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	The Light of a Blood Moon

Part 1 – The Shadow of the Mountain

1

The room was rough. That was the word that came to Jesse Palmer’s mind. It would have been a rough place to stay if it were back home on the lower east side of Manhattan. A bed that looked like it had carried the weight of many people through the long dark nights up here. A small wooden table nightstand made from wood that had been a tree in a time before Jesse had been born. An arm chair covered in faded red material and dust.

The room smelled like a poorly aging warehouse. He pushed back some sandy blonde hair that dropped across his forehead as he glanced around the place. Well, Palmer thought, he wasn’t here in Tibet as a tourist anyway and he had slept in worse places than this before, though, none actually came to mind at the moment.

He was a long way from home in a strange land he had never seen before, but he was here on business. He was getting paid to search for a man by the name of Arnold Wellington. After weeks that had taken him on a couple of ships and some rugged rides in trucks that slowly worked their way further and further north into the mountains, he had tracked the man down to a small Tibetan village high up on a Himalayan mountain.

Palmer stood with his hands on his hips and sighed. Yeah, he was far from New York City, but that was the job he had taken on. Jobs these days were hard to come by so one had to take whatever came along. It wasn’t just jobs for private detectives, it was almost any job. Since the whole world seemed to come crashing down in ‘29, three years ago, work and money were hard to come by.

Back home Palmer had been pretty well known before the crash—at least in his part of the city. He had enough cases to pay the bills and, maybe, a little extra. After the bottom dropped out of the stock market and the economy, he had been forced to take on sketchy jobs that paid little and, sometimes, not at all. He had been scraping by with little cases of missing jewelry, missing money or a missing spouse. So, that meant when Nigel Stevens, a wealthy and respected man, had come to see Palmer about a job it was not something Palmer could turn down.

Stevens’ story initially seemed routine. Stevens’ daughter, Rachel, had gotten involved with a man, Arnold Wellington, who had wooed her, married her, stole her trust money and disappeared. Palmer’s job was just to find Wellington and, if possible, recover whatever money was left. Stevens didn’t seem to care about Palmer dragging Wellington back to Stevens, and Rachel, for a quick divorce and any kind of punishment. That struck Palmer as a little odd, but the money, when the job was done, sounded good so he declined to question the requirements of the job. They were simple enough.

Still, there was something about Stevens that Palmer didn’t like. He had been through enough things in a career as a private detective that he had seen, he thought, just about everything. Enough to be able to read people pretty good and his read on Stevens wasn’t good. But...it was money. And, apparently, a lot of it. When Palmer discovered that Wellington had left the country aboard a steamer bound for South Africa he was surprised when Stevens, without the slightest hesitation, told Palmer to follow Wellington—wherever he was going. Stevens would cover all expenses. With an odd additional requirement. If Wellington came into any kind of fortune along the way. Palmer was told to bring anything and everything back to Stevens.

That part didn’t make any sense to Palmer since his purpose for hunting down Wellington was to recover Rachel’s money. Still, the money was good. The thought crossed Palmer’s mind that maybe the money was too good, but he pushed that thought away.

So, Palmer found himself in Cape Town, South Africa where he learned Wellington had been until he had boarded another ship bound for Calcutta. More money was telegraphed from New York and Palmer was on his way to Calcutta. From Calcutta it was north working from one town or village to the next tracking Wellington all the way up into Tibet. And now, here he was five and a half weeks later in a room in a small village surrounded by the high peaks of the Himalayas.

Palmer knew Wellington was here. He had recognized him from the photo he had been given by Stevens. Palmer had spotted him the moment he had arrived in town. Wellington, apparently, did not know he was being followed. He seemed to make no effort to conceal his presence here. He was also enjoying himself here in the company of a beautiful dark haired woman that Palmer had seen him having lunch with at one of the two inns in the village. Palmer had deliberately taken a room at the other inn. This was a less impressive place than Wellington was staying in, but Palmer felt it was best if Wellington didn’t see him. It was a small village in a very remote location. Foreigners stood out here. Palmer wanted to surprise Wellington and he was afraid if Wellington saw him he might get spooked and run.

The sun had dropped down now behind the mountains to the west and Palmer stepped over to the bed. He rummaged through his bag and fished out his .38 pistol. He checked to see it was loaded. He didn’t think he would have much trouble with Wellington, but in places like this it was better to be ready for anything. He slid the gun into his shoulder holster under his leather jacket. He rubbed a hand across the tan colored stubble on his face. Well, now was as good a time as any, Palmer thought.

Pulling his wide brimmed hat on, Palmer walked out of the room. He went down the hall and descended the stairs. The inn had a small bar, with a very limited stock of bottles on the wall behind it, and several wooden, clearly handmade, tables scattered around the main room. Towards the back of the room, to the right and behind the stairs, was a kitchen. At the bottom of the stairs to the immediate left was a tiny office of some kind.

There were three men sitting at a table across the room. They eyed Palmer suspiciously. Palmer had never seen them before and had no idea what their business here might be. He didn’t care either. The men were dressed in local attire and Palmer assumed they lived here and regularly hung out in this place.

Palmer walked out the front door and stood for a moment on the boardwalk that ran along the front of the inn. The night was crisp and clear. Standing under the awning that covered the boardwalk, Palmer did not have a full view of the stars above. He knew, out here, this far from any city, the sky was big and full of stars he could never see at home. He stepped off the boardwalk on to the gravel main street of the village and glanced up. There were, indeed, a lot of stars here and a bright full moon climbing into the night sky.

Palmer looked down the street to his left. He could see the other inn. Besides tables on the inside of the building, that inn also had several tables out on a wider, nicer looking boardwalk. There were lanterns lighting the tables outside the inn. The lanterns gently swayed in the mild breeze that drifted through the village. The only people sitting outside the other inn were Wellington and his beautiful companion. The woman, which Palmer had only gotten a glimpse of earlier, had remarkably sharp features—even at this distance.

Without really having any idea what he was going to say to Wellington, Palmer turned and started walking towards the other inn. He was the only person, other than Wellington and the woman, on the street. Wellington had his back towards Palmer. The woman, on the opposite side of the small table, was facing in Palmer’s direction. Wellington was talking. The woman didn’t seemed to be listening closely to Wellington and it was apparent that she had seen Palmer. She had glanced at him as he walked closer, but did not seem to be concerned or interested in his presence.

Palmer reached the other inn and stepped up on to the boardwalk, immediately turning and moving to within a couple of feet of Wellington’s back. The woman looked up at Palmer. Her eyes were dark and riveting. Her features were exotic and it was hard to place where she was from. The slightly darker tone to her skin color suggested she might be a local, but there was something about her that gave Palmer the impression that she was far from some simple rural girl.

Wellington, his black and neatly combed hair was a little ruffled by the breeze, noticed the woman’s gaze and turned slightly to glance over his shoulder.

“You need something mister?” Wellington asked.

“Nigel Stevens sends his regards.” Palmer said.

Without getting up, Wellington slid his chair around so he was half turned towards Palmer. He stared at Palmer for a minute.

“Do I know you?” Wellington asked. He eyed Palmer carefully.

“I doubt it.” Palmer said. Palmer got the feeling from Wellington’s appearance and the tone of his voice that he was talking to a salesman. In that sense, a person needed to question anything this man said.

Wellington shook his head slightly. “Don’t think I know anyone by the name of Stevens.”

Palmer glanced over at the woman. She wore a small smile. She seemed amused, but Palmer couldn’t get a read on her or her relationship to Wellington.

Palmer looked back at Wellington. “Surely you remember your wife, Rachel.”

Wellington pretended to think for a moment. He smiled. “I’m afraid I don’t recall any wife by the name of Rachel.”

“Sure you do.” Palmer said. “You married her, stole money from her and ran off to,” Palmer waved a hand around, “this place. For whatever reason.”

Palmer had been puzzling that over since he left Cape Town. Where the hell was Wellington going. He stole some money, but not a fortune. Why did he feel compelled to run this far away? And what, out here, was he thinking he might spend that money on?

Wellington shook his head again. “No. I think you have the wrong guy. Why don’t go back to wherever you came from and tell your boss you made a mistake.”

Wellington lifted himself slightly and started turning his chair back around towards the woman. Palmer reached a foot out and kicked a leg of the chair knocking Wellington and the chair backwards a little. The kick rotated the chair back towards Palmer. Wellington quickly reached a hand around behind his back. Palmer was quicker. He reached inside his jacket and put his hand on his revolver while pulling back the front of the jacket so Wellington could see the gun.

“I wouldn’t.” Palmer said. It was partly a bluff. If Palmer killed Wellington here and now he would end up having to search for the money and it was quite possible the money was tucked away somewhere far from this little village.

Wellington slowly pulled his hand back and held it up. No gun.

Palmer, just as a precaution, glanced at the woman. He knew sometimes a beautiful face could lead one to believe that no danger lurked there. He knew of men that died as a result of that flawed thinking. The woman, though, had not moved at all. She continued to watch the scene with a measure of amusement. Palmer found that a little odd. He would have expected at least a little reaction from her.

Wellington stared at Palmer for a moment. “Look, friend, I am guessing you’re not getting the whole story here.”

Palmer shook his head a little. “First, I’m not your friend. And second, I don’t give shit about the whole story. Stevens sent me here for the money. That’s all I’m after.”

“The money.” Wellington laughed a little. “The money is gone. Well, most of it anyway. Spent it just getting here.”

“You duped Rachel Stevens into marrying you so you could steal her money just so you could get all the way out here?” Palmer shook his head in disbelief. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Huh.” Wellington said. “He didn’t tell you the whole story.”

“Who? Stevens?” Palmer said. 

Wellington nodded. “Yeah. Stevens. I don’t think he told you shit.”

“And you’re going to now tell me the real story. Is that it?” Palmer asked. Palmer didn’t trust Stevens and would not have been surprised if Stevens hadn’t been up front about what was really going on, but this guy, Wellington, didn’t seem any more trustworthy to get any kind of truth from.

“Look.” Wellington said. “Stevens didn’t send you here because his beloved Rachel was wronged in some way. And he didn’t send you here to retrieve some stolen money. You don’t know shit. Stevens sold his only daughter to me.”

Palmer stared at Wellington. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“I went to New York to find financial backing to bankroll a trip here. To this place. To find a lost treasure that only I happen to know about. I made the rounds in New York. All the big money people. They’re still there. Even after the Crash. They’re just hiding out these days. Afraid the starving fools out on the street will storm their little Upper Manhattan fortresses. I went around to everyone that would listen, but none of them would give me a penny. Not until I met Nigel Stevens. His money was slowly bleeding away. He still had money invested in some companies, but they were slowly dying and taking his wealth along for the ride. He was getting desperate to prevent he and his family from ending up like so many others. On the street panhandling for anything they can get. He agreed to give me the money to come out here. Trouble was, he owed a lot of money to creditors. If they knew he had given away a chunk of money to someone for an expedition into the Himalayas treasure hunting they would have been showing up at his door screaming.” Wellington said.

Palmer was expecting maybe a fight, but not a damned story. He shifted uncomfortably. He was beginning to rethink his reticence at just shooting Wellington.

“So, we came up with a scheme on how to get the money to me. You see, Rachel had a trust fund. Stevens couldn’t touch it. It came down from her grandfather. His wife’s father. But if she married the trust fund would become a shared property with her husband.” Wellington placed a hand on his chest.

Palmer eyed Wellington suspiciously. He didn’t trust what Wellington was telling him, but his instincts told him that Stevens seemed like the kind of guy that might just do something like that. For many of those people back home they would sell out their whole family just to hang on to whatever money they still had stuffed under the mattress.

“You’re saying Stevens arranged for you to marry his daughter so you could take her money and travel here on some treasure hunt?” Palmer asked.

“The deal is, I would find the treasure and we would split it fifty-fifty.” Wellington said. “Not a bad deal. I could never have afforded to get back here and hire the transportation I needed to get me up the into these mountains without Stevens’ money and he was not going to be able, on his own, to bail himself out of the debt he had sunk into.”

Palmer shook his head. “No. Something about this whole thing doesn’t make sense. Even desperate men wouldn’t gamble on some treasure hunt half way around the world with a man like you.”

“Desperate men do desperate things.” Wellington said. “Besides, I actually have a map.” He started to reach inside his coat and then hesitated. He looked at Palmer.

Palmer shrugged. He still had his hand near his gun anyway. He trusted the fact that he was pretty quick at drawing the .38 out when he needed to.

Wellington slid a piece of cloth out. It was folded into quarters. He opened it up. There was a crude map sketched on it. Wellington waved it in the air.

“I drew this partly from a description I read in an old document in Kathmandu and part of it was drawn by an old man who said he had once been to the spot.” Wellington said.

“You said you would show that to me.” The woman said. Her voice held a unique quality to it that Palmer could not quite define. It was deeper than he was expecting, but there was smoothness to it that was soothing on some level.

Wellington glanced over at the woman. He laid the map down in the middle of the table. The woman tried to pull it closer, but Wellington kept a firm hand on it.

The woman leaned forward and stared at it for a minute. She leaned back down into her chair with a smile. She didn’t say anything, but there was a content expression on her face.

The sound of a truck chugging along the steep road that led up from the valley below to the village could be heard. It grew louder and Wellington and Palmer turned to look down towards the other end of the village.

The lights of the truck could be seen as it came around a bend on the mountain road. It came into the village and stopped at the inn Palmer was staying at. Three men climbed out of the cab of the truck and two more hopped out of the back. It was hard in the dim light to get a read on who these men might be. They glanced up the street at Palmer and Wellington. They stared for just a second and then proceeded into the inn.

Palmer glanced at Wellington. Wellington gave an indifferent shrug.

Wellington looked at Palmer. “It’s just a business arrangement. Now, I’m not opposed to changing my business arrangement. I could see, maybe, changing how the shares are split.”

“You mean cutting me in as long as I don’t haul your ass back to Stevens—which, if your story is true makes no sense on why Stevens even sent me after you.” Palmer said.

“Well, my story only makes no sense if your story is true. Which, of course, I strongly doubt.” Wellington said. “I think you’re here to follow me to the treasure, kill me and take all of the treasure back to your boss. That makes more sense to me. What I am offering you is we cut Stevens out of the picture and you and I split the treasure ourselves.”

Palmer stared at Wellington and slowly shook his head. “Stevens didn’t hire me to kill anyone or steal any treasure. He told me he just wanted the money back you stole from him.”

Wellington stared at Palmer. He was clearly trying to decide what to make of Palmer. “Why the hell would he send you to track me down all the way over here for money he conspired to get for me?”

Palmer shook his head. “Like I said, this doesn’t make sense.”

They looked at one another. Then something occurred to Palmer. He turned slowly back around and looked back at the inn he was staying in. It was quiet. He looked back at Wellington.

“You know those guys?” Palmer asked.

Wellington stared at Palmer and shook his head. The thought came to Wellington as well.

“You’re just the hound dog.” Wellington said.

Palmer nodded slightly. “Maybe. If that’s the case, then the moment you put your hands on this treasure…”

Wellington nodded. “It seems like Stevens sent more than just you to get something from me.”

“Perhaps.” Palmer said.

“Well, now my offer is for real.” Wellington said.

“You mean it wasn’t before?” Palmer said.

Wellington shrugged. “Look, you watch my back and when I get my hands on the treasure then, well, half of it is yours.”

Palmer shook his head. “No thanks. I’m a private detective—not a treasure hunter. I was conned into tracking you down. Stevens owes me some money. I think I will head home and collect what is owed to me.”

“Your choice.” Wellington said with a shrug. “But, a bit of friendly advice, Stevens still has people working for him. Rough people. You may find it harder than you think to get your money. My way is easier money.”

Palmer glanced over at the woman. She had said nothing more. It seemed strange to Palmer. If she was Wellington’s partner, or something to him, it seemed like she would have had some opinion on their conversation.

The woman smiled at Palmer. It was both an alluring smile and a somewhat unnerving one as well. Palmer had never felt this strange uneasiness around someone before. There was something, on an instinctive level, different about her.

“I’ll keep your advice in mind.” Palmer said and walked away. Palmer walked back to the other inn. When he walked into the main room of the inn the five guys that had just arrived were sitting at a couple of tables. They looked like a rough bunch. Two of them looked like they might have been from the area, but the other three were not from Tibet or any other country near here.

All five watched Palmer walk through the main room and up the stairs. Palmer unlocked the door to his room. He didn’t turn the light on. He didn’t need it. He wasn’t going to be doing anything except spending his night watching the door. He sat down just to the left of the dust covered window with his back against the wall. He slid his gun out and settled in for a long night.

It was hard for Palmer to know how much time passed, but he was sure it was hours. He had dozed off a couple of times, but instinct made him snap his head up and stare around the room at regular intervals. Finally, well into the night, he heard it. The sound of someone trying very hard to creep along the wooden floor of the hallway outside his room.

Palmer had a feeling of what was likely going to come next. As expected, someone was slowly, quietly unlocking the door. It was possible the landlord was, for reasons unknown, sneaking into Palmer’s room, but Palmer was pretty damned sure it wasn’t the landlord. It was far more likely, in Palmer’s opinion, that the uninvited guest had gotten the master key to the room doors from the landlord, either through bribing or a more forceful form of coercion, for a more sinister intention.

Sitting quietly, Palmer waited for the intruder to get the door unlocked and the door slightly open. He was curious about something. He watched as the intruder, clearly a man, slipped just inside the door which brought the man within a couple of feet of the bed in the tiny room. In the dim light that streamed from the hallway Palmer could just catch the slightest glint of a knife. That was what he wanted to know.

The intruder raised the knife towards the pillows and blankets puffed up in line to roughly approximate a body. Palmer had waited for this moment to cock his .38. In the quiet room the sound was distinct and clear. The intruder froze and slowly peeked over in Palmer’s direction. What came next surprised Palmer.

Palmer expected the guy to remain frozen there. He was a step inside the door. Too far for him to dive back out before Palmer could shoot him. Palmer assumed the guy knew that. If the guy didn’t recognize his situation then he would make some kind of mad scramble to get back out of the room. What Palmer didn’t expect was for the man to look in Palmer’s direction and let out a gasp, followed by a whimper.

That was strange. The guy seemed like a pretty rough individual. It seemed unlikely that this was the first time someone threatened him with a gun. In addition, in the darkness of the room, the guy would not have been able to get much of a view of Palmer. It struck Palmer odd that the man, gutsy enough to come into Palmer’s room and commit murder would have been so frightened by someone pointing a pistol at him.

A moment later, the man did indeed scramble like a kicked puppy out the door of the room. Palmer let him go. He never had any intention of shooting the guy anyway. Palmer sat puzzled for a moment longer and then noticed the shadow. The partially open door let in a stream of dim yellow light from the hallway, but it did little to illuminate the rest of the room. There was, though, some moonlight that cast a faint gray square on the floor in front of Palmer. And there it was. In the square glow of the moonlight on the floor. An odd dark shape. Something just outside the second floor window of Palmer’s room was blocking some of the moonlight.

Palmer, thinking that maybe this was all part of a plan to trick him into focusing on the door when the real danger was at the window, quickly spun around. He only caught, for the briefest second, an indistinct shape and then it was gone. Whatever it was, it seemed like something alive, but Palmer did not see it well enough to have a clue. The idea that a person could have scaled the side of the building and had been hanging on the wall outside and peering in seemed highly unlikely. More than that, though, it was the speed with which, whatever it was, moved and disappeared from the view of the window. That was just bizarre.

Palmer stood up and stared out the window. He saw nothing. No movement. No sound. Nothing to indicate that anything had, just seconds before, been right there. Palmer wasn’t sure what had just happened, but he was sure now that he wasn’t going to get much sleep this night. There was a little too much activity going on around his room for him to feel like sleep was going to be possible.

Palmer kept his eyes on the window and backed up to the door of the room. He pushed the door closed and locked it again. One other thing bothered him. The intruder that had snuck in. He seemed to get some idea of what had been in the window. For a man willing to commit murder, he seemed completely terrified at whatever it was he thought he was looking at. What could terrify a man like that?

Dawn came slowly. It was a gradual gray light that seeped into Palmer’s room. He knew that at some points in the night he had dozed off and he was a little annoyed by that, but he knew there was little he could have done to stop it. He had spent the night sitting on the floor, but with his back to the bed now. He felt he needed to keep his eyes, when they were open, on either the door or the window.

Hearing some sounds outside, Palmer slowly got up. He was stiff in numerous places and moved as if he was ninety years old. He eased over to the window. In the street below he saw several guys gathering together. He was pretty sure they were the same ones that had rolled into the village after dark and, likely, one of them was the one that had come into his room last night.

There seemed to be some discussion going on and, from the glances that the guys made up towards Palmer’s window, it was apparent that Palmer’s suspicions were true. He didn’t know why they were so interested in him. If Stevens had sent them after Wellington, why would they care about Palmer’s presence here? Didn’t make sense.

The truck from last night pulled up in front of the inn and the other four guys climbed into it. A minute later the truck drove to the east. Not back down the mountain the way they had come in, but further along the road that led higher up the mountain. The direction that Wellington was going to be taking.

Palmer stood staring out the window at nothing. He told himself his business here, whatever it was intended to be, was over. He should just head back to New York and get his money from Stevens, but he was struggling a bit with that plan. He was having doubts about what he would encounter with Stevens when he showed up with no money in hand and questions about Wellington’s story. He was also curious why someone was trying to kill him. It seemed like that should bother him more than Wellington’s story, but he had been threatened many times before. Someone trying to kill him had lost some of its charm over the years.

He had a feeling that the guys from last night were indeed following Wellington now. For some reason. And Palmer was sure there still was more to this story than anyone had told him so far. He didn’t like not seeing a story all the way through. It left a bad taste in his mouth. He decided he wasn’t quite ready to leave just yet.

Palmer walked downstairs. There was no one in the main room. The owner of the place appeared from the kitchen. He looked inquisitively at Palmer. Palmer hesitated and then decided on the best meal of the day. He sat down at one of the tables and ordered a coffee. The owner was quick to bring it. There seemed like a trace of guilt in the owner’s eyes. Palmer was sure that owner was expecting to be dragging Palmer’s dead body out of a room this morning—not pouring him a cup of terrible coffee.

After his coffee, Palmer walked out in the chilly morning air. It was cloudy and a steady stiff wind blew down from the mountains north of the village. Turning, Palmer walked to the other inn. He wanted one more conversation with Wellington before deciding what his next step would be. He knew his next step was not going to be joining up with Wellington. He had no intention of becoming what was likely Wellington’s latest dead partner. Palmer couldn’t help thinking there were probably several of those individuals in Wellington’s past.

But...there were a few questions Palmer had about Wellington’s story and before returning to New York, Palmer wanted a couple more answers. He walked into the other inn. The owner of that inn came from somewhere further back in the lobby area.

“Wellington.” Palmer said the owner. “What room?”

The owner shook his head. Palmer wasn’t sure how much English this guy spoke, but he was sure the guy knew what he was asking.

“Look, don’t make me push you aside and go through your books. Just tell me what room.” Palmer said.

The owner shook his head again. “Mr. Wellington isn’t here. He left this morning.”

Palmer hesitated. “Damn it.” Palmer said. “How long ago?”

“Before dawn.” The owner said.

“Up the mountain?” Palmer asked. He pointed to the east.

The owner nodded. “Yes sir. Up.”

Palmer sighed. He stood for a moment longer. A thought occurred to him. He looked back at the owner. “The woman. The woman that was with Wellington. Do you know where she is?”

The owner waved to the east. “She went with him.”

Palmer turned to look at the owner. “Are there any other people here that I can get to drive me up there?”

The owner shook his head. “No sir. There are no cars or trucks here. The only cars or trucks here are the ones people bring with them.”

“And the bus that brought me here, does it go any further up the road? To the east?” Palmer pointed.

The owner shook his head. “No sir. Only to here. No more.”

“Damn it.” Palmer said. He stood with his hands on his hips and stared out the front window of the inn. An hour before he was thinking that he would be heading back to New York, but, now, he had become determined, one way or another, to track Wellington down. He wasn’t sure exactly why. It might have something to do with Wellington’s story about Stevens. Maybe, he didn’t like the guys apparently following Wellington because they tried to kill him for reasons he didn’t understand. He didn’t much like that. Or was it because something was at his window last night that he couldn’t explain and he didn’t like things he couldn’t explain. And, finally, there was one other thing that hovered around in the back of his head. Something that seemed very much out of place here. That was the picture of a dark haired woman.
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“Sir?” The owner of the inn asked.

Palmer turned to look at the short, somewhat round man with black hair on his head and face.

“Where is it you are wishing to go?” The owner asked.

“I wanted to follow them.” Palmer said. “That doesn’t look like it’s possible now.”

The owner shrugged. “The road goes for seven miles. It goes that way,” the owner pointed east, “and then it goes this way,” he pointed back to the west, “then that way again,” he pointed east again, “then back again. Many times.”

Palmer stared at the man. “Yeah. I guess. I mean, it’s going up a mountain so I suppose that’s what it would do.”

The owner nodded. “Yes. Until it goes no more.”

“The road just stops. Like, it can’t go up any higher.” Palmer said. “Right.”

The owner nodded again. “Yes.” He turned and pointed towards the back of the inn, straight north. “It stops there.”

“OK…” Palmer said. He didn’t know why he was getting a lesson in how a mountain road goes.

“The road is not very good. It can take a long time to drive up there.” The owner said.

“Yeah…” Palmer said.

“To get right there.” The owner said. He pointed again to the north.

A thought crept into Palmer’s head. “OK...so how far up there is the spot where the road stops?”

The owner shrugged. “Not far.”

Palmer just looked at the owner. He was still trying figure out why the man was telling him this.

The owner sighed. “It is not far. That is why we do not take the road to get there.”

“There’s
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