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About This Book


Some cases stay with you longer than others. This is one of them for Detective Kate Morgan. That poor child was the worst part. Plus it’s one thing to desecrate a church, but it’s quite another to commit murder in one—particularly in this manner. Confused, but knowing she must understand the psychology of this killer before she can understand where his next killing ground will take place, Kate buries herself in the case.

Simon is trying to be there to support Kate, but his own world shifts when he’s asked to step in to analyze issues in a poker buddy’s company, only to have the guy commit suicide soon afterward. Or did he? Between his buddy’s issues and the horrific nightmares Simon’s dealing with—surrounding Kate and her latest investigation—Simon’s life is slowing unravelling too.

Finding the killer is paramount.… Finding him before he annihilates another family? Well, that’s a much harder job. Kate has no choice.… She must stop him before he kills yet again…

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1


[image: ___]

Second Week of October

Kate walked into the office one week later. Sergeant Colby barked at her, “Meeting in five minutes in the conference room.”

She nodded, grabbed a coffee, and headed into the conference room. “What’s going on?”

“We have three ritualistic murders that we caught today,” he stated, with a somber tone.

Her eyes widened. “Three, now, all at once?”

“Three,” he emphasized. “Three bodies, one scene, all last night. Bodies were found at 6:00 a.m. this morning inside a church.”

“Inside a church?” she repeated, her gaze widening.

“Yes, exactly,” he confirmed.

“Do we know who the victims are?”

“They’re all members of a polygamous group, that has a self-professed leader,” Colby related, with a disgusted tone to his voice.

“So a cult,” she said.

“I don’t think they consider themselves a cult,” he murmured, “although you and I probably would. A large group of them used to be in California. They moved up to BC a good ten, twelve years ago. They’ve been relatively harmless. We’ve never had any issues with them, until now.”

“Do we know whether the issue is with them or they’re having issues with somebody else?”

He gave her a proud nod. “And that is a very good question, Detective, and you will get a chance to find out for yourself soon.”

“In what way?”

“Well, first off, these three bodies have been put on crosses.” Colby brought up the images that had been prepped for the meeting.

She winced when she saw two bodies, arms spread and nailed, crucified style, to a cross. “Jesus Christ,” she whispered, staring at it. “How is it people have time for this shit?”

“It’s not even about time. It’s all about motivation, and these are the first two.” He took a moment, and then he said a bit crossly, “And this next one will get you.” And there, in front, was a child. “The only thing I can say about the child is that he appears to have died first and was crucified afterward.”

Kate’s heart sank, as she stared at the young boy spread-eagled on a cross. He was still in his Mickey Mouse pajamas. Under her breath, she whispered, “Fuck. These people are animals.”

“As I said, he was killed first, crucified later. Unfortunately for the parents,… I don’t think they were given that mercy.”

“What church were they found in?” Owen asked.

She looked over at him and nodded. “Yeah, and what location?”

“Inside the Catholic church of the Kerrisdale neighborhood in the city of Vancouver.”

“Interesting,” she murmured.

“Yeah, also what’s interesting was the carving on their bodies.”

And, with that, the next image flashed on the screen. Forgive was written on the chest of each of the three victims.

Kate sat back, shook her head, and recapped, “Three people dead, left in a church, and a message to forgive,” she murmured. “Christ, this one doesn’t sound like fun.”

Rodney looked over at her, and his lips quirked. “They aren’t supposed to be. Remember that.”

She rolled her eyes, nodded, and said, “Let’s get to work, partner.”


Chapter 2
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Kate Morgan slammed the car door shut, then turned to look at Rodney, who’d driven her vehicle. Probably wise, considering all the emotions going through Kate right now. They both turned as one to stare at the massive church in front of them. Her frown was instinctive. She’d never spent any time in a church, either good or bad. It just hadn’t been part of her upbringing, and it certainly hadn’t been part of her adulthood.

Given her profession, maybe her views of good and evil, right and wrong, heaven and hell, all might have taken a slightly tainted turn. But, given Simon’s gift, which she didn’t think resided in the scientific realm and which she still struggled with, her whole vision of how religion worked was completely skewed.

She didn’t have any answers and didn’t think anybody in the church did either. She was still willing to be open enough to see just what would come.

It was a cold blustery day, and thankfully she had on a jacket. Pulling up the collar, she shoved her hands in her pockets.

When Rodney approached, she asked in a lowered tone, “Are you ready for this?”

He gave her half a smile. “Hey, it’ll look bad, but we’ve got to get on this one.”

“Oh, we’ll get on it all right,” she declared, as she strolled toward the massive stairs, shaking her head. “I’m not impressed with anybody who would take out an entire family.”

“The good news is it looks like the boy died from natural causes,” he pointed out.

“Natural causes, my ass, as in he was beaten to a pulp,” she muttered in a blistering tone. No matter how hard she tried, it was all too close to her heart.

“Sure, okay, I’ll give you that. He died not from natural causes but likely from previous beatings. The point is, he wasn’t killed by this murderer.”

“So why did the little boy have ‘forgive’ carved on his chest then?” she asked, turning to her partner. “Better yet, why was he put on a cross, like the other two? Are we assuming that the other two were done in by beatings?”

“We’re not assuming anything at this point in time,” Rodney stated firmly, as he pulled open one of the massive front doors.

For a church to normally be a place of peace and reverence, today was the exact opposite. At least a dozen white-suited forensic staff, as well as several policemen, were scattered throughout the space. A trio of members of the clergy stood in a tight huddle off to one side. Kate knew she would need to speak to them as well, and soon. She eyed them, then turned her gaze back to the victims.

As always, her job was the victims. They took and always would take precedence, and all else be damned.

As she strolled forward, Dr. Smidge looked up and glared at her, and she glared right back. He relented a bit as he always did, with her and only her. “What the hell are you doing about this?” he barked.

Several of the other forensics staff gave her a quick glance before sliding away to continue working elsewhere.

Kate answered him just as strongly as he had called her out. “Everything I can.”

And, with that, he glared at her for a moment longer, then his shoulders slumped. “Let’s hope it’s enough.” He gave an exhausted headshake, as he pointed to the boy. “This is child abuse, long-term sustained child abuse.… I don’t even need to do a full autopsy to see that. Stunted growth, broken bones. Look at that.” He pointed to part of the little boy’s arm that looked askew and fingers that were the same.

“Damn,” she murmured, in quiet sympathy for the child who could no longer hear her. As she stared down at the boy, her heart ached.

Dr. Smidge groaned. “It breaks my heart to see this.”

“Mine too,” she whispered, as she looked at the other two bodies on the crosses. “Anybody ID these three yet?”

“Roger and Mary Brown,” he snapped, “at least that’s what the IDs on the bodies said.”

“And the little boy?”

“He apparently is Daniel Woodward, or so his ID said.”

“What ID was on the kid?”

“That would be his school card.” The coroner pointed out the evidence bag on the side. “You’ll have to see if he was in foster care, adopted, or something else. Who knows in a screwed-up mess like this.” Smidge waved her off. “Now get out of my way. I’ve got work to do.”

But she didn’t move, neither did she talk to him again, and yet she made sure to keep out of his way. A case involving a child always hurt. But for Kate?… Remembering her younger brother was personal, how he’d been about this age when he’d disappeared. It was devastating, even all these years later.

Kate shook her head to clear those painful memories. She could still learn a lot about this case by just standing here and surveying what had been done to the bodies. So she let Smidge be and just continued her own observations.

None of the crosses were mounted to the wall. The father, or the male victim anyway, wasn’t tiny, but he wasn’t a big man either. She would have put his height about five seven or eight maybe, slim build, approximately 120 pounds. His face looked a little bit punched up, as if he’d had a tough time growing up somewhere along the line. The female victim was smaller. Her face was pristine though, not a bruise visible on her.

Kate walked closer and stared down at the woman who had been pierced with a stake through each palm, into the cross constructed with 2x4s that she’d been placed upon. Again, her body lying flat, and no blood was anywhere. That meant she hadn’t been staked here, at least not while she had been alive. And, with that noted, chances were, they’d been killed elsewhere and had been brought in along with the crosses, and then crucified on site.

She faced Rodney and asked him, “How the hell do you get two large crosses inside this place?” She turned back to the crosses again. “What are they, six feet by four or so?”

He nodded. “Approximately that, yes, but really they’re just two-by-fours, so they’re more symbolic than functional crosses.”

“Thank God for that,” Kate murmured in a heartfelt whisper. “Imagine if these were intended to be functional.” As she looked around the church, she was aware of other people all around, yet noted the quiet hush. The shock that something like this could happen at a place like this. The blasphemy of it. “I wonder if he expected the crosses to work upright, only to get here and realize that there really wasn’t a wall where he could hang them.”

“Not to mention,” Rodney pointed out, “with their body weights, he would need something quite substantial to get them hoisted up and to keep them fastened to the crosses. Bodies are heavy, and their weight alone would have torn their flesh from the wood as they collapsed.”

“So, what then? Chains to hoist them?” she asked.

“Maybe, but how do you throw a chain around something in here?” He pointed to the massive beams that held the cross beams up. “Not possible.”

“Which is the problem,” she agreed, with a nod. “Maybe lying them down in the church was enough.” She stared at the dead woman. “She’s also small-framed, like the man, but not a bruise on her face,” she muttered.

“You’re thinking bruises are somewhere else?” Smidge asked, stepping beside them.

She nodded slowly. “We only saw the upper chest of each victim, with the word Forgive cut in each. So, yeah, I wonder what the rest of her body looks like. If the little boy was abused,” she suggested, shaking her head, an expression of deep sorrow on her face, “what are the chances that she was abused as well?”

“I mean,” Smidge began, “it’s not unheard of for a mother to abuse her child, though it’s rarer. But for husband and father to abuse both? That is common.”

“Unfortunately,” Kate added. “However, from our preliminary findings, this couple was part of a polygamous group. So multiple sex partners could be involved.” She eyed the clergy again, who were solemn but huddled together, as if trying to keep the sins of man away from them, keeping them untouched by the evil that had entered their holy space. She looked over at Dr. Smidge. “Anybody talked to them yet?”

He snorted. “I’m not,” he declared, pointing at her. “You’ve got to be good for something.” And, with that, he went back to his work.

She looked at Rodney and nodded toward the clergy, but he shook his head.

“This will need a woman’s touch.”

She rolled her eyes at that. “I’m pretty sure you’re Catholic.”

“Exactly,” he agreed quietly. “Also why I’m not the person to be talking to them.” When she looked at him in surprise, he shrugged. “It would be hard for me to go against a lifetime of upbringing about how to deal with these priests,” he explained in a businesslike tone. “I can’t not talk to them in a certain way or even be objective about it. You, on the other hand, won’t be encumbered by my beliefs and can interview them with zero reverence or respect.”

She stared at him in shock. “I’ll respect them,” she stated in protest. “Why would you even think that?”

He shrugged. “You’ll treat them with respect as people, but you won’t necessarily respect their position in the church or feel that they should be kept untouched by all this.”

She gave a hoarse laugh at that. “You’ve got to wonder why the hell their church was targeted.” And, with that, she turned and strolled toward the three robed men. As she approached, she identified herself and held up her badge, but they didn’t even look at it. They stared at her, each holding something in their hands.

The one in the middle had a Bible, and she thought the other two held a rosary, but she couldn’t be sure. “I’m sorry that this crime has entered your house of worship,” she noted calmly. “However, I do have some questions that I need to ask.”

The priest with the Bible nodded his head. “Ask your questions, and the sooner you can remove these poor souls from our church, the sooner we can go about cleaning up the vestiges of evil having walked our hallways.”

With that, she understood what Rodney meant about how to talk to them. “I can do my part in that,” she replied briskly. “However, the forensic team will likely be here for several hours, if not longer. Don’t expect to have this place back anytime today.”

At that blunt end of her tongue, the priests looked visibly shocked.

She nodded. “If you have any services or events planned for the rest of the day, you’ll need to cancel them.”

“Impossible,” the same priest noted in a strident voice. “We have choir practice and, of course, our evening service.”

She looked back at the forensic techs, then shook her head. “They’ll be at least six if not ten hours,” she shared. “I don’t know exactly how much time, but there will be no curtailing of the time they need to properly do their jobs,” she stated, her voice firm.

That tone of voice earned her myriad protests from her onlookers.

“I’m sure, as caretakers of this beautiful space, you also want to ensure that these poor souls are taken care of and that whoever did this to them is also caught and held accountable.”

The man holding the Bible nodded. “Absolutely we want him caught,” he replied, “but we are not about revenge or retribution. Whoever did this is another poor soul.”

“Maybe so,” she agreed, “but there was a reason for anyone to do this. I also need to ask you if the word forgive carved in the chests of these poor victims means anything to you.” When they looked at her in surprise, she shrugged. “Is it a part of your holy message or some ritual? Some word this killer would feel as if he needed to remind us of… in order to send his victims to heaven or something?”

“Ah,” said the priest on the left. “You’re a nonbeliever.”

She looked at him with a calculated gaze. “Can you answer my question, please?”

He nodded. “Outside of our fundamental belief that everyone should be forgiven of all sins, especially of our own,” he began, “forgive is a part of any of our religious teachings and likewise is a part of many religious sacraments.”

“Right.” She then asked, “Do you happen to recognize any of these victims?”

All three priests shook their heads.

“No? You’re sure you’ve never seen them at a service? They aren’t part of a choir? Anything?”

And again all three shook their heads in unison.

“Do you help the homeless? Do you operate soup kitchens? Do you do anything like that?” When they looked at her oddly, she shrugged. “Look. This is not my area of town, and I don’t attend your church,” she added. “So I do need some idea if these victims could have come here at another point in time, maybe when you were reaching out to help the poor?”

“How would you know if they were poor?” asked a priest, with a pointed look. “They are well dressed, and it doesn’t appear that they are suffering.”

She frowned at him. “I guess that depends on your definition of suffering, Father. Look closely at that little boy. He has suffered and suffered tremendously for a very long time.”

Rodney stepped up behind her just then.

The priests turned to him, with almost a visible sense of relief on their faces, perhaps at the prospect of speaking to a man instead.

Rodney introduced himself and again apologized for this tragic deed left in their church, then murmured, “We do have names for them. Let’s see if they are familiar to any of you.” As he read off the names, all three priests shook their heads in unison.

“No,” stated the man in the middle with the Bible. “Those are not names I know.” He looked at the others, and they shook their heads as well.

“Okay, so on to the next question,” Kate said. “We don’t have a time of death established yet, but do you have CCTV cameras that would allow us to see when these crosses and the bodies were brought into the church?”

The priests gaped at her in surprise and shook their heads. “No, of course not,” replied the priest holding the Bible, with a quick shake of his head. “There are no cameras or security of any kind. This is the house of God.”

Kate’s gaze froze on the main priest, who always seemed to be nodding or shaking his head, while the others seemed to follow his lead. “So, there’s nothing such as surveillance here?”

They shook their heads.

“What about when the doors are locked? What time is that?”

Again the one in the middle smiled. “The doors are never locked.”

She frowned at that, but he still gave her a bland smile.

“Is that common for all churches?” she asked.

“I don’t know about all churches,” he replied. “It has never been an issue for us, and we like to leave the house of our Lord open and accessible for everyone’s purpose and need.”

She nodded. “I’m sure that, for some,… it’s a great comfort,” she murmured, “and, for others, a great opportunity.”

At that, their smiles fell away. “I think your work must give you a very dark view of life,” the Bible holder suggested, and she gave him a thin smile. Rodney also gave them an apologetic look.

“To some extent that could be true,” she admitted, “but they’re all God’s children, are they not?”

He nodded. “They all are, indeed.”

She asked a few more questions and then returned to where Smidge was working.

He looked over at her as she arrived and glared at her again. She glared right back. “So, the Fathers know nothing about whoever might have done this. They know nothing about the victims. They don’t recognize the faces and neither do they know the names,” she shared in a singsong voice. Smidge rolled his eyes, and she nodded. “Same as always, isn’t it? Nobody knows anything. Nobody saw anything, and nobody heard anything.… And yet it could not have been a very quiet process to have brought this in piecemeal, first the three bodies, not to mention the lumber for the crosses, and especially to put this together so they were left this way. So, I find it all hard to believe. Wouldn’t they have needed a drill to put those stakes in?”

Smidge shook his head. “Chances are they were delivered with a sledge hammer, and, as you can see, there’s no blood.”

“No blood, I get it, meaning they were not killed here,” she declared, with a nod. “And the two-by-fours, even with just one stake to begin making the crosses, they would collapse and be quite easy to carry in.”

Smidge smiled up at Kate and nodded. “Exactly. I will start with an autopsy on the woman first.”

She eyed him. “Why?”

His gaze was assessing as he replied, “You tell me.”

“Because I think she’s been abused beyond that pristine face of hers,” she shared quietly. “I think she’s been as abused as the boy was.”

He nodded. “Hence the reason I’m starting with her. What I don’t know is whether her husband’s the abuser of one or both. Or whatever other partner was allowed into their polygamous group,” Smidge added.

“And that,” Kate noted, “is something I will work hard to find out.”
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Simon had left several messages, but he hadn’t gotten any response, which usually meant that Kate was busy. Simon would just have to wait his turn. Most of the time he was totally okay with that, but, when she caught a new case, particularly if it were a fresh one, it could be hours upon hours before she got back to him. He sat on his couch with a glass of wine, staring out his big picture window in his penthouse at the glorious view of Vancouver, feeling an odd sense of peace inside. Although a sense of peace was an understatement, since it was more of an eerie feeling that he had from time to time.

The last of Kate’s cases that he’d helped on had given him a very strange feeling. To know that somebody had held something against Simon or had seen him as an excuse to attack people whose lives he had touched briefly wasn’t a great feeling. However, now that the case was over and would wind its way through the courts, at least he had that sense of closure.

He knew that, for Lisa Sands, the horror would continue, not to mention that Helen had been very much Lisa’s right-hand person, somebody Lisa had depended on to get through the days at the shelter. So Helen’s absence and Helen’s guilt would never be any easier on Lisa.

Simon shifted on his couch, checked his watch, and, just as he was relaxing, his phone rang. He snatched it off the coffee table, wincing as he realized how eager he was.

“Hey.”

Kate’s tired voice came through the phone, and he winced a second time. “I’ve got food.”

She snorted. “I’m really glad to hear you know how to get to a girl’s heart.”

“I have opened a brand-new bottle of wine. I have food, and I have a shower that is big enough for the both of us, plus a very cozy bed,” he added calmly, his voice gentle. “Why don’t you come here?”

“I’m sitting in my car outside a church,” she murmured.

“A church?” he asked, as his eyebrows shot up. “Is there something I should know about?”

“What? You’re asking if I came to pray or something?” she asked, a note of humor in her voice.

“I’m not too sure of the reasons that would take you to a church,” Simon replied, “but, given your job, it could be both good and bad.”

“I’ll come to you,” she said abruptly. “We’ll talk when I get there.” With that, she hung up.

Simon quickly sent a message down to his doorman, letting him know that Kate would be on her way. And then Simon got up, double-checked that the wine bottle was open to breathe, and brought out the food he had picked up earlier. He quickly set out a platter. He’d planned on a charcuterie board, hoping she would come. This time it worked out; it certainly didn’t always with her. He cut big thick slabs of the French bread, buttered them, and set them off to one side, as he started to lay out meat and pickles and assorted fresh vegetables.

By the time he was done, and it was arranged to his satisfaction, the elevator opened, and there was Kate, leaning against the doorjamb. He just opened his arms. She walked into them, and he closed them around her, holding her. After a moment, she tilted her head back and smiled up at him. “This is definitely more soothing than the church.”

“I don’t know,” he said, with half a smile, as he flicked her nose gently, then helped her out of her coat. “For a lot of people, a church is a place of solace, a place of healing.”

“Today,” she stated quietly, “it was a place of murder.”

He stiffened, but that was the only way he let her words affect him. With her coat off, he led her into the kitchen and handed her a glass of wine. She sniffed the top of it, inhaling the aroma, and smiled. Then she had a sip and looked up at him with a happy sigh. “This is pretty nice to come back to.”

“Sure it is,” he agreed, “particularly after what you are dealing with in a church, but here? You can forget about it. Here you can just park it and can keep your thoughts on the present instead.”

“Particularly,” she pointed out, looking at him from the corner of her eye, “as this one has nothing to do with you.”

“You have no idea how grateful I am,” he replied, as he led her to the couch. “I was just thinking how glad I am to have that last scenario over and done with.”

“Yes, that one is over, and now I have this one,” she murmured. “At least we had a few days that were calm, quiet, and peaceful, outside of the usual stabbings, gang shootings, and drunk drivers killing people.” She shook her head. “It’s bad enough with the full team at work, but Andy’s still out on medical leave. I haven’t even had a chance to see about his current status.” She sighed.

“Do you want to tell me about the church case, or will that just make it worse?”

She hesitated, then shrugged. “You’ll hear about it in the news soon enough anyway.” So she slowly, interjected with lots of wine, explained what had happened.

He stared at her through the whole thing, wondering how she could possibly cope with the dregs of society like this. He had the heebie-jeebies just hearing about the shit that she saw on a daily basis. “That sounds incredibly ugly and very sad.”

She nodded. “I didn’t want to go into the church when I realized a child had been involved. And yet it’s a small mercy that he was dead before being staked.… It seems better somehow, at least for now. Putting them on the cross didn’t kill any of them.” She shrugged. “There was no bleeding from the bodies at that point in time, so clearly that was done post-mortem.”

“That’s something at least.”

“They were also laid down on the floor instead of standing upright or hung on a wall, whether because the killer lacked the knowledge or the ability to manhandle that weight or was simply incapable of it. I don’t know,” she admitted. “I hate to say it, but it could have simply been their first time doing this.”

Simon looked at her sharply and wondered out loud, “Why would you hate for that to be the case?”

“Because, when I see something like this,” she explained, with a quick glance at him, “I always worry that something else will follow.”

His wince was quick and furious. “Damn it,” he swore, as he put down his glass of wine, hopped to his feet, and paced, his way of working off stress.

She nodded. “See? It doesn’t help if I wear off my stress by coming here and adding to yours.” He stopped, and glared at her, and she threw up her hands. “I don’t want you getting upset over all the craziness in my world.”

“If you can handle the craziness in my world,” he stated pointedly, “I think I can handle the craziness in yours. But, as somebody who had a difficult childhood, as you well know, I really don’t want to deal with thinking about some asshole beating up a young boy to the point that he died.”

“Rodney said something about the child dying from natural causes, and I got pretty upset because, of course, it’s never natural causes. However, what Rodney meant was that the boy didn’t die at the hands of this murderer—or at least I don’t think so—and neither do I think that the actual beatings were close enough to the child’s time of death for that to have been his cause of death. I really won’t know until Smidge gets through the autopsies,” she murmured. She dropped her head back against the couch and closed her eyes, still holding her wineglass.

A bit of wine remained in her glass, so Simon gently took it from her hand.

She opened her eyes and muttered, “I’m fine.”

“Sure, you’re fine,” Simon agreed, “but, if you want to just sleep, you can do that too.”

She shook her head. “No way, the images are still way too close in my mind. If I go to sleep with that, I’ll wake up with nightmares.”

As somebody who understood nightmares all too well, Simon wouldn’t argue with her. “Come and eat then.” He reached out a hand to help her up from the couch. She stood up in a smooth, graceful movement, something he found surprising when she was so tired. Yet her body somehow kept her in a loose and yet strong stupor, and that he was amazed to see.

She strolled into the kitchen, then stopped when she saw the board. “I’ve seen things like this before,” she said. “I just never knew what you were supposed to do with them.”

He chuckled. “I think the general idea is that we eat what’s on it.” She frowned at him, and his grin widened. “Come on and sit down.” He pulled out a chair for her, and she sat. Then he carried over the plates and the board. “Now it’s pretty simple. Just pick food off the board any way you want. Put it on bread, don’t put it on bread.… I really don’t mind.”

She reached for the largest piece of the French bread and loaded it with meat.

He chuckled. “Look at that. A girl after my own heart.”

Then she slathered it with pickled onions and placed tomato slices on top, folding over the bread to hold it all in.

He stared, opened his mouth, and wondered if he should mention the idea of savoring one flavor at a time. Then he decided to not say a word, as she picked it up and started munching. She obviously enjoyed it, so he didn’t really have anything to complain about.

Keeping his smile tucked firmly in his cheek, he chose a slice of the bread himself, layered with a little bit of onion and a slice of meat. Then he cut that into quarters and proceeded to make himself four small sandwiches, all different.

She stopped and looked at his, looked at hers, then shrugged and continued to eat.

He burst out laughing. “There’s no right or wrong way, Detective,” Simon muttered, with an eye roll.

“Good thing because I have already messed it up.”

“No, not at all. No messing up happens here,” he explained. “What you’re eating is just fine.”

They ate in silence, and, when they were done, Simon gently placed a second glass of wine beside her. “Now, do you need a shower? Do you want bed? Do you want to go for a walk?”

She frowned and then nodded. “I would like a walk.”

Simon nodded. “Sure, let’s go. Anything that would help change the images and the activity happening in your brain.”

“I’ve put a little bit of distance between me and the crime scene already,” she noted. “The meeting with the clergy was a little uncomfortable too. Not from my perspective maybe, but definitely from theirs.”

He flashed her a smile. “I can’t imagine what they would even begin to think of you,” he admitted.

“I don’t know either,” she murmured. “They didn’t like my questions, and I didn’t like their answers.”

“Such as?”

She told him, and he burst out laughing. “I’m surprised that they don’t lock up the church,” he shared, nodding in agreement, “but I guess the idea is that it’s supposed to be a place of sanctuary, a place of healing, a place of maybe a heaven-on-earth type thing. Therefore, if they leave the doors unlocked, for people to go in and out all hours of the night, how would somebody know that nobody else was there?”

She stared at him in surprise and nodded. “That’s a good question. How would our perp know that nobody was around? I was assuming that the killer had somehow found his way into the church after-hours, and nobody would be there, but I also forgot to ask if anybody would have come through the church yesterday evening…” She stopped and frowned at the thought. “They had an evening service set for tonight, and they weren’t happy when I made them cancel it.”

“Oh, ouch, now that probably would pretty-well upset them.”

“Forensics, you know,” she said, with a shrug. “They need as long as they need.”

“Oh, I understand your point of view,” Simon noted, “but I also understand theirs.”

“Did you ever go to church?”

He sighed, then shook his head slightly. “No, my grandmother used to take me every once in a while, but more as a case of,… I don’t know, a ritual more than anything. You have to understand that these priests don’t know what life is really like. They think of evil completely differently than what most of us understand it to be,” he shared. “I never really understood what my grandmother meant for me to get from church. However, I did go to church myself a couple times, a couple different churches actually,” he noted, with a smile, “more out of curiosity than anything. I had friends who attended regular events, so I used to go with them, but I couldn’t say I ever felt the need to return to any of them.”

“I’m not so sure I’ve ever been inside one before today,” she quickly shared. “Maybe that’s why it seemed a little on the intimidating side. It was foreign and something I have no experience with.” Kate looked up at Simon. “Rodney, being raised a devout Catholic himself, may have been a little disturbed that I didn’t have the same sense of respect for the building or what it represented. I mean, honestly, the building itself was glorious. I don’t think Rodney’s mad at me. It just reveals yet another difference between us.”

“Differences are fine too,” Simon pointed out. “Nothing wrong with that.”

“Maybe not,” she murmured. “At the same time, I didn’t want to go in there. I didn’t want to see what was in there.”

“You still want to go for that walk?”

“Yeah, let’s do it,” she replied, “and see if I can clear my head.”


Chapter 3
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Outside, along the water’s edge, Kate and Simon sat quietly on a bench, watching the sun slowly go down. She stretched and rotated her neck and her shoulders. “That feels better.”

“Sometimes you just need to get out and to forget about life for a bit,” he said.

“And sometimes, when you try to do that”—she smirked at him—“it doesn’t work.”

He smiled, then nodded. “That’s very true.”

“So, how was your day?” She turned to stare at him intently. “God, I’m a terrible person. I forgot to even ask you.”

“Oh, you’re awful. Absolutely terrible.”

“Hey,” she muttered, as she punched him lightly.

“Ouch, ouch, ouch, that’s abuse too, you know?” he teased.

She laughed. “It’s nice that we can laugh and joke together, even after the day we had.”

“It is very nice,” he agreed. “Sometimes that’s what both of us need.”

“So, it wasn’t a good day for you?”

“It wasn’t a bad day either,” he noted. “I mean, some of the buildings are going fine, but some of them? Not so much.”

“Are you back up to full staff again?”

“No, we’re still looking for more skilled tradesmen, but we’re getting there.” He gave her half a smile. He looped an arm around her shoulders and tucked her up close. “This is a particularly nice spot, don’t you think?”

“You’re lucky you have this.” Kate motioned at the False Creek harbor and all the beautiful lights and buildings, enjoying the twinkling of the city around her.

“I know,” he replied. “Believe me. I know.”

“And that’s one of the differences between you and a lot of people,” she added, with a smile. “I don’t ever really get a sense of arrogance, of being better than others, because you’ve got all this.” She looked from him to the view around them. “At least I feel as you really appreciate this.”

“I absolutely do.” Simon nodded. “I’m glad you picked up on that because it always pisses me off when I see people being arrogant about what they have. They could lose it all in a blink of an eye. Even if it isn’t about money, you could lose your health or even people who are important to you. So it’s really not a smart idea to take any of it for granted.” He shifted on the bench. “Are you okay, or do you want to keep walking?”

“I wouldn’t mind walking a bit more.” She stood and shook out her legs.

“Time to do more workouts?”

“I need to,” she agreed, “if for nothing else but the stress relief, not to mention staying fit.”

“And you have department physicals you have to pass too, don’t you?”

“Yeah, we sure do,” she stated. “I haven’t had any issues over my fitness, thankfully. But you know that, if you let it go too far, it’s harder to come back from,” she murmured.

He nodded and looped his arm through hers. “I think you’re a long way from that.”

She smiled, and, as they walked, she began to feel a sense of peace. “Now if only this calm would last,” she muttered. “The second team is working on this case, so I can sleep tonight. However, if they catch another case tomorrow, I might not see you for a few days.”

“Yeah, let’s just hope you get some rest while you have a chance.”
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Kate woke up the next morning, stretched, and yawned happily. “Wow,” she murmured. “Coming here last night really was a good idea. Thank you.”

He rolled over, gave her a gentle smile and a quick kiss on top of her head. “And it never hurts to have a little exercise to go to sleep with.”

She smiled and hopped up. “Race you to the shower.” As it was, he beat her there, but that was okay, since he proved that being a winner in the shower race was equally great for the loser. By the time she came out, delightfully relaxed and destressed, she quickly dressed. As she walked into the kitchen a few minutes later, he was pouring a hot cup of coffee for her.

“Look at all this attention. You’re spoiling me.” She checked her watch. “I can’t be late,” she muttered. “Too many things I need to get going on.” She yawned, and he frowned at her. “I’m fine. I got as much sleep as I’ll get and a whole lot more than I do on many other nights.”

Simon frowned. “That’s one of the things that always worries me. You’re constantly burning the candle on both ends.”

“Of course I am, but I’m used to it.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s a good thing.”

She smiled at him. “See you tonight? If…” He nodded. “How about back at my place?” she asked.

“How about not?” he replied, with an eye roll.

She frowned. “It’s not that bad, plus I need fresh clothes.”

“Fine.… We’ll go to your place, pick up fresh clothes, maybe head out to dinner and spend some quality time together. Unless you need to work the case,” he clarified, as if suddenly remembering the number of times she’d had to cancel.

“I’m sorry.” She sent an apologetic glance to him. “It goes along with the job.”

He just waved her off. “Have a good day.”

She gave him a big kiss and raced out. Waving at Harry at the door, she called back to him, “Have a good day.” Edgar was obviously not on duty yet today. She only ever saw him when she came in late, so Edgar must be the nighttime doorman, while Harry was the face she saw most mornings, when she left Simon’s place.

She jumped into her vehicle and headed for the station. She stopped and froze at the doorway to the bullpen, the office noise filled with excitement, yet not in a good way. She asked, “What did I miss?”

“You didn’t answer your phone,” Rodney said, looking over at her. “Where were you?”

“I was over at Simon’s. Why?” she asked. Pulling out her phone, she groaned. “Sorry, it looks like I forgot to charge it.”

“That”—Rodney shook his head—“is definitely not a good thing right now.”

“Why is that?”

He looked at her and, in an exasperated tone, replied, “Another church.”

She repeated, “Another church?”

“Another church, with two victims this time.” And, with that, Rodney gestured toward the exit. “Let’s go. Hope you got sleep because it doesn’t look like you’ll get another chance for a while.”

As she walked into the second church, her heart ached when she saw a repeat of yesterday. Another woman and another man. Thankfully no child. “We don’t even have all the details on the first victims yet and now this,” she muttered.

“No, and the media will be all over this soon, and we’ll be in for it big-time. “We need”—Rodney looked at those gathered around—“a liaison to put out messages to the press to keep people off our backs, so we can do our jobs.”

“I’m not holding my breath.” Inside the church she stopped and took a moment to just assess. It was calm—too calm for her taste. She looked around at the doors, at the huge stained-glass windows, and whispered to him, “Another Catholic church?”

He nodded.

“I wonder if that’s deliberate.”

“You don’t think it is? I just assumed so.”

“I wonder whether Catholic churches provide the best opportunity for something like this—with their unlocked doors policies—or our perp’s still sending messages that may or may not mean anything in this case.”

Rodney seemed to ponder that as they walked forward.

Smidge bounced to his feet and snapped, “There you are.”

“Yes, here I am,” she replied in a mild tone as she stepped up beside him, only to look down at the woman and to wince at the sight of her. “Good God, did the killer do this to her?” Her face had been beaten, and it very much resembled hamburger.

“I don’t know,” the coroner replied, “at least not yet. I’ll have to get back to you on that.”

Kate nodded but didn’t say anything, even though she was desperate to ask him when he would get back to her on the other three victims he already had. However, it was one thing if they gave him one victim, but giving him three and now two more? That would make it hard to get answers at all. She had to wonder if that wasn’t part of the killer’s plan. She looked over at Rodney. “Why pile up the number of victims? One would be enough to make a statement.”

“But not enough to punish the others,” he stated.

She frowned. “Pardon?”

He shrugged. “I mean, I could be wrong, but this feels very much like our killer’s punishing somebody. He is punishing these people for some twisted shit. Are these victims part of the polygamous group too?”

“But who’s being punished though?” Kate asked quietly. “I mean, look at this.… The woman’s face has already been beaten to a pulp. So our killer’s punishing someone who has already been abused?”

Rodney tilted his head. “And yet we don’t know whether our perp did it or somebody else did.”

“No, I get that,” she murmured. “Still, it doesn’t seem as if forgiveness would be part of this. If the message were repent, I might understand it more. But to carve Forgive into every dead body…”

Smidge stopped and looked at her. “Why do you say that?”

“Because that would suggest the victims had done something wrong and that the murderer wanted them to repent, maybe to carve out their sins. But to add Forgive to these victims, yet see them in this shape? I don’t understand.”

Smidge nodded. “I have an idea on it, but I’m not willing to share just yet.”

When she glared at him, he smiled at her. “Not yet,” he repeated. “I want to get into these autopsies first.”

“Yet, what will that have to do with it?” she asked, staring at him.

“I’ll tell you when I’m ready to tell you,” he declared.

She had to be satisfied with that. As she walked beside the body of the male victim, she crouched and pulled the sheet off his face. His face was also bruised, and yet she wasn’t sure how recent that was either.

She stood and turned to look for anybody from the church she could talk to. Off to the side was an elderly man, sitting in the first pew, wearing a robe and a cleric’s collar, staring up at the cross and obviously praying. She walked over, sat down beside him, and waited.

When he finally took a heavy inhale and released it, he looked at her sideways. “Thank you.”

Surprised, she asked, “For what?”

“For allowing me a chance to finish.”

She nodded. “I have to ask a lot of you, Father, and I’m hoping it will be easier for you if we can work together.”

“In what way?”

“The forensics people will need your church for a while,” she explained in an apologetic tone. “In other words, the church will need to be closed to the public, and, if you have any sessions, services, kitchen help, I don’t know—whatever programs you might have set for today—they all need to be canceled.” He just looked at her, and she nodded. “When evil comes to the heart of us,” she noted quietly, “you must let those of us who fight evil do our jobs.”

“Is that how you see yourself?” he asked, his tone soft.

She thought about it for a moment and nodded. “In some ways, yes. What I do is not easy, and it’s not something I would wish on anybody.” She added, “I’ve seen things that I would hope that most of the world never sees.”

“I can imagine,” he replied, as he held his gaze from going back to the bodies.

“But still, there must be a force that deals with people who can do something like this,” she stated. “While you have your own ways, I have mine.”

At that, a glimmer of a smile crossed his face, and he nodded. “Understood.”

He slowly got up, and she wondered if she should reach out and help him. He was a little on the creaky tottering side, but he took several sure-footed steps toward the church’s cross hanging above the altar, so she held back the urge to help him.

“The Lord works in mysterious ways, and a reason is behind all this,” he began, “even if only to bring one extra soul to this church.” He nodded, turning to look at her. “So I accept His methods for what they are.”

“What are they?” she asked.

“Strange, unusual, but still His,” he stated firmly.

She didn’t say anything to that, just nodded, as he walked into an office farther up the aisle. Kate returned to Smidge. “Do we have an ID on the victims?”

He nodded. “Found in the back pockets, same as the first time.” Pulling them out, he added, “I’ll send you photos of these when we’re done, but it looks like we have Mary Holley and Jacob Holley.”

Kate nodded but winced at the name Mary. “We’re a little overwhelmed with Marys lately.”

The coroner nodded. “And yet it’s a good strong stalwart name,” he noted, “so we can’t blame those with the name.”

“No, I can’t blame any of the victims.”

“Hold that thought,” Smidge said, rolling his eyes. “You may also want to stop and to take a moment because, if you’re not associating the victims here as also being perpetrators, you might be missing the bigger picture.”

And, with that, something clicked in the back of her mind. A polygamous group of abusers? “Wow, that’s your working theory regarding these two couples so far?” She took another look at the battered faces, coming at it from a different perspective now.

“Don’t mention this yet. Not until I see more on these two bodies.” He raised his chin to a group nearby. “Meanwhile, you need to start talking to them. I saw that group of people here earlier. If you come back to me in a bit,… I might have a little more for you.”

Taking that as a dismissal, she turned and headed over to the group who had found the bodies. As she approached, she noted six women, sitting together in a huddle, tears in their eyes, all in one pew. Kate walked to the pew just ahead of the group and turned to face them. “Ladies, I am Detective Kate Morgan,” she stated. “I need to ask you some questions about what you found this morning.”

“We found evil,” one of the women replied, tears in her eyes. “Evil like I have never seen before.”

“And hopefully,” Kate replied in a firm voice, “you’ll never see it again.”

The woman stared at her. “I don’t know how you could even begin to do this job.”

Kate gave her a small smile. “Somebody needs to catch a killer, and sometimes it takes those of us with our own calling to do it,” she replied. “So, maybe let’s keep the conversation to the questions at hand.”

“Maybe,” the woman grumbled, and then she shuddered. “Ask your questions, so I can go home. I feel the need for a hot cup of tea, then maybe I’ll go back to bed.”

Kate understood the sentiment, but it wouldn’t do her any good right now. As she looked at these women and carefully asked each of her questions, it quickly became apparent that they had walked in as a group, several ahead of the others, all talking and laughing, until they saw something up at the front by the altar.

“I was the one who raced forward,” one woman admitted, “because I thought I saw a foot, and I was afraid it was Father Macmillan. He’s at that age, you know.… Instead it was this.” She pointed deeper into the building.

“Indeed.” Kate asked, “Did you recognize the victims?”

All six women shook their heads. “No,” replied one of the elderly women. “I’ve never seen them before. I can’t imagine anybody would have done anything to deserve this.”

“I can’t imagine anybody deserving this either,” Kate noted, “and I’ll do my best to find out who is doing this. If you recognize these names, please let me know.” She read off the names of the five victims to date, and the women shook their heads.

The same elderly woman spoke again. “No, those aren’t names I know.” She looked at the other women with her, and every one of them shook their heads.

“So, none of those names mean anything to you?” Kate asked again.

“No.”

The youngest of the group, who looked to be in her early twenties, jumped to her feet. “Why are you asking us these questions?”

Kate turned to her. “Because these two were found here in this church, and one would think that maybe they were members.”

“But following that thinking,” the young woman argued, “you would then be thinking that we had something to do with it.”

Surprised, Kate frowned at her, then slowly shook her head. “No, I’m not thinking that at all. Look. You are witnesses, the first to find the bodies. You are upset at that, I’m sure,… but it’s far too early to even consider who might have done it,” Kate explained in a calm tone.

The other woman shuddered. “I don’t know them.”

“Thank you.” Kate looked over at the others, and they were all just huddled together, arms wrapped around each other. She got all their names and contact information. When finished with her questions, she let them go.

As a group, they basically picked up their feet and raced away. As they headed outside, Rodney walked over to Kate. “Anything?”

“No, nothing,” she said, “nothing useful anyway. The six women came in together. Crap, I didn’t ask what they were here for.” Kate shook her head in frustration. “Damn it. Anyway, as soon as they arrived, they found the victims at the altar, where they are now. Of course they took off and called for help.”

“We can be grateful that they returned,” Rodney stated.

She eyed him intently.

Rodney shrugged, then added, “Particularly in cases like this. I mean, a lot of innocent people would be terrified and would run for help and would not come back.”

“I don’t know that they ran for help, but they certainly didn’t want to stick around,… even now.”

“Would you?” he asked, with a note of humor, and she smiled at him.

“Hey, I’d go home now if I could. Is our shift over?” Kate teased.

“Oh, I don’t think this shift will be over for a while,” Rodney said, with a sad smile. “Not until we get some answers, that’s for sure.”

Seeing Father Macmillan returning with a thick mug in his hand, she walked to his side. “May we ask you to leave, please, and to let the forensics team do their jobs?”

He looked at her with a steady gaze. “Surely my being here isn’t hurting anything.”

“I’m not certain about that,” she replied. “They work better when they’re not being watched, as we all do.”

He studied her and then nodded. “That is true.… I’m not here to judge. I was trying to find a way to ease the suffering of the souls on the floor in this holy place.”

“And that is definitely your job, not mine,” she noted quietly, “but, for now, please let us do our jobs, and maybe you could do yours elsewhere, huh?”

He nodded. “I’ll try.”

“By the way, I do have a couple other questions.” She asked about security and whether any clergy from the church would be here in the middle of the night.

He frowned at her. “Not unless we’re called. The doors remain open to this public area, and, yes, in the past we have had some people who have desecrated the church.” He took a moment to think it through. “In the end it was thought that the church provided solace for enough people that we should keep it open.”

“Do people come in the evenings?”

“In the evening, yes,” he confirmed. “In the nighttime? Not so much anymore.”

“Why so?”

“We used to have quite a few people here in the middle of the night to deal with grief, but after two of the older ones in that group passed away, it is less of a habit now.”

“And the younger people?”

“We’re lucky if they even come to church anymore,” he said sadly.

She wasn’t sure what to say to that because she was pretty sure he would put her in that same category. She pondered anything else to ask and then added, “If you don’t have any security, I’ll have to check out the street cams.” He looked at her silently, and she shrugged. “I hope we find some vehicle that may have come through in the evening,” she explained, looking around the church. “These people didn’t walk here themselves.” Then she stopped and frowned. “Or did they?”
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Simon headed out to work early, but not as early as Kate. By the time he got through his morning, he couldn’t stop thinking about the church scenario. Plus, with the news blaring at the small restaurant where he’d stopped to get lunch, he heard a reporter talking about a second church, with two more victims found inside. Simon winced as he sat back, knowing how that would put more pressure on Kate.

One of the frustrations of her job, he knew, was the lack of progress in a timely manner. Autopsies and forensics both took time. There was this time period before there could even be any forensic determination, and fiber analysis, tox screens, and things like that could take far longer.

He sent her a quick text, with a small heart emoji. I heard on the news about the second church.

She sent back a thumbs-up, which essentially confirmed that she got his message, and that was all she was prepared to say at the moment, something so typical of Kate.

Hearing his name called, Simon looked back to see an old friend walking toward him with a smile on his face.

“Simon, damn, I haven’t seen you in forever.”

“And yet I’m still here,” he replied, with a wry look at his friend. “Can’t say I’ve moved very far. How are you doing, Bartlett?”

“You’re still in Vancouver, huh?”

“That’s where you find me now. Where are you living?”

“Here.” He grinned. “I’m not sure staying was the best decision, but, hey, it’s where headquarters is based and the family so…”

“As long as you’re happy.” Simon pointed to the counter and said, “I’m having lunch. Why don’t you grab something and join me?”

Bartlett quickly walked up to the front counter, ordered soup and a sandwich, then returned to sit with him. “So, tell me. What’s new and different?”

“I don’t know that there’s anything new or different,” Simon said, with a shrug. “I’m still rehabbing buildings. What about you?”

“I invested in a couple startups that are doing well. Other than that, it seems like it’s the same old, same old all the time.” He laughed. “You hooked up with someone worthy or still on the lookout?”

“I’m dating a cop, so that’s different.” His friend blanched, then looked at him in shock. Simon nodded. “Right? Who would have thought it?”

“Not me,” Bartlett admitted. “You’ve generally avoided romantic entanglements with anybody like that.”

“Apparently I’m a sucker for this one,” he shared, with half a smile.

“As long as you’re happy,” he said doubtfully. “I guess that brings up the point I was wondering about when I saw you.”

“What’s that?”

“Are you still playing all the time?”

“Not all the time, but some. Sure,” Simon replied. “Why?”

Bartlett winced. “I could use some cash.”

“Ah.” Simon nodded. “I’m not sure that a poker game is the way to get cash, that’s for damn sure. When you get on a losing streak, it can be brutal.”

“But you never seem to have losing streaks, like the rest of us, do you?”

“Sure, I do,” Simon noted calmly, having an idea where this conversation would go and wondering if their meetup was as random as it had first appeared. “Besides, I haven’t been at a game in quite
























OEBPS/i/i1.png
USA TODAY BES THOR

Dale Maye

SIMON SAYS...

FORGIVE

A KATE MORGAN NOVEL





The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


OEBPS/i/i4.png






Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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