this, whatever it was, and that maybe she had neglected to inform her lieutenant. “Have you talked to the state archaeologist?” he asked her, intentionally switching directions to see how she would react.

She made a growling sound. “Those clowns don’t talk to mere cops. We’re the equivalent of dog turds under their flip-flops.”

“You know, we have good senior people in Lansing to run interference for such things.”

“Yeah, and we all know what a big fan of Lansing you are,” she said sarcastically.

“Does McKower know what’s going on?”

“Know what?”

“About Katsu, Toliver, any of this.”

“Don’t you get it? Eight weeks ago I didn’t know anything. All I heard was that a bunch of tribals were harassing four-wheeler types out here, and I came out to investigate. Katsu and his people had erected a fence with signs asking all non-Indians to stay away out of respect for his ancestors’ remains.”

She added, “The old village was in a bit of a sandy bowl, eh. Ass-bags on four-wheelers like to rip up and down the dunes, and they were obliterating everything. If you look around in daylight you can see for yourself.” She continued, “I asked Katsu to take down the barriers and to explain to me what the heck was going on, and since then I’ve been meeting with him and learning. I don’t know enough yet to officially talk to anyone downstate, but my instinct was to first go to the attorney general’s office and find out what they knew about this sort of situation. This couldn’t be the first time this sort of thing has happened.”

“The state archaeologist won’t talk?”

“Hell-ooo! They talk, but what they say is that cops do not have a right or a need to know where historic sites are, or to know what’s in them, unless a crime is committed on such ground, and if we detect a suspected crime, we’re to report it to them. Only then will the SAO verify a site’s existence. Maybe.”

What the hell was she telling him? “That makes no sense,” Service said. “How the hell do we patrol something if we don’t even know it’s there?”

“They’re afraid we’ll reveal secrets the public isn’t entitled to know. Or steal the artifacts ourselves.”

“We patrol and take care of underwater preserves,” he said.

“The ones we know about,” she countered. “There’s a whole lot out there we don’t know anything about.”

Santinaw had propelled him into something that smelled like it could carry him down to Lansing and create a nasty bureaucratic food fight. The thought made Service weary. His every interaction with Lansing was less than satisfying. Last year he had worked a case involving possible graft among personnel in the DNR itself, and he was still disappointed and bitter about the outcome. He had put civilians in jail, but insiders had retired and escaped unscathed.

“You said you talked to the AG’s office?”

“I did, and they didn’t know shit, but they handed me off to a deputy and I did a whole bunch of research and got the assistant AG up to speed. Last week, absolutely out of the blue, the sonuvabitch retired and joined an association of archaeologists as its executive director.” She sighed. “My problem is that according to the records Toliver cites, this place was pre-Ojibwa, and abandoned before the Ojibwa even migrated to this area.”

Service asked, “What about the Iroquois remains he talked about?”

“As far as I know, nobody’s ever looked for them at that location,” Sedge said. “Only Katsu claims there was a battle here, and even he doesn’t know exactly where. The stories say the Iroquois camped in this region, dragged their canoes onto the sand, and got drunk. They were headed west on the war road. Katsu claims his people first spotted them to the east, closer to Bay Mills, and followed them west, maintaining a safe distance. The enemy force was nearly three hundred strong, plus some captives they’d collected along the way. The Ojibwa had help from their Odawa brothers and some others, and fell on the Na-do-we-se before sunrise. It was over almost before it began. According to the legend, the attackers killed all but three of the enemy, cut the heads off the dead, lined up the severed heads on the beach, and told the survivors to go back to their homeland and tell their people that if they ever again came onto Ojibwa land, the Ojibwa would build a road of skulls all the way back to their land.”

“Very dramatic. Did they come again?”

“Apparently not,” Sedge said.

“Santinaw says humans can’t own land.”

“There’s so much damn Native American crap to sort from fact,” she said. Service said, “Katsu claims occupying is temporary ownership even by old tribal standards, occupation and stewardship being synonymous in some cases for some people.”

She nodded








































































AUTHOR’S NOTE

It borders on surreal to write these words, but I have now been working with and writing about Michigan’s conservation officers for more than a decade. A former DNR spokesperson once referred to me jokingly as “the DNR’s embed.” I have always liked that label, and yes, I have unabashedly defended the people who manage and defend our natural resources. Too many people are quick to criticize despite having no clues about what really goes on, and why.

For the record, and as written, the State Archaeologist’s Office does not proactively disclose archaeological site locations to police officers or COs. It’s a sad but true bureaucratic comment on what low regard our own state bureaucracy has for our peace officers.

Shame on the state.

Shame on us for allowing such prejudice and shortsightedness.

I’ve ridden with officers in all fifteen U.P. counties, and approximately forty more counties below the bridge. I’ve gotten some very intimate looks at our state, and remain convinced that we have one of our nation’s great repositories of natural beauty and mostly accessible wilderness. When our state will ever learn to properly promote this great asset and our prodigious history is beyond my ken. I just hope our artifacts are not all stolen and destroyed by the time the state gets around to it.

Here I would like to thank all the officers who have shared their trucks with me, either in solo patrols or group efforts (sometimes called “goat rodeos” for good reason), often in uniform, occasionally in plainclothes, and regularly far from the truck on foot, or being directed in a truck by an aircraft buzzing overhead.

Without the guidance and encouragement of a lot of people, this series would never have come to life. I especially want to thank retired captain Tom Courchaine and Sergeant Mike Webster, along with the late chief Rick Asher and former Natural Resources commissioner Bob Garner. These four opened the doors and their files to me.

I also thank Lieutenant Tim Robson, and sergeants Steve Burton, Pete Malette (Ret.), and Darryl Shann, each of whom contributed mightily to the effort, as did COs Dave Painter, Grant Emery, Paul Higashi, Nick Torsky, “Sunshine” Hopkins, Sgt. Jeff Rabbers, and “Bigfoot” Dan Bigger, the officers who have silently suffered my presence more than others.

I also give huge thanks to the following retired officers: Detective Rick Ackerberg, Sergeant Kathy Bezotte, Chief Herb Burns, and Lieutenant Walt Mikula; Walt has more information about cases in his head than an encyclopedia. I hope he gets it all on paper sometime so future officers can learn from him and his experience. Our Michigan DNR law enforcement operation does a lousy job with institutional memory and keeping a good history of all they do and accomplish, both good and bad.

In addition to the few spotlighted above, there are many more officers who deserve thanks, and here they are alphabetically: Ryan Aho, Brian Bacon, Sergeant Mike “The Force” Borkovich, Matt Eberly, Sergeant Arthur Green, Brett “Gus” Gustafson, Doug Hermanson, Chris Holmes, Mike Holmes (Ret.), John Huspen, Bobbi Lively, Patrick MacManus, Warren Mac-Neil, Dave Miller, Jason Niemi, Kellie Nightlinger, Pete “Night Train” Purdy, Lacelle “The Gentleman” Rabon, Jeff “The Bouncer” Robinette, John “Weasel” Wenzel, Jason Wicklund, Lieutenant John Wormwood (Ret.), and Sergeant Pete Wright.

Others who earn a tip of the cap (also alphabetically): Nick Atkin, Kyle Bader, Sergeant Troy Bahlau, Mike Bomay, Brad Brewer, Mark DePew, Mark Ennett, Mike Evink, Jarad Ferguson, Pat Grondin (Ret.), Mike Ham-mill, Mike Hearn, Dan Helms (Ret.), Captain Dan Hopkins, CFS Ken Johnson, Detective Mike Johnson (Ret.), Sergeant John Jurcich, Brandon Kieft, Kris Kiel, Mark Leadman, Brain Lebel, Ken Lowell, Joel Lundberg, Lieutenant Dave Malloch, Corporal Steve Martin, Jason McCollough, Mike McDonnell (Ret.), Mike McGee, Derek Miller, Sergeant Chris Morris (Ret.), “Mighty” Mike Mshaar, Brian Olsen, Steve Orange, Greg Patton, Ivan Perez, Tami Pullen, Gary Raak, Dave “The Meat Eater” Rodgers, Reed Roeske, Lt. Dave Shaw, Ben Shively, CFS Terry Short, Chris Simpson, Jon Sklba, Jason Smith, Steve Spoegl, Rich Stowe, Sergeant Jackie Strauch (Ret.), Todd Syzska, Chuck Towns, CFS Shannon Van Patten, Dave Vant Hof (Ret.), Jeff Walker, Danny Walzak, Shane Webster, and Phil Wolbrink (Ret.).

Sorry if I missed anyone.

Quite the list, quite the time, and one helluva ride from then to now.

Of all the Woods Cop novels, this one has perhaps been the most fun to write because it delves into an area many people are interested in, but, like me, have little knowledge of.

Be advised: Grady’s not done yet, but that time will come as it surely does for all of us. Meanwhile, embed clear.

Over.


Joseph Heywood

June 20, 2010





AFTERWORD

I have been privileged to patrol with Michigan Conservation officers for almost two decades, at a rate of about a month a year, which is a lot of butt-time in a truck in the woods. This has exposed me to the triumphs, heartbreaks, and frustrations of officers going about the difficult work of wildlife law enforcement, and it has led me to remarkable, enduring friendships, which I treasure.

Every citizen who takes an undersized or extra fish, or deer, is a thief. Such people steal from other citizens as surely as bank robbers.

But most miscreants are accidental, momentary transgressors, driven by an occasional surge of greed they can’t easily fend off.

A small portion of the rest of such folks are not victims of momentary greed, but are driven by it. There are only a few such individuals, not linked by educational or socioeconomic status, but by an abiding intent which encompasses a mindset of I-will-do-what-I-want-and-nobody-can-make-me-do-otherwise. These folks, some of whom grow up in families which inculcate such values, and some who come to such crime on their own, commit themselves to large-scale theft and circumvention of rules and laws. They take what they want, when they want, how they want, from where they want and to hell with anyone who thinks they can stop them. These people do what they do to satisfy twisted egos and for financial gain. As a writer, these are the natural resource criminals who interest me most. My stories are about all transgressors in our natural resources world, but the last category assures that conservation officers (and writers) are likely to always have jobs that serve all of us, quietly, bravely, and largely unseen.


Joseph Heywood

Alberta, Michigan
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