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			Chapter One

			Sunday night

			Sam Winslow, the youngest sheriff elected in Sheridan County, Colorado, stood in front of the television on the wall, adjusting the angle of the set so he could watch the Denver Nuggets game from the desk. At five foot nine, he used the remote control to change the channel on the TV, rather than climb onto a chair to reach the set on the wall. With the sun about to set, and alone in the office, he sat down to wait for Deputy Mitch Hunter to show up for the overnight shift.

			The 9-1-1 phone line rang. “Sheridan County Sheriff’s Department. What’s your emergency?” Sam asked. He picked up the remote control and pushed the mute button.

			“I need help. My son’s missing on Black Bear Mountain. He’s only twelve years old. You have to find him.”

			“Give me your name.”

			“I’m Doug Travis, and my son’s name is Billy.”

			Sam started typing on the computer. “Okay, Mr. Travis, how long has he been gone?”

			“He left around two o’clock with a couple friends. They went hiking up there. They do that a lot. The two boys came back and said Billy wandered off. When he didn’t come back, they headed down the mountain before it got dark.”

			The back door to the department opened and Deputy Hunter walked in.

			“Tell me your address and I’ll have some people out there right away.” Sam confirmed the address on the computer. “Sit tight, Mr. Travis. Help is on the way.” He hung up the call.

			“What’s going on?” Mitch asked.

			Sam stood, picking up his car keys, “Lost twelve-year-old boy on Black Bear Mountain. I’m going out to meet the parents. Will you call the other deputies and the Search and Rescue team? You had better dispatch the fire department and an ambulance, too. The parents’ address is on the computer. Oh, call a dispatcher in, too. We’re likely to start getting phone calls, and we’ll need someone to man the radio. Once the dispatcher gets here, meet me out there.” He put on his coat and cowboy hat and rushed out the door.

			* * * *

			An hour later, the deputies, search and rescue teams, and firefighters were at the base of the trail waiting for instructions. By now, the sun had been down for a while. A few floodlights were set up, as well as an open-sided canopy tent with a couple of tables and chairs under it. Propane heaters hummed to keep the volunteers at the tables warm.

			“Search and Rescue are going to take the lead up the main trail with their dog,” Sam said to the deputies and other volunteers, his breath visible in the cold night air. “The rest of you pair up and branch off to the east and west of the trail. No one goes up the mountain alone. Make sure you check in every thirty minutes by radio, so we don’t lose track of you. Any questions?” No one spoke. “Good. You all know how cold April nights can get here in the mountains. Let’s find this boy as soon as possible.” He turned toward the dog handler. “Dennis, here’s one of Billy’s shirts.” Sam tossed an evidence bag holding the shirt to the dog’s handler, who opened the bag to let the canine get a sniff.

			“Blue, search.” The dog started up the trail, with the handler and two rescuers following. 

			The rest of the volunteers headed out to their assigned areas. Sam walked over to the tent where Mr. and Mrs. Travis were both pacing. “We’ll find him,” he assured them.

			Brenda Larsen had arrived, got a box out of her SUV, and carried it over to the table. “Millie sent these up from the Java Bar.” She removed several to-go boxes of coffee, cups, and muffins, placing them on one of the tables.

			“Thanks. Is she coming up?” Sam asked.

			“No, she thought she’d stay at the shop in case you needed more coffee or food up here.”

			“She’s an angel.” He filled a cup from one of the boxes and took a drink.

			“She is. When are you going to put a ring on her finger?” Brenda asked.

			Sam nearly choked. “Oh.” Cough-cough. “I’m not quite ready for that.”

			“She’s not going to wait forever, Sam. Call the shop if you need more coffee. I’m heading back there now.” Brenda walked to her vehicle and drove back down the mountain.

			Around three a.m. the radio cracked to life. “We found him. We found the boy.”

			“That’s great news, Mitch,” Sam replied. “Is he okay?”

			“He’s fine, but pretty cold. We’re bringing him down now.”

			“Good job. His parents will be relieved, and we have an ambulance waiting to take him to the ER.” Sam looked over at Billy’s parents, who were hugging each other. He keyed the mic, “All units, the child has been found. Everyone, start back to base camp. Make sure you check in when you get here. We don’t want to leave anyone up there.”

			“Sam,” a voice said over the radio.

			“Go ahead Emma.”

			“We have a problem.”

			Sam feared the worst. “What’s wrong?”

			“We found a body at the bottom of Briar’s Cliff. It looks like he’s been here for several hours.”

			“Damn,” he said to himself, then back into the mic, “can you stay up there until daylight? It’s too dangerous to do a recovery in the dark.”

			“Will do. My search partner said he’d stay here with me.”

			“We’ll send some coffee, food, and blankets up to you in a bit.”

			“Thanks.”

			It was after eight a.m. when Sam walked into the Java Bar. The sun had been up for about an hour, but was only barely above the mountains. The owner, and Sam’s girlfriend, Millie Parker, stood behind the counter pouring coffee for a customer. With her long, red hair and blue eyes, she was always a welcoming sight for Sam.

			The customer walked away, and Millie looked up and smiled at Sam. “You look like hell.”

			“Thanks. I really needed to hear that.” Sarcasm at its best, he sat down at the counter. “It was a very long night. Could I have a double espresso with four sugars, to go?”

			“Are you sure you want that? You should go home and get some sleep, which you won’t be able to do with that much sugar and caffeine in your system.”

			He rubbed the stubble on his face. “I’m sure. I still have a few things to do at the office before I can sleep.”

			She turned to make his coffee. “The child was found safe and sound, so that’s a win, right?”

			He yawned. “Yes, but that’s not all we found.”

			The bell on the door dinged when another customer came in. Millie handed Sam his coffee. He took a sip. It was like getting a blood transfusion. “This is good,” he said. Millie went to help the waiting customer. When she came back, she placed a blueberry muffin in front of Sam. “I figured you were hungry. You said you found something else up there?”

			“Emma and her search partner found a dead hiker at the bottom on Briar’s Cliff.” He got up to leave, then stopped and turned back to her. “Thanks for sending up the coffee last night. Send the bill over to my office and I’ll see you get paid for it.”

			“You’re welcome, and don’t bother paying me. I’ll write it off on my taxes. Come to my house tonight and I’ll fix dinner. You can spend the night.”

			He smiled, tipped his cowboy hat, and walked out the door.

			It was a quick drive across town to the hospital morgue. Sam walked through the double doors and found Dr. Janis Hill, Sheridan County Coroner, looking through a chart. “Dr. Hill, do you have anything for me?”

			The middle-aged doctor’s brown eyes peered up over her glasses. “You look like hell, Sheriff.”

			Sam chuckled. “You’re not the first to tell me that today.”

			She closed the chart and looked at him. “I remember those all-nighters when I was an intern. It’s a wonder any doctor makes it through. I’ll be doing the autopsy on the body this afternoon, but it may take a while to get any toxicology results back. I did notice a couple things in the preliminary exam. He has bruises on his body that aren’t consistent with falling down a cliff. They look more like defensive wounds, and one in particular is puzzling.”

			“Why is that? Could he have fought a bear or mountain lion?”

			“No, there were no bites or scratches from any kind of animal. He has a large bruise on the middle of his chest.”

			“Interesting. How long do you think he’d been there?”

			“Based solely on lividity, I’d say he’d been there for twelve to eighteen hours, but we’ll learn more once the autopsy is complete.” Dr. Hill handed Sam an evidence bag. “Here’s the victim’s wallet and personal effects from his pockets.”

			“Thanks. Keep me informed.”

			Before leaving the hospital, he stopped by Billy Travis’ room to check on the young boy. The door to the room was open. Mr. and Mrs. Travis were sitting inside, with Billy sleeping in the bed. Sam knocked before entering.

			“Sheriff Winslow, please come in,” Mrs. Travis said.

			“How’s Billy doing?”

			“He’s fine,” she replied. “They wanted to make sure his night on the mountain didn’t give him pneumonia, or anything else. He’ll probably be released around noon.”

			“Sheriff, we can’t thank you enough for finding him,” Mr. Travis said.

			“It wasn’t me. If you recall, I was at base camp. It was my deputy, Mitch Hunter, and Dennis Miller with his dog, Blue, who found him. I’m just glad we found him safe.”

			“The person they found at the bottom of the cliff, was it someone local?” Mr. Travis asked.

			“I really can’t talk about it yet, pending notification of next of kin.”

			“We’ll pray for the man and his family,” Mrs. Travis added.

			“That brings up another question. I’ll need to ask Billy if he saw anyone else up there while he was on the mountain. Could I stop by your house in a day or two to speak with him?”

			“Oh, my Lord.” Mrs. Travis grasped her cross necklace. “I thought it was a hiker who fell. It’s not something else, is it?”

			“No, ma’am. It’s just a routine follow-up. I just want to know what he saw. I’ll be talking to the other two boys as well,” Sam said.

			“You can come by any evening this week,” Mr. Travis said.

			“Thank you.” Sam turned and left.

			* * * *

			Back at the police department, Sam walked in through the rear entrance. Deputies Emma Long, Mitch Hunter, and Mateo Diaz were working at their desks. 

			“Hey, boss, how’s the kid doing?” Mateo asked.

			“He’s fine. He’ll be released today. These are the personal effects of our victim.” He handed the bag to Mateo. “Make a copy of his driver’s license for the file and then log everything else.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“When you finish, go talk to the two boys that were hiking with the Travis boy? Ask them if they saw anyone else up there. They should be home from school by three-thirty.”

			Yes, sir.” Mateo took the bag from Sam and headed to the evidence room.

			Sam turned to Emma and Mitch. “What do we know about our victim?”

			“His name is Richard Lucero, age twenty-seven, from Placerville,” Emma said. “From what I could find online, he’s been an outdoor guide for a company there for six years.”

			“Dr. Hill said she’d do the autopsy this afternoon, and that he’d probably been dead for twelve to eighteen hours. That puts the time of death before sunset yesterday,” Sam said. “Will one of you call the Placerville PD and see if they know him and could notify his next of kin?”

			Mitch let out a long yawn.

			“You both look like hell. After you make the call, go home and get some sleep. Be back here in the morning. I’ll have dispatch call in some reserve officers to fill in today.”

			“You need to do the same thing, Sam. You look as bad as we feel,” Emma said. “We’ll all work better on this after we get some sleep.”

			“I’m going to do that right now.” Sam left the Sheriff’s office and drove to Millie’s house. He wasn’t about to turn down her earlier offer to spend the night.

			* * * *

			Millie wasn’t home when he arrived, so he used his key to let himself in and fell asleep as soon as he hit the pillow.

			When he woke up, he saw it was still daylight, or so he thought. He walked into the kitchen where he smelled food cooking. “Something smells good.”

			“I’m fixing your breakfast,” Millie said.

			“Breakfast for supper?”

			“Supper? It’s seven a.m. You’ve been sleeping since you got here yesterday afternoon.” She plated the eggs and bacon, carried the food to the table, and sat down.

			Sam poured himself a cup of coffee and joined her, digging into his breakfast.

			“Why aren’t you at the Java Bar?” he asked, between bites.

			“Brenda offered to open the shop this morning, so I could be here when you woke up.”

			“That was nice of her. Did you even sleep in bed with me last night?”

			“I did. You were so out of it. I don’t think I could have woken you up, if I tried.” She laughed. “What do you have going on today?”

			“I’m hoping to get more information on the hiker. Damn, I hope he just tripped and fell off that cliff. I’m not looking forward to a detailed investigation.” He swallowed the last of the breakfast and took the plate to the sink. After pouring some coffee into a travel cup he retrieved from a cabinet, he came back over and leaned down to give Millie a kiss, but she put her hand up to stop him.

			“You’re not kissing me with that beard.”

			Sam laughed. “And here I was thinking about letting it grow.”

			“You better be joking.”

			He rubbed his face. “Do you think I’d look older with a mustache?”

			“You don’t want to look like the youngest sheriff in Colorado?” she asked.

			“You know I don’t.”

			“You wouldn’t look good with a mustache, and I don’t like beards.”

			He found his coat and hat on a chair and put them on. “I gotta go home to shower and shave.”

			“Stop by the shop later, if you have time,” she said.

			“I will. Love you.” He was out the door.

			* * * *

			Sam arrived at work forty minutes later. “Sorry, I’m late. I overslept.”

			“Perfectly understandable, boss,” Mitch replied. 

			Sam walked into the kitchen to refill his travel mug and came back out. “Any updates about Sunday night’s event?” He walked to a desk and sat down.

			“I talked to the two boys who had been with Billy Travis.” Mateo said. “All they could remember was that there were a lot of people hiking on the mountain when they first went up there. They didn’t remember anyone specifically.”

			“I figured as much. They’re at the age where they don’t pay attention to any adults around them,” Sam said.

			The front door to the office opened. A man, appearing to be around fifty, walked in.

			“Can we help you?” Emma asked.

			“I need to report a missing person.”

			“How long has the person been missing?” Sam asked.

			“He’s my employee and last worked on Saturday. He didn’t show up for his shift on Sunday, and he didn’t show up again today. I tried calling him yesterday and today, but the call went straight to his voicemail.”

			Emma stood. “Come on back and I’ll take your report.” She let him through the locked gate at the end of the counter. “What’s your employee’s name?”

			“Richard Lucero.”

			She stopped and looked at Sam.

			“I think I better do this,” Sam said. “Mr…?”

			“Finley, James Finley. I own Overland Outfitters here in town.” 

			“Come this way.” Finley followed Sam to his office.

			“Please sit down,” Sam said. He took a notepad and pen out of his desk. “Mr. Finley, I’m sorry to tell you, but on Sunday night, we found Richard Lucero’s body at the bottom of Briar’s Cliff on Black Bear Mountain.”

			“Oh my God, what happened?” Finley looked visibly upset.

			“We’re still investigating. We thought he lived and worked in Placerville. How long has he been here?”

			“I hired him a couple months ago as a wilderness guide. What was he doing on Black Bear Mountain?”

			“We don’t really know yet. We need to contact his next of kin. Do you know who that would be?” Sam asked, writing something on his notepad.

			“Richard’s been a loner since coming to town. He never talked much about family or friends. I could bring you a copy of his work application. That might have some information you need,” Finley said.

			“That would be greatly appreciated. Where was he living?”

			“He was still looking for a place, but I believe for now he was living in a camper at the Frozen Creek Campground outside of town.”

			Sam added that to his notes. “Do you know if he was having problems with anyone?”

			“Do you think someone hurt him on purpose?” Finley looked worried.

			“As I said earlier, we’re still investigating.”

			“Of course. Richard never mentioned having problems with anyone. He got along with all the customers and his co-workers, except for one,” Finley said.

			Sam stopped writing. “He didn’t get along with one of his co-workers. Can you elaborate?”

			“It’s probably nothing. Richard originally vouched for the guy, so I hired him, but early last week, they had an argument.”

			“What about?”

			“I’m not even sure. It was at the end of the day and they both left, going their separate ways.”

			“What’s this co-worker’s name?” Sam asked.

			“Kyle Sheehan.”

			Sam wrote more notes. “Can you think of anything else that might help us?”

			Finley paused while thinking. “I can’t come up with anything right now, but if I do, I’ll let you know.” 

			“Thank you for your help, Mr. Finley. It would be great if you could get the copy of his work application to me as soon as possible.” Sam stood, as did Finley. “One more thing. Please don’t say anything about what happened to Lucero until we can notify any next of kin. You can tell your employees, but ask them to keep it quiet for a while. I’d also like to come talk to them, if you don’t mind.”

			“My employees and I will keep it quiet. Yes, stop by the store anytime to speak with them.”

			“Thank you.” Sam opened his office door and Finley left. Joining the other officers, Sam briefed them on what Finley had told him. “Emma, I need you to run the name Kyle Sheehan through the computer to see if he has a record.”

			“Do you have a DOB or an address?”

			“Not yet. He works at Mr. Finley’s store. He and Lucero had an argument last week.”

			“I’ll see what I can find,” she said.

			“While you were talking to the employer, I received an email from the Placerville PD,” Mitch said. “They talked to his former employer and learned that Lucero’s parents are deceased. From what they could find out, he has a sister, but no one they talked to knew her name, or where she might be.”

			“I’ve been looking through Lucero’s social media sites,” Emma said. “He doesn’t have TikTok, or Instagram. He does have Twitter and Facebook though, but his Facebook privacy is shut down tight. All I can see is some photos. However, his Twitter is wide open.”

			“Anything interesting?” Sam asked.

			“A few months ago, he mentioned several times about being dissatisfied with his job in Placerville and was looking for a new one.”

			“I guess he found it here in Coyote Canyon,” Mateo said.

			“He also had words with someone on there about some illegal activity, but neither of them specified what it was,” Emma said.

			“What’s the person’s name?” Sam asked.

			“It just shows a username, ‘Cappy1974.’”

			“That’s good work, Emma. Keep at it and see if you can find out who Cappy1974 is. Also call his former employer. Maybe they’ll tell us something more than they told the Placerville PD,” Sam said.

			Mitch’s email dinged. “I just got the DMV information. He owns a blue Ford truck.”

			“Check the parking area at the start of the trail at Black Bear Mountain. If we’re lucky, it’ll be parked there. If you find it, have it towed here, we’ll go through it later to see what we can find. Mr. Finley said he was living in a camper at Frozen Creek Campground. Check that also,” Sam requested.

			“I’m on it.” Mitch picked up the keys to one of the department’s SUVs and left.

			Emma was finishing up a phone call. “Thank you, Mr. Pena. I’ll be in touch if we need anything more.” She turned to the other officers. “Lucero’s former employer said he definitely has a sister, but didn’t know her name.”

			“We’ll just have to hope his current employer will have more,” Sam said.

			Mateo left the department for patrol, and Emma turned back to her computer and started typing.

			“I’m going to walk to the post office and get our mail. I’ve got my cell phone, if you need me,” Sam said.

			The post office was only a few blocks away. Sam greeted many Coyote Canyon residents as he walked down the street. He couldn’t help but think about how lucky he was to have grown up and still lived in this small town, a close-knit community where neighbor knows neighbor, and until recently, no violent crimes since the late 1800s when the gunslingers hung out there.

			Sam looked up at the beauty of the San Juan Mountains that surrounded the canyon. Snow that still covered the top peaks would melt soon and feed into the San Pueblo River. Ski season was over, but the many summer events would soon begin, bringing so many people back to town. 

			“Morning, Sheriff. Nice job finding that boy Sunday night,” a lady said.

			He tipped his hat. “Thanks, Mary. It was a group effort.” He continued his walk until he reached the post office. Inside, he got the mail from the box and briefly looked through it. Seeing nothing that needed immediate attention, he decided to stop by the coffee shop before going back to the office. A few more blocks down the street, he entered the Java Bar.

			“Good morning, Sheriff,” Brenda said. “What can I get you?”

			Sam looked around the room. “Just black coffee. Is Millie here?”

			Brenda poured him coffee. “She’s in the back room ordering coffee. Do you want me to get her?” She placed his coffee on the counter.

			“No. I’ll go back to her.” He handed Brenda a five-dollar bill and picked up his coffee before going to find Millie.

			She looked up when he entered the room. “You look much better than you did when you left this morning.”

			“I felt even better after having a shower and putting on clean clothes.” He sat down at the table.”

			“Do you want to come to my house again tonight? We could watch a movie, or something.”

			“I think I better go home tonight and get some more sleep.”

			“You’re acting like an old man, instead of a twenty-seven-year-old,” she teased.

			“This job makes me feel like an old man. I better get back to work, I just needed to see your face again this morning.” He stood, then leaned down, giving her a kiss on the cheek before leaving.

			On the walk back, Sam saw the town’s fire chief putting up the flag at the firehouse. “Good morning, Chief.”

			“Morning, Sheriff,” Monty Montoya replied.

			Sam stopped. “Thanks for your help with the missing boy.”

			“All in a day’s work. I’m going to hold a critique of the event with my crew in a few days. Would you like to attend?”

			“I would. Can I bring my deputies?”

			“Of course.” Montoya tied off the flag to the pole. 

			“It’s always good to go over what worked and what didn’t,” Sam said.

			“I’ll call you when I know what day and time.”

			“Thanks.” Sam walked back to the department.

			When he entered, Emma had news for him. “That Finley guy that Lucero worked for came by again. He brought a copy of his personnel file. I put it on your desk.”

			“Thanks.” Sam went into his office and got the file, returning to the main room. He looked through it. “Lucero’s sister’s name is Linda Russell, but there’s no address or phone number. See if you can find out anything about her whereabouts. She has a different last name from her brother. She’s either married or not a full sister. Has Mitch returned yet?”

			“Not yet, but he did call in saying he found the victim’s truck at the trailhead, and was having it towed to our garage,” Deputy Cory Henderson replied. “He was heading to the campground next to see if he could find the guy’s camper.”

			“Good,” Sam replied.

			“Do you know how many Linda Russell’s there are in southwest Colorado?” Emma asked while looking at her computer monitor.

			“I take it, a lot?” Sam said.

			“Hundreds, if not thousands.”

			“We’ll need to do some old-fashioned police work to find her then,” he said.

			* * * *

			Mitch arrived at the Frozen Creek Campground and went to the office first. He was greeted by a young lady behind the counter.

			“Good morning, Officer. What can I do for you?” she asked.

			“Good morning. I’m Deputy Mitch Hunter and I’m looking for Richard Lucero’s camper.” Ever the ladies’ man, he flashed her a big smile.

			“Did he do something wrong?”

			“He had an accident up on the mountain, and I need to get some things from his camper,” he said, hoping that would satisfy her.

			“That’s terrible. He’s a really nice guy, and a good tenant. We never hear a peep out of him. His trailer is the last one down the road on the right. Site ten.” She pointed to a side road, nearly hidden by shrubbery. 

			“Thank you, ma’am.” He tipped his hat and walked back to his truck.

			He drove slowly past several other campers until he saw the last one. It was medium-sized, blue and white, with almost as much rust on it as blue paint. It had seen better days. Parking his SUV, he got out, and looked around the outside. Nothing looked out of the ordinary, and he didn’t see anyone else nearby. He tried the door and found it unlocked. Mitch opened the camper door.

			Before proceeding, he announced himself, “Sheriff’s Department. He put his hand on his gun as he stepped inside.

			The place was a mess. Clothes had been thrown everywhere with a lot of empty pizza boxes and beer cans on the floor. Mitch slowly walked down the narrow hallway toward the bedroom when he heard the bathroom door fly open behind him. 

			Before he could turn and respond, something hit his head, and he went down. Shaken, he heard someone run out of the camper. He was doing his best not to lose consciousness and was finally able to reach the radio microphone on the epaulet of his shirt to call for help.

			“Radio - 802,” he struggled to say. “Officer down, officer down. I - need - help.” That’s all he could say before passing out.

			* * * *

			Every officer in the building heard Mitch’s distress call and rushed to the dispatch office. Sam pushed his way through the crowd.

			“802 - Radio. What’s your twenty?” the dispatcher, Hannah, asked.

			No response.

			“802 - Radio. Your location, please?” Hannah asked again.

			Again, no response.

			“What was the last thing he called in before the distress call?” Sam asked.

			“He said he was headed to Frozen Creek Campground. That was twenty minutes ago.”

			“Do we have any officers on patrol right now?”

			“Mateo’s patrolling,” the dispatcher replied.

			“Get him, and anyone else, on the way to the campground. Signal ten,” Sam ordered.

			“Attention 804, and all units, officer needs assistance at Frozen Creek Campground. Signal ten,” the dispatcher said over the radio.

			“Radio – 804, roger. On my way,” Mateo answered, as did the other officers.

			“Emma, you come with me. Everyone else head out there, too,” Sam said.

			It was a caravan of flashing lights and sirens going out of town. The Town Marshal responded to the call as well, and arriving first, he was at the campground gate to direct the other officers to the scene.

			Sam pulled up to the camper just as Mateo was coming out. Several local and state officers had also responded. Sam rushed up to Mateo, “Where is he? Is he okay?”

			“He’s alive, but unconscious. It looks like he was attacked from behind. He has a head injury. The ambulance should be here soon.”

			Sam headed inside the cramped camper and ordered the two officers out that were next to Mitch, who was now on his back with an impromptu pillow of towels, already stained with blood, under his head.

			“Wake up, buddy,” Sam said.

			His eyes opened slightly, then closed again. Sam heard the ambulance’s siren winding down as it stopped outside. He stepped out of the camper to let the paramedics inside. “He has a head injury and has been unconscious for probably a little less than an hour,” Sam told them.

			The other deputies gathered around Sam. “Mateo, what did you see when you arrived on scene?” Sam asked.

			“There was nothing out of the ordinary. The camper door was open. Other than Mitch’s SUV, there were no other vehicles around,” he said.

			Sam looked around. “Footprints are out of the question, with everyone walking around out here. Emma, talk to the campground manager. Cory, you and Mark talk to any other campers here to see if they saw anything today. Ask if they know Lucero, too.”

			“Yes, sir,” both officers replied.

			Not long after, the paramedics carried Mitch out of the camper. The gathering of officers fell silent as they watched him being loaded into the ambulance, and then driven
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