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It was the dead of winter and a horrific storm was approaching. Coming with it was something even more terrible than the weather:

The Wendigo.

Once again and for centuries, it was on the prowl and searching for prey.

This time it was on the hunt for Man.

An eerie stillness hung over the Northern Lower Peninsula American countryside as a thick quilt of snow blanketed the landscape. A herd of deer waded through the deep snow that covered the clearing, scrounging for food. As they searched, the snow began to fall.

Being creatures of habit, they were on alert for any predator, with Man being the foremost.

They sensed Man was in the area, but knew that the closest were a very fair distance away and no immediate threat.

The deer could sense something else was approaching as well...something extremely unfamiliar and wretched. And yet while similar to the presence of Man, it was much more dangerous and sinister.

As the wind picked up, they caught its scent in the approaching storm.

The oncoming stench of death and decay forced all the deer to recoil and bolt for the security of the deep woods, just as the front edge of the blizzard began its assault upon the countryside.

As the last deer exited into the deep forest and the storm had worsened, an Ojibway hunting party reached the far edge of the clearing.

Waemetik, his brothers Nawautin and Waubegun, as well as their friend Needjee, had departed before sunrise to hunt for food and for plenty of it. They didn’t care if they were able to get more than they needed, and that was a problem for the rest of their kin.

If gathering more than was necessary angered the Manitous, Waemetik and the others didn’t care. They had left the village of their birth in a dispute with the elders over the very same thing. They felt it was better to have too much than too little. Waemetik would see to it that his family would not go without, even if that meant others had to.

According to the elders, Waemetik and his brothers had become selfish, and while gathering bounties, they had become wasteful and took more from nature than they should, and by the time they’d consumed their fill from the forest, the remainder of their bounties they could not consume in time had spoiled.

Now they were exiled to their own village where they now thrived regardless, and beyond expectations.

Yet with the harsh winter storm, there was no longer such a thing as abundance....

As the blizzard worsened, the hunting party stopped to rest. The ordeal of pushing the sled with their animal carcasses had exhausted them. They were so close to home and yet they were so far.
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BEEWUN WAS WORRIED. She knew the storm was on its way and Waemetik and his brothers were out in it. Even before they left that morning, she had been filled with a sense of dread, a dread like never before. She continuously checked the sky and the weather throughout the day.

As the wind picked up, she checked outside from her lodge with increased frequency. Her sister-in-law, Waubigun’s wife Meemee, had come to keep her company. She had brought their children over. Together they kept a vigil, waiting for their husbands’ return.

As they prepared their evening meal, they listened to their grandfather tell stories to their children about the Manitous of the Anishinaubae peoples. He had just finished telling the legend of Pawguk, who mistakenly thought his sister-in-law loved him and killed his own brother to have her for himself. Yet in her grief, she took her own life. Pawguk then overturned his canoe out of guilt and drowned beneath it, his spirit only to be cast out of the Underworld and into the Land of the Souls for his terrible crime.

Upon completion of the story, Beewun once again rose and went up to the lodge’s door. She looked outside to see no signs of her husband and his brothers...and the snow was getting worse.

Meemee approached Beewun and placed her hand on her shoulder gently, trying to reassure her. “They will be fine,” she said softly.

“I am concerned,” Beewun replied. “There is something else. I can feel it. Something bad is coming. I cannot describe it.”

Meemee hugged Beewun. “Try not to be afraid in front of the children,” she said.

Beewun somberly nodded.

Suddenly, an icy blast of wind violently forced the door open, causing both women to jump back, startled, before finally closing the door against the cold. 

“Now let me tell you of the Wendigo,” the grandfather said as the two women looked outside to see a blinding snow storm descend upon their settlement. Now Meemee was just as concerned as Beewun. “Of all of the beings that dwell in the world of our people, none are more terrifying than the Weendigo. And now it is his time. The time of the Wendigo.”
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AFTER MUCH EFFORT, the hunting party had managed to push the sled a short distance away from the path that led to their village. 

Once again, they had to rest.

Waubegun stopped. He thought he heard something large stepping across the snow nearby. His eyes searched the through the foggy haze, seeing nothing.

Then he heard it again.

A step. Followed by another.

He listened intently.

Waemetik listened again, then looked at his brother. “We should go,” he finally said.

He turned to look at Nawautin, who was nearby and also listening.  When he returned his gaze towards Needjee.....Needjee was gone, and then suddenly they all heard him struggling somewhere out in the snow and fog as a very bad odor of rot and decay filled the air.

“Needjee?” Needjee?” they all called out, recoiling from the smell.

“Needjee?” Waubegun cried. “Needj...”

Needjee let out a blood-curdling scream from somewhere above them in the fog and snow. His screams stopped abruptly as they heard ripping and tearing followed by terrifying and boisterous chewing sounds.

For a moment, they stood in stunned silence before hurriedly gathering their weapons from the sled.

Once again, they heard something large prowling around in the snow.

“What is that?” Nawautin asked softly.

“A Manitou?” Waubegun answered with uncertainty.

Fear filled the brothers as they watched and waited. They had heard stories of great manitous and legends from the elders, but never really expected to actually come to face one.

If it was a Manitou, which one was it? they asked themselves.

“What should we do?” Mawautin asked.

“Kill it,” Waemetik replied. “For we could be legends. Then we push our kill home.”

They stood ready to fight whatever beast or Manitou was coming towards them. They continued to hear it lurking around in the fog as it came closer.

Each one felt fear like they never had before. Being brothers and loyal to one another, they would not abandon each other to flee to their settlement.

The large mysterious creature let out a loud, shrill scream that caused Waemetik to drop his spear in sheer terror.

Waubegun looked over at him. “Are you all right?” he asked.

Waemetik nodded and quietly picked up his spear.

Waubegun turned back and felt something close pass by him. He looked over only to see that Nawautin was now gone, his spear broken upon the ground.

Before either one could react, they heard Nawautin’s agonizing screams somewhere out in the fog and snow. The screams ended abruptly.

“I am coming, brother!” Waubegun exclaimed, trudging desperately into the dense fog to save him. “I am com...”

Waubegun was cut off in mid-sentence, followed by a loud, guttural and painful groan, then nothing.

Waemetik was now alone. He backpeddled towards the sled as he realized that the others were all dead. He held his spear tightly as he trembled with fear as much as he did the cold.

The dead silence was overwhelming and terrifying.

He could hear the large creature moving around and eating something.

Waemetik turned one way and then another to try and determine from which the direction the creature would attack. Finally, he decided to attempt an escape by running for the woods.

Waemetik heard the creature behind him. As he turned to look up, he was seized by what his people considered the most terrifying thing dwelling in their world.

All he could do was gasp “Wendigo” before his screams of agonizing death echoed throughout the forest and upon the ever-attentive ears of the deer herd, miles from the slaughtered tribesmen by now, all too aware of the abominable carnage they avoided by simply being attentive and escaping while they still could.... 
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BEEWUN THOUGHT SHE heard a scream in the distance. She ran to the door of her lodge and looked outside. The storm was at its peak. Then she heard one last scream. Her heart sank. She knew it was Waemetik and the others. She ran out into the storm.

Meemee followed her to the door and implored her to return back inside, but to no avail.

“Come back, Beewun!” she pleaded. “Come back!”

She heard her baby cry and withdrew inside.

Beewun was joined by Winonah and Waubizee-Qaue, Needjee and Nawautin’s wives. They too heard the screams.

“You heard them too?” Winonah asked.

“Yes,” Beewun replied solemnly.

All three women stood together against the storm, silently listening for more screams.

The smell of death and decay filled their village. Winonah fell to her knees and became violently ill from the smell. ​​Waubizee-Quay checked to see if Winonah was all right. When she looked back upon Beewun, she shrieked. Before she could take another step, her heart ceased beating, no warning required. She perished right then and there from sheer terror.

Beewun bellowed out from the top of her lungs as well, as something monstrous erupted from out of the dense fog that had descended upon the village and enveloped it, something alive, something colossal and ravenous. She was lifted upwards by this unseen beast, and found herself pleading aloud for her soul’s salvation in her ancestral tongue.  The pleas were to no avail and were silenced as the unseen thing lifted her high and tore her apart.

Winonah struggled to her feet, but stumbled. The creature outside began to shriek as the wind howled.  Fortunately for her, her heart seized from desperation and fright just as was Waubizee-Quay’s fate, not long before the beast discovered her also and continued its flesh and blood feast.

Hours later, when the storm had passed, Meemee ventured out of the lodge. She stood in the center of the village. The silence was eerie and unsettling. She noticed three large blood stains on the snow-covered ground. The smell of death and decay still lingered in the air.

Meemee bent over and a wretched sickness erupted from her gut, from out her mouth, and dissolving into the snow.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Today’s Weather ​​Forecast
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Rachel Torrey felt nauseous.

Her stomach was in knots. She leaned over the toilet, wanting to throw up but not wanting to at the same time. 

She stood back up in her fluffy blue bathrobe and took a deep breath. “Oh, God,” she muttered, softly, as she held her belly.

She winced in pain from another strong cramp.

She could not be sick. Not today. Not on Friday, one of her busiest days. Her schedule could not be changed. At least not now and not for this.

She had a full day ahead of her. As a personal trainer, she had well-paying clients to put through their work-outs. Besides, she’d labored too hard building up her clientele. That was the benefit of being what she was. She made her own hours and got sweet compensation for it.

She’d started doing this when they were first married. Later she went to college for exercise physiology.

At forty-three, Rachel was in excellent shape. Her light brown honey-colored hair and slender, yet model-athlete-like physique made her look a good ten to fifteen years younger than she was. Her athleticism could put many of the younger women to shame. 

It had helped that she always stayed active. She’d lettered in swimming, volleyball and softball in high school. Even through four pregnancies, she’d stayed reasonably active.  She had also fallen in love with and married an athlete from and right out of high school. She attributed her condition to good genes, a competitive nature, and a healthy active lifestyle she shared with her now-husband Matt.

But right now, she had a tough time standing up, let alone freestyle across an Olympic pool. Just limping to the bathroom had been a chore.

Once again, she doubled over from a severe cramp. She took a deep breath, then clutched her belly.

Flu, she thought as tears welled up in her eyes. That damned flu.

Matt Torrey was awake in bed. He knew it was still early, but not sure exactly of the time. He had heard Rachel pull up the covers and race to the bathroom. When she didn’t return after a lengthy absence, he knew something was wrong. 

Like Rachel, Matt was in great shape. Then again at six-foot-three, he was still built like a linebacker. He barely looked like he was in his late thirties, let alone forty-four. Like her, he had lettered in sports in high school. He had made all area teams in football, wrestling and baseball. His time in the U.S. Army Rangers after high school had pretty much seen to that. He was pretty solid, not only for a man approaching middle age, but a community college history instructor.

Matt sat up and listened intently. He thought he heard Rachel moan again. He decided that he’d better see if he could help. 

“Are you okay, honey?” he asked.

Rachel let out a sigh. “I’ve got cramps real bad,” she replied. “I feel really sick...It really hurts. I think it’s the flu.”

Matt knew that she had a high pain tolerance and for her to be complaining meant that something was truly wrong. He walked over behind her and gently held her belly with both hands in the area she indicated where the pain felt the worst.  His warm hands helped. He knew the routine. Whenever she felt like this, he knew this was what helped to make her feel a little more comfortable.

“Thanks,” she said softly, and placed her hands over his, loving him for his consideration. After a few moments, the pain and nausea passed. “Help me back to bed.”

“Maybe you should cancel your appointments and rest up today,” he suggested.

“I’ll be fine in a little while,” she said. “Just hold me. I’ll be fine in a bit.”

Matt dutifully helped across the bedroom. Once in bed, he continued to hold her. He remembered the first time he held her like this. It was when she was pregnant with their son Mathew and how it temporarily helped her morning sickness. She had also been that way when pregnant with their other kids; Mark, John and Danielle. He was proud of the fact of how she was as beautiful then as she was in her twenties.

Rachel took a deep breath and held Matt’s hand in place. She loved him more now than she ever did. His comforting hand and warm body were at least helping her psychologically. She moved his hand and kissed it before putting it back in place.

‘Thanks old man,” she said, softly trying to joke around. “I love you.”

“Anytime, old girl,” he joked back. “Anytime. And I love you too.”

Both laid there in a semi-sleep for a couple more hours to follow.

***
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BRANDON AND MARLENE Markway just finished making love and were lying in bed in each other’s arms. Their eyes were closed, but they were not really asleep. They were just enjoying the intimate moment together. They had some time to rest before getting ready for work. Brandon wished that it was Saturday so they could just spend the day in bed. Right now, it didn’t get any better than this.

After only a couple of years of marriage, they only had themselves to think about. A nice house, new vehicles and good careers. They were reasonably happy. He was a fireman and paramedic for Waterford Township and she was a kindergarten teacher in one of the Waterford elementary schools. They were reasonably comfortable when it came to finances.

The only thing they didn’t have was children. While they both wanted kids, Brandon was more willing to accept what life threw at them and roll with the punches. Marlene was more desirous of children, especially since she dealt with them every day. She loved kids and was very good with them. To add to her disappointment, she had suffered two miscarriages in their short marriage, one just a year prior and the other only three months ago.

As bad as Brandon felt about it, Marlene felt much worse.

Brandon tried very hard to get her to forget the pain of the children she’d lost. He knew his actions helped a little, but the sorrow was still there in the back of her head. He knew that Marlene felt her biological clock was ticking, since she wanted to have children by the time she was thirty. 

They had met when Brandon’s station answered a call to help a child who was having an epileptic seizure. What had impressed Marlene most was how good he was with the boy, and how he explained to her class what exactly epilepsy was on his day off afterwards. It also didn’t hurt that he was built like a linebacker. He was attracted to her warm and friendly smile and nice body. He asked her out and almost one year later they were married. It had all been so fast, and yet it all had been so right.

As they were about to doze off again, the alarm clock went off. So much for spending any more time in bed.

“Shit,” he muttered.

***
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ANOTHER HOUR IN BED had been enough for Rachel. While she still felt a touch of nausea now and then, the cramps had subsided and enabled her to get out of bed, shower, get dressed and start her day. She was feeling better than she had earlier, but that wasn’t saying much. She nibbled on some buttered toast and some Coca Cola for breakfast. Rachel figured she could survive the day with only three clients to put through their work-outs.

“How are you feeling?” Matt asked, dressed in tan slacks, shirt, tie and brown sport jacket. 

“I’m okay,” she answered. “I’ll make it. By the looks of the main bathroom, I see Danielle already left for school. I won’t be home for our usual lunch date though. I figured it will just be easier to stay at the gym instead of coming home. What classes do you have today?”

“Michigan History from ten to twelve and Twentieth Century History from two to four,” he replied. “Do you want to get dinner out? If you’re not feeling well, why not make it easy on yourself?”

Rachel nodded. “Sorry about lunch,” she said, leaning up to kiss him. “I’ll make it up to you later.” 

“I’ll hold you to it,” Matt said, as Rachel smiled coyly, knowing what he meant.

“Have a good day,” she said, twisting into her coat and grabbing her gym bag before going out the door to meet her client at the local Powerhouse Gym. “See you later.”

“Bye, have a good day,” Matt said before finishing off his coffee and grabbing his briefcase, coat and heading out the door himself to teach at Oakland Community College. He hoped that this semester did not give him as big of a headache as the last one did.

***
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EDDIE TEMPLE HAD SUCH a headache. He felt a little worse-for-wear after last night’s sudden and unplanned party. In fact, he felt godawful. He drank a little too much booze and smoked a little too much weed. It was one of those spur-of-the-moment things where a few friends showed up with others in tow. While he didn’t feel knock-down drag-out hung over, he didn’t feel very good either. This made him irritable, which wasn’t a hard thing to do.

In fact, Eddie was usually irritated about something. Most people at parties are happy and festive when they drink. Not Eddie. Liquor tended to bring out the worst in him. He was a living example of the saying: instant asshole, just add alcohol. When drinking, he would often become sullen and eventually outright angry about some slight, whether real or imagined. Some had come to call him “Volcano Eddie” or “Eddie the Volcano” because he could erupt up at any time over the smallest thing.

And often did.

On those occasions that he was fun-loving and happy, he still retained a mean-spirited sense of humor. He would often find a victim to humiliate, tease, and bully to the point of leaving the party in tears or wanting to fight him on the spot. That was just typical Eddie.

Eddie didn’t like many people. He didn’t care for minorities, especially black people. He wasn’t overly-complimentary of women, either. He couldn’t keep a steady girlfriend. Usually he ended up verbally or physically abusing them, or just blatantly cheating on them. To Eddie, women were useful for sex and little else.

Bosses, cops, and other people of authority weren’t high on the Temple list either. This could be attributed to the many times he’d been fired and his numerous scrapes with the law.

In fact, Eddie did not like many people, period. Except perhaps his two buddies, Andrew “Belch” Furlong and Kevin Shannon. 

Like them, he couldn’t hold a steady job. He had just lost his last one for threatening a female manager and calling her the “C” word as well as other names. But that was typical of Eddie. Usually, he would supplement his income by dealing drugs, stripping cars and other illegal activities. He was intent on being his own man and not listening to some asshole telling him what to do.

Kevin typically worked at a gas station or some convenience store that he’d eventually quit after a few months. Andrew was a bit more ambitious, usually working at everything from security guard services to being a bricklayer. Yet, like his friends, he usually quit after a while to pursue some other vocation such as unemployment.

In some ways, the trio was nothing alike. Andrew and Eddie at least finished high school, while Kevin needed special education classes to do so. Andrew liked fantasy games, science fiction and shooting guns. Kevin liked sports and thought he was a better athlete than he actually was. He always felt he should have made the school’s teams, but his me-first loner attitude never meshed well with the team concept. He liked to play video games and get fucked-up every weekend. Of the three, Eddie was the ring leader.

While different, all three also shared similarities. They had police records, liked to drink and get high, and seemed to continuously live on the edge. All three had also been told they would never amount to much, even by their own parents. And as all three hit twenty-eight, so far none of them had.

Eddie always figured that one day this would change. All he needed was that one big score. Right now he was waiting for his buddies, seated on the old blue sofa in his apartment. He turned on the TV and began flipping through the channels. He decided to pop some aspirins and washed them down with a lukewarm bottle of Old Milwaukee or “Old Swill” as he liked to call it. He returned to the sofa and began flipping through the channels once more, wondering when Kevin and Andrew would arrive.

Andrew said he scored some “killer weed” and that he wanted to come over and share it. He told Eddie that it was the best stuff ever. That was alright with Eddie; he didn’t feel like doing much of anything today anyway.

Eddie looked at the clock impatiently and rubbed his blonde mane of hair. It was almost noon.

“Goddamn you fuckers, when are you coming over with the shit?” he muttered, still irritated by his headache. He flipped onto the Weather Channel where the weatherman was talking about a slow-moving storm system that was hammering the state of Washington with a lot of snow, ice and fog that showed no signs of dissipating and was heading eastward.

According to the weatherman it was a real monster.

***
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IN MANY WAYS, CASSANDRA Stern was a monster. Not the hideous-looking kind one found in horror movies; she was too physically attractive for that. It was her obnoxious, unpleasant and self-centered behavior towards anybody she deemed beneath her that made it so. 

Which was almost everybody.

Very few did not suffer from her wrath. More often than not, she took no prisoners when it came to her vindictiveness. This general meanness was masked by her pretty face and well-developed body, which she used much to her advantage. She had cost people their jobs, or had gotten them in some serious trouble, all because they had displeased her in some way. But this was of no consequence to Cassandra.

She had also contributed to a couple of divorces, a nervous breakdown, the destructions of several individuals’ friendships, and even a suicide with little care or regard.

That was classic Cassandra Stern.

For her the term “bitch” was more than a name, it was a great source of pride, a badge of honor she relished wearing. She enjoyed it more than anything else.

Right now, she was enjoying getting her brains fucked out by the sexual battering ram of her dreams, her rich businessman boyfriend, Drake McCormack, while her husband Max was out of town on business.

To her, Drake was the perfect man in that he was built like a Greek God, hung like a horse, and the fact that he was rich didn’t hurt either. 

She also figured that if Max was dumb enough to believe Drake was merely a business associate...well, that was too bad for him. Physically and sexually, Max, while not in bad shape, was no match for Drake. The only area where Max exceeded Drake was that Max was a warmer, more generous person.

In her own way, she did love Max. He was good to her and offered her a kind of stability and security. He never forgot a birthday or an anniversary and even sent flowers to her for no reason at all. To her, he seemed like a pushover. Then again, she knew he adored her.

Even if she didn’t return the adoration.

She had desired Drake ever since their first meeting in her antiquities business. She had sold him a very old and valuable Persian rug. To complete the deal he wined, dined and bedded her. For her it had been a very nice payday topped off by one hell of a great sexual romp.

From there, the affair just continued.

Besides, after over ten years, the marriage had stagnated for her, both emotionally and sexually. She was going through the motions. With Drake there was a certain chemistry, a connection she did not share with Max.

All that mattered now was Drake thrusting away, helping her to achieve climax.

Almost in unison they moaned in ecstasy. A few moments later, he kissed her one last time, climbed off and fell beside her, both breathing hard.

“That was definitely a deeply moving experience,” he said between deep breaths as she put her head on his shoulder.

“Mm hmm,” she purred, still enjoying the moment.

“When does Max get back?” he asked.

“Tomorrow,” Cassandra replied unenthused. “Tomorrow. I have to pick him up from Metro Airport.”

“You still toying around about leaving him?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “Especially now, after each time we make love.”

Drake smiled. “That’s understandable.” he finally said. “But don’t take too long about the decision. I won’t wait forever.”

“It’s all about timing,” Cassandra said matter-of-factly. “That and picking the right moment. The time has to be right. For both of us. In spite of everything, our marriage hasn’t been bad. In fact, it has been a good and steady one.”

“Then why leave him?” Drake asked flippantly.

After a long silent pause Cassandra answered. “Because I want more than that. I deserve more than that. I have love. I want passion with it.”

“We do have that,” Drake said before leaning over and giving her a long deep kiss.

She reached down and caressed his penis, and noticed he was nearly aroused. Cassandra lowered her head towards his groin.

“What...” Drake started to asked.

“We have twelve hours before I have to pick up Max,” Cassandra explained, looking up towards Drake. “And I plan on us utilizing as many of them as humanly possible.”

“Oh, Drake replied, as she went down on him. “Ohhhhh!” 

When it came to sex, Drake loved how Cassandra was able to make sure they got the most out of their limited time together. She definitely made sure of that. Soon they were once again having sex with an almost animalistic carnality. Desperate to fulfill as much of their own passions in a short amount of time as they could. But that was their affair in a nutshell.

Passionate.

***
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DORIS MADDEN HAD BEEN very passionate in her own defense. Then again, she had to be. She was in serious jeopardy of losing her high-paying executive position. All because she’d ordered a man to his death.

Now she had to explain to the board and her superiors her version of what happened, which she did in very lawyerly fashion. The biggest problem was she felt little contrition or guilt. Deep down, she was angry and defiant about being treated like she was. Now she waited outside the boardroom, waiting to be summoned in like a little girl to the principal’s office.

She seethed with what she perceived as the injustice of it all.

“You can go in now, Ms. Madden, the board is ready for you to return,” the receptionist announced.

Doris stood up and silently walked in without acknowledging the receptionist whatsoever.

Once inside the boardroom, she felt like she was greeted by both a firing squad and a jury with a guilty verdict.

“Please sit down Doris,” said company CEO Sam Michelson. Doris sat down at the very end of the twenty-plus-foot oak table. “We were going over the discrepancies between your account and others. Especially, the second in charge, Jim Brundage. Some of the board wondered why there was such a disparity in versions.”

“I am not surprised,” Doris replied.

“What do you mean?” asked the executive vice-president Ronald Bates.

“I believe there was a conspiracy against me with regards to the men and this incident,” Doris said adamantly.

“Please elaborate,” Michelson agreed.

“Thank you, I shall,” Doris said, bordering on condescension. “I was brought in from the outside. Mr. Brundage was passed over after working here for years. I believe there was resentment from him and the men. Resentment that may have lingered and helped to magnify the event.”

“Do you have proof of this?” asked Kathleen Morrison, a board member. “There were no records indicating this. There were no complaints or write-ups.”

“I believe they kept it hidden,” Doris replied. “I believe that is why there are differences in our stories.”

“Let’s say all of that is true,” Bates stated. “Let’s say there was a lingering resentment. How does that explain how Charlie Merrill died? You were aware he was on limited or restrictive duty right? That he had no business doing the job he was doing?”

“I will admit it was a horrible mistake,” Doris said, matter-of-factly. “Even a tragedy. I wish it had not happened.”

“You did not answer the question,” Bates countered. “Did you know?”

Doris paused for a moment. “I may have forgotten,” she admitted. “Nobody could have forseen that.”

“Except Jim Brundage and four other men,” Morrison said, reading over the notes on a clipboard. “We have testimony of five people saying they reminded you of his work restriction. We also have the testimony that you threatened him with a reprimand if he did not do this job.”

“Is that true?” Bates asked.

Doris was silent for what seemed an eternity, but was only a few seconds. “I wouldn’t say I threatened him.”

“What would you call it then?” Morrison asked.

“A strong suggestion that he help out his friends,” Doris answered.

“So, you told a man to do something you knew he shouldn’t be doing,” concluded another board member, Ken Carlson.

Doris didn’t answer.

“Doris....we only ask these questions so that we may get all of the information to make a sound and just decision on this,” Michelson said. “We have suspended the man who lost his temper and tried to assault you over this
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