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Introduction
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In life, there is only so much that we can control.  My most recent novel, “The Next Lap”, set in the small Adirondack town of Stephens Point, New York, illustrated very clearly that medical emergencies can strike without notice.  Life can be snatched away, and survival can suddenly depend upon professional treatment and the support of loved ones.  We learned an important lesson about what’s truly important.

Fast forward to the book you’re now holding.  “The Right Place at the Right Time” reminds us that bad things can happen to good people.  We’re shocked as we witness the attack on Danny Tyler and the theft of her car and her dog.  We’re re-acquainted with State Trooper Derek Bryant and feel his anguish as he sees her taken away in an ambulance, then joins in the manhunt for the perpetrator.

Alarmingly, the evening of that same day provides the backdrop to a series of crimes at the Mancini’s family restaurant.  Tony is witness to a theft, but, as he and his son Craig will soon discover, that’s only the beginning.

As we look from one situation to the other, we watch as family members, friends and townspeople react and lend support.  We’re inspired as we wonder how we would fight back, and we learn about love, positivity and the blessings of family.

I hope you enjoy “The Right Place at the Right Time” as much as I did writing it.  My followers will agree that the six novels in my recent Clairemont Series deal with life’s hardships and challenges.  They shine a light on those who help: police, firemen, child protective service workers, teachers, school administrators, counselors and medical personnel. But they also focus on everyday workers, business owners, and those who are willing to adopt children and give them a second chance.  The common thread between that series and this one is that these books illustrate that no matter how difficult a hand we may be dealt, life still has promise, and there are still good people out there.

Yes, admittedly, in life there’s only so much that we can control.  But if we can summon the strength to put one foot in front of the other, the future can be bright.
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Dedication
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Almost three years ago, the loss of our dog to cancer and the pandemic lockdown forced my husband and I to search for ways to immerse ourselves in projects that would direct our thoughts elsewhere.  For him, his pastime of jigsaw puzzles was brought back to life.  For me, the dream of writing a book was finally realized.  The first few pages had waited patiently for years as we both worked two full time jobs.

I discovered, however, after finishing the first book that I had held the stories inside for so long that they would not stop!  In the nine months between March and December of 2020, I had eight books published.

In 2021 my ninth effort, the first in a new series, was completed.  I began the next story, but 2022 was a year of many challenges.  I am happy to now be able to declare it completed.

I marvel as I look back over these last three years; so grateful to family members and many special friends for their encouragement and support.

But the person I have to thank the most is my husband Steve, for his unwavering support, his hours of listening, and his input. I dedicate this book, and all my love, to him.
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Chapter One:  Morning Mayhem
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It was mid-morning on a February Sunday in far upstate New York.  That translated into a cold and windy landscape, and Danielle Tyler shivered as she drove.  She turned the heat setting on the dashboard up a few degrees and looked ahead at the snowy highway that beckoned her northward.

Danielle’s brother Eric was currently living in Rochester, NewYork and was recovering from knee surgery.  Danielle had called her sister-in-law on Thursday and arranged a weekend visit so she could deliver a get-well offering: a gift card to treat the couple to dinner out together, as well as a case of Eric’s favorite craft beer from the Stephens Point Brewery.

She smiled with the memory of her brother’s face when he opened the package.  Her sister-in-law Tammy grinned.  “If he could dance right now, I think he would!”

Eric and Danielle had always enjoyed a close brother-sister bond while growing up in the small Adirondack town.  They had been active in outdoor sports, something their late father had encouraged, and they still shared a love of skiing.  They had made a pact to stay in touch when Eric took a promotion and left Stephens Point to move to Rochester four months earlier.

As she made her return trip, Danielle reflected upon their lives over the last several years.  Their father had passed after “Danny” had graduated from high school.  Eric had come home from college for the Celebration of Life services, and they had re-visited many happy memories with their mom of the family life that had included him.  Over time, their mom had slowly settled into a new life, re-marrying and helping her new husband run the local Diner, and Danielle and Eric both wished her every happiness.  She was, after all, only fifty-five years old, Danielle acknowledged, and no one should be alone.  But there would never be another man like their dad.

After her father’s passing, Danny attended a nearby college to obtain her bachelor’s degree.  Four years of Veterinary college followed, during which she worked part time at a local animal shelter.  Danny was happy to now be able to count her DVM degree and license (Doctor of Veterinary Medicine) among her list of achievements, and she presently worked full-time as a veterinarian at the Animal Hospital in Stephens Point.  She had rescued her dog, Candy, two years ago after she had been confiscated from her owner’s home for animal cruelty and neglect.  Candy now enjoyed being able to go into work with her and laid in her bed in the back of the office.

She came out of her reverie and sighed.  “Almost there, baby,” she crooned to her four-footed passenger.  Candy, a white German Shepherd-Samoyed mix, looked up and whined.  She stood, turned, then re-positioned herself on the comforter that was in the back seat.

Danielle could see the exit ramp in the distance for the rest area approaching Stephens Point.  She shouldn’t have had that coffee earlier, but when she went inside to pay for her fuel-up at the gas station a couple hours ago, it smelled so good she couldn’t resist.

“I’m just going to make a quick pit stop, baby.  Then I can walk you real quick so you can go, too, and we’ll both be more comfortable.  We aren’t far from home.”  She drove up the ramp and looked for signs for the pet area.  She parked away from the building near the sign and jogged up to the restroom.  When she returned, she opened the back passenger door and picked Candy’s leash up from the floor in the back.  She hooked her and they headed towards the grassy space ahead.

***
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Earlier that morning, Janice Reynolds snuggled back into the covers and smiled with the memory of the day before.  Her sister Brooke had married Todd Henderson, and she had been her maid of honor.  It was a beautiful wedding ceremony and a wonderful celebration afterwards with the family.  That was followed by her boyfriend, Craig Mancini, staying the night in her bed, and they had shared their own celebration of love into the evening.

Craig had risen early, showered, and snuck in for a kiss good-bye a little after 6 am.  He worked as a male nurse at the hospital in Stephens Point, and his shift began at seven.  Janice reflected over the last several months to when she had taken a job at the hospital’s front desk and she and Craig met.  She skipped forward to their taking in a baseball game together at the sports bar Craig’s parents owned, followed by their first official date at the hotel restaurant, shared lunch breaks and days off until she left the hospital and took the job she now held at the college. Craig seeing his supervisor to request Saturdays off so that they would be able to have one day off together.  The celebration dinner at her apartment after she got the position, when Craig cooked the most amazing meal for her.  The first time they made love.  

She checked her watch.  8:30.

Wow.  She couldn’t remember the last time she had slept that late.  Although, granted, she hadn’t gotten that much sleep.  The vision of Craig au naturel came to her mind and she smiled and moaned.

“C’mon, girl.  You have stuff to do,” she scolded herself.  She got up, pulled the pillowcases and sheets off the bed and marched them to the washing machine.  She put the detergent in but didn’t start it yet.  “Shower first,” she warned herself.  She detoured quickly to the kitchen and selected a small flavored cup that she dropped into the top of the coffee machine.  She slid a mug in and it began to fill.  Janice smiled with pleasure at the aroma, then carefully carried the caffeinated kick-start into the bathroom, sipped, and set it on the sink.

She turned the shower on and brushed her teeth as she waited for the water to warm.  She pulled her hair up and tied it, then climbed in and showered quickly.  A slight touch of make-up and a moment with the hair straightener and she was ready to get dressed.

Janice carried her coffee to the bedroom, dropped her towel on the bed, and wriggled into a bra and pair of bikini underwear.

She shivered as she pulled a pair of blue jeans, knee socks, and a long sleeve navy shirt out of the dresser drawers.  February in far upstate New York was usually cold, especially when it was windy, as it was today.  She could hear a slight whistle around the windows.  She hoped the roads weren’t icy.

Lastly, she found a belt and put that on.  She picked up the towel and mug and carried them back to the washing machine.  She tossed the towel in and pushed the start button.

Janice walked to the kitchen and dropped a bagel in the toaster.  She would eat while she waited for the wash cycle to finish.  In the meantime, she pulled the grocery list from the front of the refrigerator/freezer.  She double-checked the freezer, the refrigerator shelves and vegetable bins, and the pantry.  Finally satisfied that she hadn’t forgotten anything, she ate quickly, transferred the clothes to the dryer, picked up her phone and purse and moved to the hall closet.  She donned a scarf, hat, her winter coat, and the boots that were waiting on the hallway floormat.  Finally, she grabbed her keys, locked up, and was off.

She ticked the chore list off in her head.  First stop, groceries.  Then return home, put them away.  Make the bed up with clean sheets.  Then the gift shop to find a birthday gift for a friend. Next to the liquor store, which opened at noon on Sundays, and lastly, to the hospital cafeteria so she could catch up with Craig on his lunch break.

She saw several police vehicles and flashing lights up ahead as she neared one of the rest stops on the way.  Loud sirens wailed as they approached behind her and she pulled to the edge of the road to allow an ambulance to pass and dart up the exit ramp to the cluster of vehicles outside the rest area building.  Janice hoped for the best as far as the injured were concerned and cautiously continued on.
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Derek Bryant was on his way home Sunday morning.  He and his N.Y. State Trooper partner Brooke had the weekend off, which consisted of three consecutive days -Friday, Saturday, and Sunday.  This Friday, two days prior, he had been tied up due to an errand list, doctor’s appointment, and car appointment.  Brooke’s wedding was yesterday, and that was great.  He thought about his good friend and partner, and hoped she and her husband Todd Henderson would have a safe flight and an enjoyable Bahamas honeymoon during the coming week.

So, today was the last free day of his weekend, and he usually tried to spend some time with his mom and dad when he had a weekend off.

Derek was 30 and single.  He and his older brother had been born and raised in Stephens Point.  His dad worked for the utility company, and his mom ran register at the local grocery store.  They were good, hard-working people, Derek reflected, and he felt fortunate to have them.  They had always put a priority on good parenting, and had supported him wholeheartedly when he decided to become a state trooper.

Derek had arranged to pick his parents up at 8:00 and they went to The Pancake House for breakfast, where they spent an enjoyable hour and a half catching up on each other’s news.  Afterwards, he dropped them off at home with the promise to connect again soon.  As Derek pulled out of their driveway and turned towards the interstate and home, a look at his gas gauge reminded him that he was getting low on fuel.

He took the exit ramp towards the rest area.  The entry road split left to the fuel pump area or continued straight to the parking lot and buildings. Derek coasted left and pulled up to a gas pump.  He filled his tank and was driving forward to pass by the upper parking lot when he heard a scream. A car reversed abruptly and a woman standing along the passenger side was knocked backwards by the partially open back door.  She shrieked at the driver to stop.

As the woman fell to the pavement, the car lunged forward and sped off.

Derek’s phone was mounted on his dashboard.  He quickly called 911.  He identified himself and reported their location, the description of the vehicle as well as the direction the car thief was headed as he closed the distance to the spot where the woman was lying.  “We need an ambulance pronto,” he added as he parked, grabbed the phone, and jumped out of the car to run to her.

The woman was slender, dressed in a ski jacket and black slacks, with long auburn hair that had fanned out around her.  Derek searched her face, which was etched in pain and fear.

“It’s ok,” he assured her.  “The police and ambulance are on the way.”

“My dog!  I stopped for the restroom, then walked her so she could use the pet area before we got back on the road.  I had just put her back in the back seat when that man jumped in and took off.”  She turned huge eyes to Derek.  “I don’t know where that man came from!  There was no one near me when I parked!  The car is keyless, and the fob is in my purse, which is on the floor on the passenger side.”  She sobbed. “Please!  You have to help me get my dog back!”

“What’s your name?” Derek asked.

“Danielle.  Tyler.”  She winced in pain.  “Danny Tyler.”

“Don’t move,” Derek cautioned.  “Where are you hurt?”

“My arm.  My head, my knee, my hands.  I don’t think anything is broken; I just kind of bounced around on the pavement.”

“You were very lucky to have not gotten run over, the way that guy backed up and tore out of here.  OK, Danielle.  I hear the ambulance now.  I’m Derek Bryant, and I’m a state trooper, even though I’m not officially on duty today.  They will be taking you to the ER, and I want you to try to just focus on getting yourself better.  I’ll stay in touch with the police to see what I can find out about your car and your dog, and will be sure to let you know, ok?”

Danielle seemed to relax a fraction.  “Thank you,” she whispered.

“Can you give me a description of the dog?”

“She’s about 50 pounds.  A white German shepherd, Samoyed mix.  Her name is Candy.”

***
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The ambulance screeched up the ramp. Bob Andrews was behind the wheel and he took in the scene in front of him. A man was kneeling over a woman who was lying prone on the pavement. He looked up.

“She was knocked to the pavement by the car as it backed up.” Derek filled him in as he moved out of the way and stood to allow Bob to view the injured woman.  A second attendant joined him with a cervical collar and spinal board and the two men worked quickly to lift and carry her to the waiting ambulance.  Derek stood by the driver’s door waiting for Bob to return. As he slid into the driver’s seat, Derek said, “Her name is Danielle Tyler.  Guessing she doesn’t have any ID on her.  Her car was just stolen with her purse inside it.”

Recognition dawned as Bob looked at him.  “I know you.  State trooper, right?  Ok, thanks for the help, man.”  He hit the sirens and pulled away.

Derek pulled out his phone as he began to walk back to his car.  He called dispatch.  “It’s Derek Bryant.  That stolen car I called in a few minutes ago?  There is a dog in the back seat, so once they recover the car, they’ll need to look for the owner’s dog.  White German shepherd mix, female, about 50 pounds, name of Candy.  The woman who owns the car is named Danielle Tyler.  She’s injured and is on her way to the ER now.  Her purse and ID are inside the stolen car.  Can you let the police know?”

“Will do, Trooper Bryant.  They are still in pursuit of the vehicle.  I’ll pass that information on.”

“Thanks,” Derek replied.  He blew out a sigh as he walked back to his car.  In his profession, he sometimes saw the darker human element.  He felt a surge of anger and compassion as he grappled with the “why?”  This innocent woman was not hurting anybody, and she ends up injured, with her purse, dog, and car stolen?!  He remembered the terror in her eyes as he got into his car and fastened his seat belt.  Then, because he knew he would think of nothing else until this guy was apprehended, he turned left at the exit ramp and headed for the state trooper barracks.  It might be his day off, but he was hoping the Barracks Sergeant would allow him to come in on this one.

***
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The attendant inside the ambulance gingerly probed and checked Danielle’s hands, arms, and forehead as he checked her vitals and asked several questions: name, date of birth, primary care physician, home address, medical history, allergies to any medications, supportive contact if needed.  Danielle could not believe how quickly her morning had turned upside down.

Moments later they were pulling into the ER at the Stephens Point hospital.  The attendants carried Danielle in quickly and a doctor stepped forward.  She had been transported with her head slightly elevated on a pillow.  The doctor took in her scraped and bloody forehead and hands, as well as the scuffed knees and elbows on her clothing.  “What happened?” he asked quietly.

Danielle related the events that led to her tumble – being struck by the car door, then knocked to the ground where she hit the back of her head, her left elbow, her forehead, hands and knees as she tumbled and rolled.

The doctor checked her eyes with a penlight.  Apparently satisfied with what he saw, he asked, “Any headache, dizziness, nausea, ringing in the ears, or feeling excessively tired?”

“No,” Danielle replied.

“Do you currently have any drugs or alcohol in your system?”

“No.”

“How about pain?  Any back pain, or pain in your neck?”

“No,” Danielle repeated.

“Ok, good.”  He checked her hands.  “Fingers, arms, legs ok – doesn’t feel like anything is broken?”

“All ok.”

“Ok.”  He and the nurse worked quickly to clean and apply dressings to her hands and forehead.  He straightened up and smiled.  “Miss Tyler, before we have you sit up to check the back of your head and the rest of your body, the first thing we are going to do is to get you down the hall for a couple quick CT scans.  Due to the nature of your fall, and your head injuries, I just want to be on the safe side.  You’ll have a CT scan to rule out any spinal cord injury. We’ll then do an additional scan to check your head for a possible fracture.  Each will take approximately fifteen minutes, and the radiologist should have results soon afterwards.  If all goes well, we’ll then be able to remove the cervical collar, get you cleaned up and bandaged, and get you started on some acetaminophen, a non-aspirin pain reliever that won’t cause any bleeding.   I’m going to want to monitor you for concussion symptoms for about four hours before I discharge you.”

He continued. “We’re going to want to remove any jewelry before they do the scan.  Now, I saw on the records that came in with you that you have no known allergies to any medications.  Are you pregnant?”

“No,” Danielle replied as the nurse very carefully helped her remove her earrings, watch and ring. She confirmed that Danielle was not wearing a necklace underneath the collar.  The jewelry items were placed in an envelope with Danielle’s name and Patient ID number as she was transferred to a rolling cart and taken down the hall to begin the CT scan process.
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In the meantime, Derek had reached the state trooper barracks and went directly to the Barracks Sergeant.  “We just got word,” he said as he saw Derek approach.  “The car was found abandoned.  The driver’s door was open and a small amount of blood was on the back seat.  No dog has been found yet.”

“Can you bring me in on this one?” Derek asked.  “I know it’s my day off but I’m already a part of it, and would really like to help find this guy.”

The Sergeant looked at him, then nodded.  “Go get into uniform, then stop back to see me.” The radio crackled, and he gestured towards the locker room to signal that Derek should hurry before directing his attention to the incoming call.  Derek raced down the hallway to the locker room.

Moments later he returned to the Sergeant’s desk.  “I just had a call.  A truck was reported stolen in the same vicinity where the car was found abandoned.  The vehicle description and plate number were given and we just put out an APB.  The search has now been re-directed and a witness description indicates that the driver is the same man.”

“It’s a good thing you stopped in, Bryant.  I have all available units in pursuit of this driver.  I’d like you to go to where they found the car abandoned.  I have a unit there now waiting for the tow truck to arrive so the vehicle can be brought in to the CSI team.  I want you to check the area, talk to residents and see if you can find out any information about the victim’s dog.  Let me know what you find out.”
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Chapter Two:  Candy
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Derek pulled out of the parking lot at the trooper barracks and turned onto the Adirondack Northway, or Interstate 87.  He followed the directions to a location about twenty miles north of Stephens Point, where he exited the highway and drove a short distance past a truck stop, then around a curve to a tanning salon.

Derek could see half a dozen houses and a small church further in the distance, but he pulled over in the empty lot of the tanning salon.  Empty, that is, except for the vehicle that was currently being secured onto the flatbed of a tow truck.  Derek parked and walked over to the trooper who was waiting for the truck driver to finish.  The two law enforcement officers talked quietly as they watched the driver carefully draw the chained car forward, strap each tire into place and secure the hooks at each corner of the truck bed.

“So, the guy who watched the car get dumped gave us an account of what he saw.  He was pulling out of the truck stop and saw the car go by at a high rate of speed.  He saw a man pull it over, run to a truck that was parked in the tanning salon parking lot, then he pulls out and speeds away.  Turns out the truck belongs to the owner of the tanning salon, who had come in while the place was closed to do some book work.  There is an APB on the truck right now.  But, to continue, there has been no sign of the dog.  The thief threw the car door open and ran, according to the witness, but he did not see an animal, and there was no trace of a dog when I got here.  I’m guessing he might have dumped it somewhere.  You can check with the homeowners on this street if you want, but it’s not looking too good.”

Derek hesitated.  “I’ll make a couple phone calls first.  Maybe someone saw the dog and took it in to a vet.”

The tow truck driver walked around a final time to proof his work before climbing into the cab.  He nodded to the troopers and pulled slowly out of the parking lot.

“Good luck,” the trooper said.  He reached to shake Derek’s hand.  “I have to get going.  I have to follow him in to the impound yard.  The CSI team will meet us there.  They’ll go through the car for evidence, then turn the victim’s belongings that were inside the car in to the evidence locker.”

Derek pulled out his cellphone and searched for local animal medical facilities in a twenty-mile radius.  Two came up.  He dialed the first one.  No answer.  It was Sunday, he reminded himself.  He called the second, a 24-hour animal ER, and was told that no dog matching Candy’s description had been brought in that day.

“Ok,” Derek replied.  “If you happen to see this dog, either later today or in the next couple days, please call the New York State Troopers barracks at Stephens Point, ok?”  He gave them the number.  “Or, you can call me at this number.  This is my cellphone.”  He thanked them before hanging up.  Then he blew out a sigh, started his vehicle and drove to the first house on the street.  He continued to knock at each door and speak to any resident who was home.  Unfortunately, no one had seen the missing dog.
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Alana Gardiner, the mailman’s wife, reached to touch the button that would open the overhead door as she followed her husband up the basement steps and into the garage.  He carried a paint tray with the paint roller and a small brush that he had washed in the basement sink, and he moved to the garage cupboard to put them away.  

Alana stepped outside to pick up the Sunday paper from the mailbox. It was 11:30, later than usual for her, but she had been on laundry detail earlier that morning as her husband worked on painting the walls in the spare bedroom. Their house was located on Crescent Drive, in a residential area a short distance north of the rest area where Danielle’s car had been stolen.  She shivered as she scurried down the driveway, pulled the newspaper out of the plastic tube, and turned to start back to the house.  A slight movement and whimper caught her attention, and she saw a huddled furry form in the ditch.  As she squinted and approached, she realized it was an injured dog.

“Ralph!” she called to her husband.  “I need your help!”

“What is it?” Ralph called back as he sprinted towards her.  His gaze took in the injured animal, a white German shepherd dog that was fearfully struggling to stand.

“It’s ok, baby,” Alana cooed.  “We’re not going to hurt you.”  She walked closer and went down on one knee as she extended a hand for the dog to sniff.  “What happened to you, sweetheart?”  She began to gently stroke the dog’s head as her husband looked on.

“Be careful.  She’s in pain and may bite.”  He pulled out his cell phone.  “We need to get her to the vet right away.  I’m going to call them to let them know we’re coming.  Why don’t you stay here with her and just talk to her and keep her calm?  I’m going to walk back up to the house and grab a soft blanket and the car keys.  I’ll be back in a minute.”

He started to walk towards the house and Alana could hear him talking with someone as he gave a brief account of finding the injured dog.  She continued to talk softly to the animal as the moments ticked by and she waited for him to return.

Soon she heard the sound of an engine starting, and her husband backed the car down the driveway and opened the back door.  He picked up a comforter and some gauze and approached his wife.  He looked at the dog, who was still lying in a shallow ditch.  “It should not be too difficult to lift and carry her to the car,” he whispered to Alana.  “A dog matching her description was inside a car that was stolen a couple hours ago.  We’re going to need to muzzle her with the gauze, then I’m going to need you to help.  I’m going to lift her.  You get the blanket underneath her, and then we’ll get her into the back seat.  You can help me try to keep her calm.”  He directed his attention to the dog.

“Is your name Candy, baby?  Hi, Candy.  You are such a good girl.  We aren’t going to hurt you, little girl.”  He looked at Alana as she unwound the gauze.  “Ready?”

She nodded and quickly wrapped the gauze around Candy’s snout, then around her head and drew it snug.  “Good girl, sweetheart.  Ok, do you want to go for a ride in the car?”  She grabbed the comforter as Ralph carefully lifted Candy.  It was a team effort as she brought the comforter up underneath the animal and he adjusted his arms so that he was carrying the dog on top of the folded comforter as if it was a pillow.  Alana opened the other back door and slid inside as Ralph placed Candy on the seat.  “Good girl, Candy.  You are so good.  We are going for a little ride so we can get you all better, ok?  I’m going to sit right here next to you, sweetheart.”

Ralph exhaled with relief as he straightened and closed the door, then took the driver’s seat and backed out of the driveway.  Alana gently stroked Candy’s ear and talked to her as they made their way to the Animal ER.  She fingered the tag on her collar and turned it so she could read it.  “It’s definitely Candy,” she said to her husband.  “I just read her tag.”

When they pulled into the parking lot, Ralph tooted twice.  The front door opened and a young man in scrubs approached the car.  Ralph got out and they spoke briefly, then Ralph opened the back door.  “Ready to go inside, Candy?” He looked across the seat at Alana.  “I’m going to lift her, since she might be more comfortable with you and me right now than another stranger.  We’ll go inside and stay in the room with Candy while they give her a shot to sedate her.  Then they can do x-rays to see if anything is broken.”

He looked at Candy.  “Ready, Candy?  I’m going to pick you up again.”  He reached in and carefully lifted her, and the young man closed the car door, then hurried to open the front door of the building.  He directed them through the waiting room into an inner office as Alana followed, and Ralph placed Candy on the examining table.  The young doctor checked Candy’s eyes and her dog tag and spoke to her gently.

A young woman in scrubs entered through the hallway door on the opposite side of the examining room.  She stood next to Candy as the doctor picked up a syringe that was waiting on a tray.  She helped hold the dog as the injection was administered.  

“Good girl,” the doctor said softly.  He looked up at Ralph and Alana, who had taken the chairs along the wall.  “You are welcome to sit with her while she falls asleep.  It will probably take about ten minutes.”

He added, “It’s a good thing you called ahead like you did. We were alerted by the State Troopers about an hour ago that Candy was a passenger in a stolen car. We had her name, breed, and owner’s name - who, coincidentally, is a veterinarian in Stephens Point. A quick check of her health records gave us her weight so we could have her sedative injection all ready by the time you got here.  The animal hospital where Candy’s owner works will try to contact her to let her know that Candy is safe and being cared for.  We’ll treat her and keep her here for observation until her owner can come to get her.”

He continued. “Once Candy begins to nod off, we’ll administer the second injection that will anesthetize her through the x-ray process.  At that point, you’ll be free to go, but I’d like you to stop by the front desk and leave your contact information.  We can then fill you in as far as her progress, and I’m sure her owner will want to reach out to thank you for helping to save her.”

A couple more minutes went by and Candy’s eyes began to droop.  Ralph and Alana nodded silently to each other and rose from their chairs.  The doctor thanked them.  “We’ll take good care of her,” he assured them as they went out the door and made their way to the front desk.

Once the Gardiners returned to their car and were underway, Ralph said, “the only veterinarian I know at the Stephens Point Animal Hospital is Danielle Tyler.  Her mom is the hostess at The Diner. Mrs. Anderson, remember?  I hope Danielle is ok.”

***
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Danielle sighed with relief as the table she was lying on was drawn back out of the tunnel that was the CT scanner.  Prior to the actual scan she had a quick blood draw to determine the proper contrast dye, and then it was administered through an IV.  Danielle felt slightly warm all over and noticed a faint metallic taste in her mouth as she was drawn inside the tube.  About twenty-five minutes of scanning, unfamiliar sounds, and a sense of walls closing in on her and she was once again part of the open world.  She smiled at the tech who approached to ask how she was feeling.  “We did two scans and got some clear images, and you should be hearing from the doctor soon.  In the meantime, you’ll be taken to an observation area of the ER to wait.  Thank you for your cooperation and good luck to you going forward.  Remember to drink lots of water to flush out the contrast dye.”

Danielle heard a cart being brought up outside.  She was quickly transferred onto it and taken back to a quiet corner of the ER.  A nurse met her there and spoke with her softly as she handed her some water and helped direct the straw to her mouth.

“We are hoping to have the results of the scan in about a half hour.  In the meantime, I’ll check your eyes again, then you can just lie back and relax until the doctor comes in to talk to you.  We’ll keep the cervical collar on until after he sees the scan results.  I’m going to pull the curtain closed so you can get a little rest.  If you need anything in the meantime, just push this button, ok?”

Danielle nodded and relaxed, and within moments the noise, lights, and voices around her melted away and she was sound asleep.

She awoke to soft voices as the doctor was entering information on her chart and conversing with the nurse.  “The cervical scan cleared the spinal injury question.  We can remove the cervical collar, get her into a gown, and finish getting her cleaned up.”

Danielle opened her eyes and he directed a smile in her direction.  “Good news as far as your CT scans.” He and the nurse removed her collar and the nurse set it on a tray.  “Do you think you can sit up?”

She nodded, and the doctor and nurse helped her sit with her legs dangling over the side of the bed.

The doctor watched her face.  “Do you feel dizzy or off-balance?”

“No.  I’m good.”

The nurse checked the back of Danielle’s head and nodded to the doctor.  “She has quite a bump back here.”

The doctor confirmed it and they cleaned the area. Danielle listened as the doctor and nurse made quiet observations.

“There’s no blood on the back of her head. That’s good from an infection risk standpoint.  Let’s get a cold pack on that right away.”

He turned to Danielle. “Miss Tyler, as we discussed earlier, the CT scans that were run were to determine two things.  The first one confirmed that there is no detectable cervical spine damage from your fall.  The second scan was to check for head fractures.  You do have a hairline fracture along the back of your head with no displacement.  I’m going to want you to take it easy for the next few days to allow it to begin to
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