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    The Adairsville News August 7, 1917


    SKELETONS DISCOVERED IN ADAIRSVILLE CAVE


    Adairsville, Georgia, August 4, 1917 – Mr. Samuel Ammon and his neighbor, Frank Evans, made a startling discovery recently while digging in a cave located in Ammon’s farm. According to reports, the two farmers, while attempting to increase the size of the passage between two chambers, uncovered what appeared to be eighteen sets of human bones. The cave, which during the Civil War was sometimes used as a hiding place for valuables when Federal troops passed through the area, has long been a popular attraction, especially among young people.


    Local doctor Dick Bradley confirmed that the relics are indeed human bones, but could not positively say of what race or how long they had lain in the cave. The Ammon farm is located a few miles from Adairsville near the Cedar Creek/Folsom community.

  


  
    CHAPTER 1


    There were still a few minutes of daylight left when the former preacher turned bookseller parked his new Jeep in the Adairsville Police Department lot. Davis Morgan had been chaplain for only a couple of weeks. One neat perk for Davis was that Chief Hanson allowed him, under normal circumstances, to accompany the officers when they patrolled the little North Georgia town. It was his friend Charley Nelson with whom Davis most enjoyed riding, and Charley recently told him he appreciated the company.


    Even before Davis stepped out of his vehicle, Charley rushed out the front door on his way to the patrol car parked in the lot beside the Methodist Church Annex.


    “I saw you drive up,” the tanned young policeman said as he hurried toward his assigned automobile.


    “You can’t wait to get into that patrol car, can you? I suspect that would be your permanent home if the chief would allow it.” Davis walked rapidly to keep up with the young officer who always moved as if he were on his way to a fire.


    “It’s true I’m more at home there than anywhere else. What can I say? I love my job.”


    Charley got into the car at the same time Davis opened the door on the opposite side. He slid into the passenger seat and buckled his seatbelt. “It looks like a storm is brewing.” Charley looked up toward the sky where dark heavy clouds were rapidly coming together. The rain began to fall even before they drove out of the parking lot, at first lightly, but by the time they got to the traffic light at highways 140 and 41, the rain fell hard, while the trees bent in the wind. Charley headed east on 140 toward the Interstate 75 ramp. “It’ll be a busy night if this keeps up,” he remarked, squinting.


    Lighting lit up the sky now at regular intervals, with each flash followed by a loud blast of thunder. The wipers, slashing rapidly across the windshield, could not keep up with the rain. Davis worried that Charley would be unable to see the centerline on the road. Then suddenly hail was falling.


    “Those may be the biggest hailstones I’ve ever seen.” There was concern in Davis’s voice. The pounding on the windshield made him uneasy. He was afraid the glass wouldn’t stand up against such punishment.


    “We had better get off the road.” Charley waited for a westbound car to pass before he turned his own vehicle left toward the QT station. They pulled into a parking space beside the store to wait out the storm. “I haven’t seen a storm like this since our tornado a few years back.”


    At the mention of the tornado, Davis looked straight ahead and became quiet. That tornado did more than a little damage to their town just four years earlier. Amy and Jay were now on their way to Marietta for dinner; he hoped they would be safe.


    They will be all right, he told himself. Davis had memorized a significant amount of scripture, and he found comfort that it was always there when needed. It was a verse from Psalm 5:12 that came to his mind now.


    For surely, O Lord, you bless the righteous; you surround them with your favor as with a shield.


    He offered a silent prayer for the safety of his daughter and future son-in-law. When he put his daughter’s welfare in the hands of the Lord, he immediately experienced a sense of calmness. Davis also said a brief prayer for his friend Charley who he knew was not among the righteous. The nasty weather would make his night a difficult one.


    The two unlikely friends made conversation for a time while they waited for the storm to subside. “I need only a few more hours with my instructor before I’ll be ready to solo. When I get my license I will take you up for a real ride high in the sky. That is if you’re not afraid to go up with me.”


    “Why would I be afraid of flying with a licensed pilot?” Actually, Davis felt his mouth go dry at the thought of being a passenger in a small aircraft guided by the sometimes daring young policeman. “I didn’t know you were that close to having your pilot’s license.”


    “I’ve spent almost all of my spare time in the air over the past few weeks. I really enjoy being up there. I’m anxious to get on with it. Someday I would like to have my own plane, but I doubt that will happen as long as I depend on a cop’s paycheck. Maybe I could earn more money if I were to become a big-time author like you.” Charley was aware of Davis’s assignment to write a book on local history and liked to rib him about it.


    “Your paycheck could be sufficient if you would cut out some of the nightlife and save some of the money you spend on….”


    At that moment the radio crackled to life. Davis stopped short.


    The department dispatcher spoke through the static. “Charley, we just got a report that a fallen tree brought down a power line out on Woody Road. I contacted Georgia Power, but you had better get out there to direct traffic before someone gets hurt.”


    “Katie, where exactly on Woody Road is the tree?” Charley spoke into the mike.


    “It’s west of the railroad about halfway down the hill before you get to the bridge. Be careful. There have been some reports of tornadoes touching down at various places near here. Already we have dispatched three officers to accidents.”


    “We’re on it,” Charley assured the dispatcher. The policeman started the engine before he wheeled out of the parking lot with lights flashing to travel west toward Highway 41 where he turned right and then drove for a quarter of a mile to swerve left onto Woody Road at the Oothcalooga Baptist Church. From there they rode until they saw the large oak tree lying across the road with a broken power line tangled in its limbs. Charley parked the car just off the road. He was careful not to get stuck in the mud or get too close to the deep drop-off to their right.


    “You stay in the car!” Charley barked before he stepped out to open the trunk to take out four orange cones. The rain dripped from his uniform cap into his face while he placed two of the cones on the road to stop the westbound traffic. The young officer then carefully made his way to the other side of the fallen oak to place cones in position to keep drivers who approached from that direction, away from the danger of the downed lines.


    Davis watched the activity from his comfortable dry seat in the patrol car while Charley walked to the edge of the road and shone his flashlight on the gully. He squinted, leaned forward, and, immediately, to Davis’s astonishment, he vanished. He had gotten too close to the edge and gone sliding into the woods below.


    “Charley!” Davis shouted when he jumped from the car to run toward the spot. “Charley, are you okay?” In seconds, Davis was soaked to the skin. He could see nothing when he looked into the ravine. Not only was the darkness a problem, but the rain ran down his face into his eyes. “Charley are you hurt?” He cried out to his friend, trying his best to catch at least a glimpse of some movement below.


    Then he heard Charley’s voice. “You had better come down here, Davis. Be careful! The bank is steep and slick, but if you’re careful you can make it. I need your help!”


    Davis slowly made his descent to the bottom of the hill. He wished he had worn sneakers or at least footwear different from his leather-soled shoes that seemed to slip with every step he took. Not only did the mud make every step difficult, but the wet pine straw on the steep surface also proved to be a hazard. When he got to the bottom of the gully, he saw Charley on his knees in the mud. Then there was a moment of panic. He stopped in his tracks in shock at what was before him. “Not again,” he mumbled, intensely focused on the sight before him. Not again.


    Charley turned his head toward the horrified former preacher with a pained look on his face. “He’s dead!” Charley, whose uniform was pretty much covered with Georgia red clay, tried to stand but stumbled at the effort, falling again to one knee. “Help me up the hill to the radio. I need to call the chief, but I think I sprained my ankle when I fell down that bank. It’s not easy for me to walk.”


    The stunned police chaplain’s mind flashed back to a few weeks previously when he discovered handyman Ed Hagan’s battered body. As a pastor, he had several times been with people when they passed from life to death. He even had held the hand of a couple of them when they drew their last breath. He was once the first person on the scene after an automobile accident in which three people died, but never an ordeal like this—two bodies from separate incidents in such a short time span. He helped Charley to his feet, and supported him by putting his right arm across his back with his hand just under the injured policeman’s arm. He timidly asked, “Was he murdered?”


    “No. He died of natural causes.”


    “How do you know that?” Davis tried to support the policeman when he attempted to walk but found he wasn’t very successful, so they stopped for a moment to allow him to readjust his hold.


    “Look at him,” Charley suggested. “What do you see?”


    Davis looked closely at the body on the ground face up. “He looks like a middle-aged male perhaps a little beyond medium size with tattoos up and down both arms.”


    “Actually, if you were to pull his shirt up, you would find his body is pretty much covered with tattoos,” Charley told him. “We got word from Doug at the funeral home this morning that the body of a man who died of natural causes at one of the motels near the highway had been stolen during the night. He described him as a middle-aged man with dark hair whose body is covered with tattoos. Our corpse seems to fit that description.”


    “I don’t think there is any way I can give you enough support to make it straight up that hill. We will have to walk a piece further down the path where the ground is level with the road. Then we can make our way back up the pavement to the car.”


    The two men hobbled along the edge of the creek. With the help of Charley’s flashlight, they found a good spot to make their way through the bushes to the road to finally get back to the car. By this time Davis was winded from supporting the weight of his friend, but had enough breath left to ask the question that had been on his mind for several minutes, “Why would anyone steal a body from the funeral home?”


    “I don’t have the slightest idea,” Charley told him while opening the door of the patrol car to reach in for the radio mike.


    “Katie, tell the chief I found that lost body. It is out here on Woody Road where the power lines are down. We’ll be waiting for him.”


    After a moment the dispatcher responded, “He and Jed are already on their way. They should be there in about five minutes.”


    The Georgia Power truck pulled in behind the patrol car.


    “You will have to wait a while before you start your cleanup,” Charley informed them. “The chief will be here in a couple of minutes. He’ll explain.”


    Moments later Chief Hanson, along with one of his officers, both in orange rain gear, appeared.


    “Morgan, I should have known you would be nearby if there happened to be a body anywhere in the vicinity.” The police chief stared in Davis’s direction. Davis grinned but remained silent when the chief and his assistant, Jed, moved over to where Charley stood. They talked for a couple of minutes in tones Davis could not hear. Hanson and the officer he brought with him then went down the hill.


    Charley hopped over to where Davis was stationed and suggested they both get into the patrol car. He then took a blanket from the car trunk to spread over the driver’s seat before he seated himself on the blanket. Davis looked at him with an expression that silently asked, What about me? Is it okay for me in my wet clothes to sit in this other seat?


    “It’s okay—I’m muddy, you’re just wet. Sit down, you can’t damage that seat.”


    Davis and Charley remained in the patrol car while the two policemen who had gone down the hillside obviously searched the area. After an hour or so had passed, an ambulance from the funeral home arrived. Jim, an employee of the local institution who Davis knew well, along with another man he did not recognize, got out of the oversized vehicle. The chief gave directions that enabled Jim and his coworker to make their way down the hill to the spot where the body of the tattooed man lay in the mud. The two attendants returned in a few minutes with the corpse on a stretcher which was placed in the ambulance through the rear door.


    The four-man Georgia power crew remained on sight to clean up the fallen tree and repair the power line. Chief Hanson with Jed stayed to direct traffic; the chief also sent Charlie and Davis home.


    Charley did not let on if driving with the sprained ankle caused him any pain, but Davis knew Charley well enough to know he would rather suffer than allow someone else drive his patrol car.


    On the way back to the police station where Davis would retrieve his Jeep, he and Charley discussed their evening. “What do you know about the man we found?” Davis questioned. “Is he local? With all those tattoos, I think I would remember him if I had seen him before.”


    “I know nothing about him, but I will after tomorrow.” Charley continued, “The fact he died at the motel is probably a pretty good indication he is not local. I will go by the funeral home when they open tomorrow to take some pictures of his tattoos and question whoever is there. Then I plan to go to the motel to learn as much about him as possible.”


    “Why do you want pictures of his tattoos?” Davis probed with a puzzled expression. Charley pulled into the space beside where the red Jeep was parked.


    “You wouldn’t believe how much you can learn about a man from his tattoos. There was a recent case solved in Macon primarily from clues from the victim’s tattoos. Remind me to sometime tell you the whole story.”


    “That makes sense. I guess you have to be careful to look at the minute as well as the obvious when there is a mystery. I’ll talk with you tomorrow. Let me know what you learn about our tattooed man. Thanks for another wonderful evening,” Davis facetiously added before he got out of the patrol car.


    The bookseller who was coming to the end of what had been a very long day sighed and looked closely at the exterior of his new Jeep before he opened the door to get in. He hoped the storm had left no dents in the vehicle of his dreams which he had finally purchased last week even though it severely strained his budget. He could see no damage, but the light was not bright enough to get a good look. I’ll give it a good once-over in the morning, he told himself. He relaxed when he saw that Amy’s car was in its usual place. Jay and Amy had taken her car to Marietta, so they were back and, with no lights in her apartment, he knew she was fast asleep.


    Davis was careful to make no noise so as not to awake his daughter next door as he entered his own apartment. What a night! I thought once I moved back home to Adairsville life would be simple. Who would have guessed? He quickly dressed for bed and crawled under the covers, but his mind could not get away from the events of the evening which deprived him of sleep for much of the night.


    Deidre had only been in Albany a few days but she already missed Davis, especially this night. Usually Monday was her favorite day, because of her standing date for the weekly dinner with Davis and Amy. She loved the fact that Davis refused to let any distraction short of a serious emergency interrupt this tradition. The history teacher felt cheated because she was two hundred miles away in the South Georgia town of Albany on a night she normally spent with the people she enjoyed most. Davis was probably home and had, by now, eaten alone. That bothered her more than it should. Amy, no doubt, would be with Jay. Adairsville had become home very quickly for her, even before she reached the halfway point of her first year in the classroom at Adairsville High. She missed it all, but she scolded herself when she realized she missed Davis most. If a serious relationship was to develop between the two of them, she wanted Davis to be the instigator. She was determined she would simply put it in the Lord’s hands and honor his timing.


    “You haven’t said much tonight.” The voice was that of Deidre’s friend, Barbara Mason, a lady she had known and loved for a long time. “Is there something on your mind?”


    “You know me,” said Deidre. “There is always a lot on my mind. I think sometimes I spend so much time with my thoughts that I don’t have time left to get very much done.” The Den Mother, she repeated in her mind the nickname she and the other girls in the youth group secretly gave Barbara when the lady who missed absolutely nothing was the wife of their preacher. She was almost always responsible for them on church trips, and never failed to take her chaperon duties rather seriously. Ten years ago, I doubt I would have agreed to let the Den mother be my roommate.


    “Is there someone special you miss back in Adairsville?” she questioned her soon-to-be roommate while putting some books in a box.


    “Maybe … no…, I don’t think so…, but there could be…,” Deidre mumbled, not really knowing how to respond to Barbara’s question.


    “Well, that is as clear as mud. I didn’t mean to confuse you, honey. I was just making conversation.”


    “I’m sorry. It’s just that the whole deal has me so perplexed. I guess I don’t know where we stand or even if he has any real affection for me beyond friendship, but I like him a lot. I think I may even love him. It’s just that there are so many complications. You will meet him soon because he is our landlord and Amy’s father, and there is seventeen years’ difference in our ages. He almost worshipped his wife who passed away less than two years ago, and I don’t know if he will ever get over her enough to devote himself to anyone else. There, you have it all in a nutshell.” Deidre was embarrassed almost to tears that she had opened her mouth to let the whole complicated ball of wax come flying out all at once.


    “Well, obviously there are some areas of concern, but obstacles can be removed or climbed over. It sounds to me like the two of you need to sit down and talk if there is to be even a remote possibility of any serious romance.”


    “I know eventually that will have to happen, but I don’t know that we are ready for that talk. When we are, I think Davis will take the lead to make it happen.”


    “I don’t know, honey; if Davis is like most men, he may never show that kind of initiative. Communication is not their strong point. You may have to push him a little.”


    “Maybe you are right. It’s true Davis can be rather private. He is not someone you would describe as an extrovert, but I can’t fault him for that. I’m a little like that myself. However, he is the sort of person who will speak up when his heart dictates. I know he loves me as a friend, but I get the idea he is unsure if there is or should be anything beyond that. If or when he decides he loves me, I don’t think he will hesitate to tell me.” She continued to wrap and pack small breakables for the trip to North Georgia.


    “I don’t mean to complicate matters further, sweetheart, but I have to tell you that Ted is excited about seeing you.” Barbara made reference to her second son who would arrive in Albany on Wednesday from Savannah to drive the U-Haul truck, packed with his mother’s belongings, to Adairsville on Thursday. “I know the two of you were sweet on each other before he left for college. In fact, back then, I dreamed you would someday be my daughter-in-law.


    Deidre was not surprised to hear Barbara’s confession. “Ted and Mandy seemed happy though,” Deidre said, “especially when they had their little boy.”


    “I know,” Barbara said. “I can’t believe it’s been three years since the wreck.”


    “Losing a wife and baby son that way must have been awful for Ted,” said Deidre. “How is he doing now?”


    “He dates, but usually doesn’t stay with any one girl very long. He just hasn’t found the right one yet. I guess I had high hopes that would change when he got reacquainted with you.”


    So that is it, Deidre thought. That is why she has been prodding me about whether there is someone special in Adairsville. She is still playing matchmaker. “It will be good to see Ted again,” she politely responded. “I called him after he lost Mandy and the baby, but we have had no contact since.”


    “Ted is a good boy with a lot of positive attributes. He just needs to decide what he wants out of life. He has done well in the banking business, highly regarded in that circle, but he doesn’t seem to want to stay in one place very long. It seems like he has just about covered the banks in Savannah.” Barbara pulled the flaps of the box she had packed with some of her favorite books down before securing it with packing tape.


    “A friend who is a banker told me that is sort of the nature of the profession. Banks are prone to hire people who already have contacts in the community.” Deidre tried her best to turn the conversation away from Barbara’s attempt at matchmaking. It wasn’t that she did not like Ted. She remembered him as a fantastic human being, but it was Davis who had taken possession of her heart, and right now that left very little room for anyone else. She just hoped he felt the same way.


    The clock approached ten o’clock and she wondered where Davis was and what he was doing. He is probably home bored out of his mind, getting ready to go to bed. This panic mood I am experiencing is probably just due to the current distance between us. She did not fully convince herself, and she went to bed that night with the uncomfortable feeling that all was not exactly right back in Adairsville. She would call tomorrow morning to make sure there were no serious problems in her little world.

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


    Jay and Amy entered the Corra Harris Bookshop of which Davis, a longtime book lover, was proud to be founder, proprietor, and only employee. The couple to be married in less than two weeks meandered through several shops located in the 1902 Stock Exchange building in order to get to the bookshop. Davis looked up as they both entered beaming.


    “We made our decision,” Amy declared. “We talked about it last night during the storm and went to the realtor’s office this morning to inform him. We will know the date of the closing before the day is over. We decided to buy the old Ammon place.”


    Jay, usually quieter and more reserved than his fiancée, could not hold back his excitement. He jumped into the conversation almost before Amy finished her sentence.


    “It will mean a lot of work for us, but we love the idea of having a house in the country with big oak shade trees and the nearest neighbor is a quarter of a mile away. The Folsom community is the kind of quaint little area that we have dreamed about. It’s just an old farmhouse, but it has great potential. My dad taught me enough about carpentry to enable me to do most of the work myself. Can you believe they accepted our offer of eighteen thousand dollars less than listed? That discount will enable us to restore it just the way it should be. And the beauty of it all,” he continued, “is it comes with ten acres.”


    Davis was thrilled for the excitement he heard from his daughter and soon to be son-in-law.


    “As long as you know what is ahead of you,” Davis cautioned the young couple. “You know Amy will be back in the classroom soon. She will have little time to help. And Jay, you will be trapped in that office in Atlanta much of the time. They didn’t transfer you from Florida to Atlanta to allow you to spend most of your time in Adairsville.”


    “Oh, Dad, we can handle it. We don’t expect it to be a breeze, but how often have you told me that very few worthwhile projects come easy?” Amy put her arms around Davis’s neck and pulled his face close to hers. “I’m all grown up, Dad. I even have plans to get married before the end of the month. You don’t need to worry about me.”


    “I know I don’t, but that doesn’t mean I can’t if I want to.” Davis smiled at his only daughter then kissed her on the forehead. “You two do whatever you want to do. If that is the house you have decided to buy, then I am with you. I will help you any way I can short of becoming a sheetrock worker or painter. Did I hear you say the house comes with ten acres? I thought the Ammon place was a farm with a great deal more acreage than that.”


    “Yes, I understand it was once an almost two-hundred-acre farm, but only ten will be sold with the house,” Jay informed him. “Ten is plenty for us. Some of it is in pasture which means Amy can, in time, have the horses she always wanted.”


    “That should keep her happy.” Davis recalled when his daughter was a teenager, while he pastored the Grandview Church in Indianapolis Indiana, she often spent weekends with a friend outside the city near Shelbyville. She did so not only because she loved her friend’s company, but also because she got to ride ‘Ten Speed,’ one of the family horses. Amy’s voice brought the proud father back to the present.


    “They tell me the house is over one hundred years old and no one has lived in it for almost four years, so you can imagine how run-down it is, but that just means it will be ours in every respect. We can restore it however we please.” Amy, always the optimistic one, continued, “Most of the rooms are gigantic and there are three bedrooms, enough for you to have your own room when you want to get away from Adairsville to enjoy the country.”


    “I really do appreciate that,” Davis told his daughter, “but I’ve got a pretty comfortable nest just across the railroad tracks that meet most all my needs.” Davis gestured with his right arm as he pointed in the direction of the big white Victorian house his mother left to him. He lived in half of the old house while Amy and her roommate, Deidre Ross, lived in the apartment on the other side of the big hallway that ran through the middle of his childhood home. “You don’t have to give me a room. I sleep best when I am in my own bed, but I would appreciate you keeping a place set for me at the table,” he said, laughing.


    Davis knew someday he would convert his mother’s old place back to a one-family residence. It had occurred to him that the perfect time to do that would be immediately after Amy’s wedding when she would move out to start her own home with Jay, but he could not bring himself to do it now. Davis was rather fond of Deidre and that affection grew day by day. It was a real bonus for him to have the personable twenty-nine-year-old history teacher next door. He readily agreed several weeks earlier that Deidre and a longtime friend of hers, Barbara Mason, would occupy the other apartment for the immediate future. Mrs. Mason, he was told, was recently widowed. With Deidre’s recommendation she would move to Adairsville where she had been hired to teach at the high school.


    “The next big step for us is to locate an apartment to live in while we bring the Ammon place up to snuff,” said Jay, “and it is a step that needs to be taken rather quickly, like yesterday. Do you know of any place we could rent without the usual one-year lease?”


    Jay, the engineer, was always the practical one, no doubt, more at ease when details were clearly mapped out. With only twelve days before they would be married and with no place in which to live tied down, Davis figured his future son-in-law was on the verge of panic.


    “Right off the bat I don’t know of any such place, but I will ask around. I’ll give Charley a call. He seems to keep tabs on such matters around town.”


    “By the way, Dad, I heard that Charley, in the midst of that terrible storm last night, found a body. Do you know anything about that?”


    After a moment of silence Davis reluctantly answered his daughter’s question. “I know a little about it since I was with him when he found the corpse near the creek out on Woody Road.”


    “What do you mean you were with him? I would hope I do not have to remind you that you have better things to do than ride around in the worst storm of the summer in a police car. Charley can handle the drunks and the traffic violations on his own. As far as I know he is the policeman and you are the bookseller,” Amy sarcastically added.


    Davis understood that Amy was not sold on his partnership with the Adairsville Police Department. He had found her more than a bit protective of him, especially since she lost her mom. He recognized why both he and his daughter had a tendency to be more anxious about each other’s activities than they should be. It was almost as if in the past they didn’t worry too much because they knew Julie would keep every situation in check. Now that they didn’t have Julie to watch their backs, they worried about each other.


    “The situation with the body was not a matter to be concerned about. The man wasn’t the victim of violence. He died of natural causes. His body was stolen from the funeral home sometime in the night and then dumped on the side of the road. It was probably nothing more than a prank. When I talked with Charley this morning, he told me the corpse was a man by the name of Juan Norris visiting Adairsville from Santa Barbara, Brazil. He died of a heart attack while at one of the motels.”


    “What was he doing in Adairsville? We don’t get a lot of tourist from places like Brazil. There has got to be a story behind that,” the always curious Amy remarked.


    “We haven’t figured that out yet, but we will,” Davis answered with a tone of confidence.


    “I don’t want to hear you talk about ‘we’.” Amy told her father. “Remember, you are not a cop. We will all be better off if you remember that.”


    “What do you hear from Deidre?” Davis asked in an attempt to change the subject. “I would think a week would be long enough for anyone to swat mosquitoes in South Georgia,” he said, laughing. “I told her I could come to Albany to drive the U-Haul to Adairsville if she needed me.”


    “Maybe that wouldn’t be a bad idea,” Amy suggested. “A trip to South Georgia might keep you out of patrol cars and away from dead bodies. I got a call from her earlier today. Her first question was about you. I told her you were fine, but at the time I didn’t know you were out in the storm last night uncovering corpses. I think Mrs. Mason’s son, Ted, is coming to drive the U-Haul.


    “It was good of her to make the trip South to help Mrs. Mason pack and load for the move, but that is the kind of person Deidre is,” Davis remarked to his daughter. “Friends like your roommate are hard to find.”


    “You don’t have to sell me on Deidre; I’ve never had a better friend. She is the big sister I always wanted.”


    Jay, who for a time sat and listened patiently, finally got up from his position in one of the chairs Davis had placed in the shop. “We have got to go if we are to make it to Folsom and then back to town in time for our final premarital session with Pastor John.” He was already walking toward the front door which he opened, raising his eyebrows at his fiancée.


    “Remember what I said!” Amy called back to her dad, “No more corpses and no more police cars. Stick to your Bible and your books and you are much more likely to enjoy a long life.”


    “I hear you,” Davis assured her with a grin on his face.


    The middle-aged man used his handkerchief to mop the sweat from his forehead even though the air was running full blast in his late model Buick. It was his arranged meeting with those two rather unsavory characters that had him a little uneasy. He was never comfortable around such low-class specimens as those two, but as much as he disliked them, he was going to need the kind of help they could provide. He wanted someone who was willing to step outside the law and keep quiet. He knew that going outside the law would be no problem for them, but he worried about them keeping quiet.


    It was their lack of intellectual capacity that bothered him most. He highly valued brain power and, in that department, the tall one and the wide one came up sadly lacking. Maybe he could keep them on track with a little micromanagement along with a lot of monetary motivation.


    He was glad they had agreed to meet him in an isolated wooded area. The last thing he wanted was for anyone to see him anywhere near these two jailbirds. They will have to do, he decided. This kind of work is outside my comfort zone. I could really have used them at that funeral home. Let them get their hands dirty. I’ll keep mine clean.


    He saw the white Ford pickup and knew he was in the right place. There they were in front of the truck, as odd a pair as you could ever imagine, he thought. It is hard for me to believe I’m stooping this low.


    It was late in the day and Davis’s mind turned toward dinner. He would close in a few minutes and though he was mildly hungry, he didn’t want to again go alone to a restaurant. He decided he would call Charley to see if he would join him at one of the local eateries.


    Davis took his cell out of his pocket and punched his friend’s number. Davis heard Charley’s voice, “Hello, Charley Nelson speaking.”


    “Do you have plans for dinner, Charley? Since I’m not in the mood to eat alone, I will buy someone a free meal at a restaurant of their choice. Are you interested?”


    The young man’s response came from his lighthearted side that often showed itself when he was in a good mood. “Ordinarily I would jump at an offer like that, even if it meant I had to spend the evening with a boring old preacher-bookseller, but not tonight. I have a
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