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Fever

God Works in
Mysterious Ways

Originally I wrote
Cabin Fever as a
writer’s seminar project. I liked it so much that I spent some time
developing it into a legitimate short story. At the time Pastor
Dave was simply a name mentioned in the text. The man himself had
never been fleshed out.

Best selling Canadian
mystery writer, Gail Bowen, read Cabin
Fever and said tell me more about Pastor
Dave. He sounds like he has potential. The sequel,
God Works in Mysterious Ways, resulted from that conversation. Thanks
Gail.

The two stories go hand-in-hand. Enjoy them
both.

* * *

 


Cabin Fever


Karl was stunned. He could not believe the images
lighting up his computer screen. He had heard of these acts, of
course, but never had he watched them in real time. Pastor Dave had
warned about such deeds of hedonism at one of the Men’s Club
meetings at the church.

Karl, seeking a respite from his
hectic work schedule, had wanted a relaxing peek at his mountain
hideaway hidden away in Nova Scotia’s high country. Security cams
mounted in various locations around the cabin transmitted to a
secure web site. His favorite focused on the view down the lake.
Right now, his attention was drawn to the large bear skin rug in
front of the fireplace skirting one wall of the livingroom. It was
the view from this camera that shook his world.

This was his hunting and fishing lodge for
God’s sake. His first thought was that someone had defeated his
alarm system to create their own love nest. But then he recognized
the unique scar on the woman’s bare buttock as she knelt over her
partner. His own wife. Karl was near fainting. He reached down and
hit the power switch, knowing full well that Bill Gates disapproved
of this method of shutting down the machine.

Never in all their eighteen years
of marriage had she taken him into her mouth, not even in the early
days. To be sure, he had never had his head between her legs. These
things were just unacceptable. Pastor Dave said so and Pastor Dave
was never wrong.

Karl held his head in his hands,
at a loss what to do next. The images swam before his eyes. The man
had to be fifteen years younger than his wife. How could she do
this to him? That was the crux of the problem. It had been a long
time since she did anything to him, with him or for him. And now
this.

It was grounds for divorce. That
thought hammered itself into his mind. She would get nothing.
Nothing at all. Karl scowled.

His net worth was approaching a million
dollars despite her extravagant lifestyle. This could only lead to
a costly, messy divorce, lawyers lined up around the block for a
crack at a share of his fortune. It didn’t matter how guilty she
was, they would penetrate his fortress and take part of his wealth,
maybe as much as half of it. Karl slammed his fist on the desk.
That would never happen. He needed a plan.

He turned the computer back on,
endured a disk check to see if any files were damaged in the abrupt
shutdown and then logged back on to his security site. The
interloper had abandoned the deviant and now assumed the approved
missionary position atop Leanne, approved that is, if you were man
and wife. Her hands clutched his youthful shoulders as she arched
up to meet each thrust. Her teeth clenched, her eyes squeezed shut.
At least, she wasn't enjoying herself.

Karl averted his own eyes. God
forgive him for watching. He had no stomach for this, but he needed
to get a freeze frame of the man plundering his wife. He waited
until the act was finished and the invader rolled off, face up into
the camera.

Click.

Karl had his shot. He could print his wanted
poster. He zoomed in on the picture and extracted only the male
face from the bigger picture. He hit the print icon and waited
while his Samsung printer whirred to life. While he watched the
picture emerging, he noticed something familiar. His gaze returned
to the frozen image on the screen. The man looked vaguely like
someone Karl had seen somewhere before but he could not place
him.

Karl shook his head. Whoever he was, he had
failed to make much of an impression on Karl. Not so with Leanne.
It didn’t matter. Karl had his photograph.

This time he followed the proper
sequence of steps required to turn off the computer. He was back in
control. He got up from the desk and walked over to the window of
his office. It looked out over acres of high rises and city
streets. Honking horns and roaring engines were the predominant
sounds.

His mind drifted to the cabin. The only
honking there came from Canada geese when they passed over in the
spring and fall. Engine sounds came from three or four horsepower
motors putting around the lake in search of the best fishing spot.
Otherwise it was a place of solitude.

Solitude, Karl thought. Mary Jane Falls. Even
the name evoked a feeling of peacefulness. It would never provide
that again. He would never be able to erase the images of his wife
and that man copulating in his living room.

Proverbs 5
says that he that embraces the bosom of a strange
woman shall die. Second
Thessalonians gave Karl the advice he
needed. "In flaming fire taking vengeance
on them that know not God, and that obey not the gospel of our Lord
Jesus Christ." Karl would be doing God’s
work.

He sat at his desk and took a few calming
breaths. He dismissed any thoughts of rushing to the cabin. The
likelihood of catching them still in the act was remote. The guy
might be a young stud but even he would have his limits of
endurance.

Besides, Karl didn’t want to act
in a blind rage. He became rich by proper planning and proper
execution of those plans. This was no time to deviate from that
course. Already he knew where his plans would be carried out.
Leanne and her adulterer would set the date. It was up to Karl to
be ready. The cabin was a total loss to him now anyway.

He picked up the phone and dialed a number
from memory.

"Tim," he said when he heard a firm, official
sounding ‘Constable Anthony.’ "Karl here."

"Hi, Karl." The voice at the other
end became more dynamic. "Where’ve you been keeping yourself? I
haven’t seen you up here in weeks."

"I know, Tim. I’ve got a couple of big
projects on the go. Taking up all of my time. How’s the wife and
daughter?"

"Marion’s fine." Tim hesitated. "Tracy’s gone
to visit her grandparents in Ontario for awhile." His voice seemed
strained somehow. "How’s Leanne?"

"You know, same as ever. Wish I could be up
there doing some late season fishing."

"Just as well you’re not. This has been the
wettest fall I can remember. Water’s way too high. In the twelve
years we’ve been going out together, there hasn’t been this much
rain in September. Hope it clears up for hunting season. You’re not
going to be too busy to hunt?"

"Never too busy for that. Go out and tie up a
couple of bucks for me."

Tim laughed. "It seems that way, buddy. I have
better luck with you than I ever have with anyone else."

Tim’s tone changed a little. "I’ve seen your
Missus up here quite a bit lately. I didn’t think she liked the
cabin. Has she grasped a new appreciation for nature?"

Karl remained quiet for a few seconds
searching for the right words. Finally he answered: "Something like
that, Tim. She had a grasp on something new."

Tim detected the change in Karl’s demeanor.
"Something wrong, pal? Anything I can do for you?"

Karl forced a laugh. "No, no, Tim,
nothing wrong. I was just wondering if you could identify someone
for me. You may have seen him."

"Sure thing," Tim said. "That’s what we cops
do. Who is it?"

"I’m hoping you can tell me. I’ll fax you a
picture."

　

In seconds, the machine beside Tim
came alive and a picture started to materialize. Tim picked it up
for a closer look. His hands shook as he studied the picture. Sweat
beaded on his forehead. He could definitely identify this person.
The man appeared to be dead. Was this the case?

"Tim, did it come through?" Karl’s voice
brought him back to the present.

"Is he dead? Where did you take this photo?"
The questions tumbled from Tim’s mouth.

"Whoa, slow down partner. He’s alive. I just
wondered if you recognized him." The second question went
unanswered.

Tim struggled to regain his composure. He
forced a short, harsh laugh. "I’ve heard some of you business types
will do anything to keep ahead of the competition. You had me going
there for a minute. He sure looks dead. I don’t get to see too many
dead people in Mary Jane Falls."

Karl’s tone tried to match the humor emanating
from Tim. "I think the boy might just be exhausted from over
exertion. Have you seen him before?"

"Looks like Jason Oakley. Lives up the road in
Raymond’s River. Sort of a modern day jack of all trades. Does
everything from clean your pool to fix your computer. How do you
know him?"

This was the moment of truth. The two men had
been friends for over twelve years. Did upholding the law come
ahead of friendship with Tim.

"He’s sleeping with my wife."

The statement hung in the air, neither man
making any comment. Then Karl continued: "I think I am going to
have to kill him."

Tim spoke slowly and deliberately. "As you
said, slow down partner. You don’t want to be doing anything
foolish."

Karl let the comment slide.

"Have you ever seen them together? You say
you’ve seen Leanne up there lately. Was she with him?"

Tim did not have to think to answer that
question. "No, she’s never been in town with him. Jason avoids Mary
Jane Falls lately."

Karl noticed an edge in Tim’s voice but let it
pass. He was out on a limb now. He had confessed to a policeman
that he was going to commit murder. At least no one had seen his
wife and her lover parading around the village together. "In Texas,
they think some men just deserve to die. That defense even stands
up in court. Nothing lower than messing with another man’s wife.
Breaks one of God’s fundamental rules."

"You’re not in Texas, Karl. You want to be
very careful about what you’re planning."

That was the answer Karl wanted. "Careful
planning is what I do best, my friend. Any advice?"

"I can’t advise you on murder. Remember, my
jurisdiction only covers Mary Jane Falls and the immediate area
around it, a little past your cabin, in fact. Anything else and
it’s not within my prerogative to conduct the
investigation."

Karl smiled. He hoped that he
understood the intended message.

"No, of course you can’t. Thanks for the
identification. Let’s forget this conversation ever took
place."

"Forgotten," Tim said. He hung up the phone
and tore the picture into tiny, tiny pieces.

***

"Come on, man. Help me out here." Karl was in
the supervisor's shack of Tidewater Construction at the site of a
new Highway 103 extension. He was dressed in denim blue jeans and a
white T-shirt, a combination he hadn’t worn in years. "I know
you’re not supposed to sell dynamite to anyone, but I’ve got a
problem. This year’s hurricanes blew all kinds of trees across the
river behind my cottage. Soon my mountain hideaway will be an
island retreat. It’ll take me weeks to clear it with a chain saw.
Five minutes and a couple of sticks of dynamite–" His voice trailed
off.

"Karl, you know better than to even ask." The
man tossed his white hard hat on the paper-covered desk. "Every
stick of this stuff has to be accounted for. Anyway, it’s too
dangerous."

"Come on Bill, that summer I
worked for you, you said I was a natural; handled explosives like I
was born to it. I still remember how." Karl leaned forward across
the desk trapping Bill in the small space left in the eight-by-ten
shack. "It can’t be any more dangerous than sliding around those
wet logs with a roaring chain saw in my hand. God knows what could
happen. The possibilities for disaster are endless."

"The summer you worked for me?
That had to be twenty years ago. How often have you used anything
that goes boom since then? I can’t do it, Karl."

"Twenty years? Man, time flies. I still use
the things I learned from you that summer. I considered you my
mentor. Remember your 7Ps: ‘Proper previous planning prevents piss
poor performance.’ That’s the motto I live by."

Bill smiled. "Haven’t heard that in a long
time. So that’s your motto."

"It is. Come on, man, I only need
a couple of sticks. You could hide those in your reports. Who would
know whether a shot hole had four sticks or five? Me and you,
maybe. Who else? I would expect to pay a premium price for
them."

Bill looked at Karl sharply. "How big of a
premium?"

Karl relaxed. He had his
explosives. Now it was just a matter of settling on the final
amount to close the deal.

***

Even though it was still September, there was
a slight chill in the mountain air around the cabin. A damp mist
dampened Karl's jacket as he picked through the pieces of firewood
in his wood pile. He had to find a stick that would look good but
would have suffered the ravages of time and insects. It had to be
hollow.

"Perfect," he said. He
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