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  Chapter 1


  The nose of the car pointed directly at the red disk of the setting sun, squeezed between a layer of dark clouds and the darker curve of the earth. Late twilight with visibility at its worst.


  Professor Tallidge drove carefully, under the speed limit, as she headed home from her office on the OSU campus. The temperatures were low, near or below freezing, with patches of black ice scattered along the road. They were impossible to see unless the headlights reflected from them. A bit of sleet fell during the day, without warning, and she only knew about the ice because it was mentioned on the radio. Oklahoma weather, unpredictable as always.


  She tried concentrating on the road, but her mind kept returning to what she’d found earlier in the day in her research. She was working on a book about Indian cowboys in Oklahoma, a state with more diversity in the Native American tribes than any other. She taught Oklahoma and western history, among other subjects at OSU. She hoped this book, her latest project, would be published at the end of the spring semester.


  A couple of days earlier, she had her first look at papers in the Filmore County Historical Archives. Several collections originated with the early settlers, Boomers and Sooners, and had accounts of individual ranch hands or lists of their names as hired hands. The last collection she started looking through was that of the Blair Bar Ranch owned by the Blair family who settled in the northern part of the state during the last land run in 1893.


  When she made plans to look through those papers, she was told that another patron, Professor Berger, was also interested. She called him to discuss the differences or similarities in their projects, but there was no problem. He was working on the one ranch, while she was looking only at the Indian cowboys.


  Several names were found in the records, but the collection was not well organized and it would take time to sort out the information she needed. It took a couple of days of thought, and a conversation with the archivist, to figure how best to tackle the search.


  The second day, she came across a folder with several pages cut from a bound journal. The story those pages told concerned her. She discussed them with Dr. Berger, hoping he might have insight as to whether she could use the information and if she should report the events to someone, like the police. He’d promised to contact her after consideration on his part. She’d also tried to contact Senator Blair, the grandson of Carl Blair, whose papers she was searching. In the meantime, she planned to continue searching the documents.


  Her attention was jerked back to the road by a very bright light ahead. There was so little traffic that she’d let her mind drift from the task at hand and the brightness of the light startled her.


  The light grew brighter and she slowed. It blinked out and she wondered if the vehicle had turned off. Suddenly the light was right in front of her. Blinding her. She jerked the wheel to the right, heading for the shoulder. The light followed her. She shut her eyes against it. The car tilted as the shoulder dropped lower. She fought the wheel and slammed on the brakes. The car rolled over. Once. Twice.


  The seat belt and shoulder harness dug into her body. The air bag deployed. The violence of the roll, however, snapped her neck. Professor Tallidge died almost instantly.


  Chapter 2


  The gun fired and they were off. Hundreds of settlers, on horseback, in wagons, some on foot, heading into the promised land. At first they drove straight ahead, then individuals broke away, taking different directions. Every way, except back. No one wanted to go back to where they came from. Within hours, flags would be planted, claims would be made, townships would be staked out.


  Sydney St. John was reading about the last Oklahoma land run in 1893 when she was jerked back into the present by Doctor Berger rapping on the door frame. The old school clock in the hall struck three. It was his research of the Blair Bar Ranch that had her studying the land run.


  “Yes, sir. Another box?” Sydney asked.


  “No,” he said. “I’m finished for the day. But I’d like to show you something. Or, rather, I’d like for you to read something from one of the folders.”


  “What is it?”


  He pulled a standard acid-free folder from behind his back and placed it on her desk. “Just read the journal pages, please. You’ll find it interesting.”


  Leaving a folder out of a box was against the archives’ rules, as he well knew, so what he’d found must be very unsettling. A few minutes later she unlocked the front door for him. As he started through, he told her he wouldn’t be back for at least another week. He was their most regular researcher and as she closed and re-locked the door, she wondered when he would run out of subjects to write about. Numerous articles were published under his name, and currently he was working on a history of the Blair Bar Ranch and the Blair family, first established in that last Oklahoma land rush. It was a mostly neglected subject as the more popular 101 Ranch was better known, with a flashy history similar to Buffalo Bill’s traveling extravaganza.


  The Blair Bar Ranch once ran to thousands of acres and was a popular dude ranch in the 1930s and 40s, that offered popular entertainment for the time, with its rodeo-style performances, trick riding, and roping. The descendants still owned the property, but it was now a much smaller working cattle ranch with some oil wells. The children and grandchildren of the first father and son went on to other professions, but the ranch represented their roots in the state.


  The collection was one of the older ones in the archives and its organization left a lot to be desired. For a short while, there were two researchers and she’d tried hard to help both Dr. Berger and Dr. Tallidge find the information they needed. Dr. Tallidge’s death, when her car slid on ice last week, had shocked both her and Dr. Berger. She’d just started her research and neither of them knew her well, but the sudden death of someone you know was always disturbing.


  Life always went on, though, and Route 66 was Doctor Berger’s next subject, although so much published material already existed about the iconic highway that Sydney wondered how he would be able to find more to say. Several of the collections contained a lot of information, though, and the professor was very good at ferreting out details that were never covered in other works. She had already started a list of boxes, photos, and other material that he might find useful for the new project. It would be several weeks, however, before he completed the Blair project.


  She sat back in her chair and looked out at the street running in front of the building. Gansel was such a small town, with all of the advantages and disadvantages that means. Businesses closed at five, except for the five restaurants. One of those closed at eight, three at seven, and the bar, which also served food, at nine. Grocery items were available at the three convenience stores, which meant mostly junk food and milk and bread.


  There was one insurance office, the sheriff’s office, a small public library, a florist shop, a funeral home, and Eastland’s, still called a variety store. Several buildings and store fronts were empty, the former businesses victims of recessions and movement to the larger towns. Four churches served the religious needs of the community. The courthouse on Main Street saw plenty of use, since all of the county offices were located there. Except for the sheriff’s office, that is.


  The county kept threatening to close the one elementary school and send local children to the school in Guthrie. Older children were already bussed down to Guthrie and Edmond for middle school and high school. However, a branch of the county library had recently opened. She hoped it was a sign that Gansel wasn’t dead yet.


  Most of the people were long-time residents, descendants of the original settlers. Three main residential areas surrounded the downtown area. Around the town center, older houses, some dating back to the late 1890s. To the north were houses built in the 1950s and later. The newest, to the west, made up a bedroom community for the larger towns to the north and south. She rented a 1950s house, thinking when she first moved to Gansel that she might not stay long. Her newer house in Norman was currently rented out to a professor at OU, which paid the mortgage and her own rental.


  Shopping was nonexistent. Usually, when she needed something she drove down to Edmond or even to Norman, where she lived for several years, the last two when attending OU’s library school. She still felt very comfortable there, even though Stillwater was a bit closer. Visiting with friends in Norman was an added benefit, and she would sometimes spend the night at someone’s house. Especially if she and a bunch of her friends attended a play or concert.


  Her only friend in Gansel was Julia Vincent, who owned the florist shop. As small as the town was, she managed to keep the shop going, not getting rich, but making money. Weddings and funerals were her big stock in trade, events that kept the four churches and the flower business busy.


  Sydney knew a lot of people in the town. She occasionally met with city and county officials, at times representing Doctor Arnold when he and his wife were off on one of their mysterious trips. Over the past year, she’d seen them less and less.


  In spite of Arnold and some of the headaches the job presented, she loved living in Gansel and working in the archives. She also found that the usual depiction of life in small towns didn’t fit, as she found the people here friendly, helpful, and they didn’t try to interfere in her life in any way, other than repeated invitations to attend one church or another which still happened after five years of politely saying “no, thank you.”


  Light pollution was low, so she could see thousands of stars at night. The nights were so quiet that the roar of big trucks on Interstate 35 could be heard if the wind was out of the east, which it rarely was. Wildlife sometimes came in and out of town. She’d seen a few deer and even a pair of coyotes in the field behind her house on occasion, and lots of birds, when the field was planted with barley and when it lay bare in the winter.


  Although she treasured her friends, she didn’t go out of her way to make new ones. That wasn’t her style. She accepted friendship when offered. Given her current circumstances, it was fortunate that she enjoyed her own company and that of books and her research. Still, she enjoyed human companionship, and that thought made her think of Ben.


  She re-focused on the scene outside the window, where a couple of people walked past, heading east. They were bundled up against the Oklahoma wind and she couldn’t tell who they were. February was often the coldest month of the winter, storms covering the roads with black ice, treacherous conditions, especially on the Interstate. After the storm moved through the night before, the light rain froze on bushes and trees, but the roads remained mostly clear since the ground wasn’t frozen yet. Up until a week earlier, the winter was mild, and everyone enjoyed that. However, February might prove to be a bitch.


  As for herself, she had a love-hate relationship with winter in Oklahoma. She hated the ice storms and refused to leave the house until she knew the roads were totally clear. The wind could cut through anything, including the seals around the windows in her small house. She kept warm by turning the thermostat up on the natural gas heat, and burning wood in the fireplace in the living room. She’d always preferred a cooler house and this one did not disappoint.


  Among all the things to worry about, she’d recently begun thinking of buying a house. It looked like she would be working in the archives for years to come, something she wasn’t sure of when she first moved north. Four years passed and the work was as fascinating as ever. Her one hesitation was due to her relationship with Ben and not knowing what the future held for the two of them. Working for Doctor Arnold was also a problem. She learned over time that he was a bully who thought he knew everything, and who listened to his red-headed wife’s opinions on the archives rather than Sydney’s. For four years, she’d managed to fend off his uninformed interference and there was no reason she couldn’t keep handling it, except being worn down by it. But if she stayed, she would have to find a better living situation. And she and Ben would settle for a long distance relationship.


  The old school clock chimed in the hall and she looked up to see that it was four o’clock. An hour left to clear everything up and lock up and go home. As she started cleaning off her desk, she spotted the folder Doctor Berger asked her to read. His concern was obvious and she was very curious about what was so interesting.


  Chapter 3


  Sydney could see her own reflection in the dark window as she finished reading and sat back in her chair. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Out of curiosity, she’d opened the folder before leaving the office, just for a quick look, and in the following hour, she read the three pages of small, close spaced writing twice, leaving her wondering what she should do.


  Doctor Berger was right. This was interesting stuff. Too interesting.


  It wasn’t unusual to find incidents from the past that still had meaning in the papers of an individual or a business. They were real people, with everyday problems and issues, many of them or their descendants living full lives with the usual frailties of the human race.


  But this. It was the first time she had come across evidence of a serious crime.


  What should she do? What would Doctor Arnold tell her to do? She hesitated to tell him, to ask for his advice, because she knew him to be a dishonest man. And his wife would have something to say about it, too. Which always made matters worse.


  She gathered up the pages and went into the hall to the copy machine. She ran copies of the four-by-seven-inch sheets, cut from a bound journal of some sort, with their neat handwriting in brown ink. She wondered if whoever cut them out meant to destroy them. And was the rest of the journal somewhere in the boxes of the collection?


  She slipped the copies and her notes into her portfolio, put it in her book bag and put on her coat. Gathering up her purse and book bag, she made her way to the back door, which opened out to the parking lot on the east side of the building. It was once paved but the surface now consisted of patches of asphalt with ragged stones jutting out. The years erased the lines for parking slots, although there was a sign for her designated space. The lot occupied the northeast corner of the block. The only light came from a street light on the opposite corner so her car — an older, green Honda CR-V — sat mostly in darkness.


  The air was calm and had grown even colder. Not yet freezing, she thought, but the temperature would probably drop overnight. There wasn’t much moisture on the street or the parking lot, so there might not be ice in the morning.


  She pressed the button on the remote key to unlock the doors and put her burden on the floor behind the driver’s seat. Opening the driver’s door, she stood for a moment, breathing in the cold air and listening to the quiet. A thousand stars shone in the sky, and there were thousands more if only there were less ground fog and the one street light weren’t so bright. Actually, Gansel had so little light pollution compared to the larger cities and towns to the south and north, the night sky revealed more of its beauty.


  She blew out, hoping her breath would exhale in a cloud, but it wasn’t cold enough or humid enough. As a kid it was how she pretended to be smoking, a real habit she picked up for a number of years. She’d been smoke-free now for twelve years. Smiling with self-satisfaction and happy in her life, she got in behind the wheel, and headed home. Her rental house sat on the northwest edge of town on a small rise in an older residential area. The field behind, to the north behind her, lay fallow. The farmland was flat and from her back porch, she could see for miles. Nearly identical houses sat on either side of hers.


  Most nights, weather permitting, she went out on the back porch and sat with a cuppa — hot chocolate or coffee in winter, iced tea in summer — and listened to the silence or the wind, whichever occurred that night. Tonight, she was home later than usual, and the temperature had dropped, so instead, she heated up a bowl of Hungarian mushroom soup left over from the weekend. There was one bowl left that she might save for tomorrow night or finish off tonight, depending on how hungry she was when she finished the first one.


  As the soup heated in the microwave, she set her bound notes and the copies from the older journal on the kitchen table with a highlighter, pencil, and eraser. Before the microwave dinged, she sliced a piece off the Tuscan loaf of bread. She’d eaten half of the loaf and the remainder was beginning to get hard. She decided to slice the rest so she could either toast it or soften it in the microwave over the next few days.


  The meal was warming and satisfying. The reading material, however, left her curious and unsatisfied. More than that, she wasn’t sure what she should do about it. Was the guilty person still alive? Had the statute of limitations run out? Was it her responsibility to report what she’d found? Or, rather, what Doctor Berger found. There were all sorts of ethical considerations. Was there anything in the “best practices” for archives to cover this situation?


  Curiosity came from not knowing the whole story. It was the driving force behind her career and her life. It drove her to look for more information, find the intricate details of the lives of those people whose legacies were in her hands. One day, someone else would be responsible for the documents and the stories of people, the history of their days. But now, she was the one who preserved the papers and memorabilia, the words of people, many long dead. It was a big responsibility in many ways, but it was never daunting. It was a true labor of love.


  She rinsed the dishes and put them into the ancient dishwasher. The rest of the soup and the bread she put away for tomorrow.


  She sat back down, munching on a homemade chocolate chip cookie, and looked over the pages again, studying the highlights and notes she made. Her questions were noted in the composition book she used for such tasks. All she knew for certain was that, if she did report what she’d found, it wouldn’t be to Doctor Arnold first. She didn’t want to be responsible for any decision he might make.


  Of course, nothing had to be decided tonight, nor for a whole week, since Doctor Berger would be gone that long. The one person she should ask was Alexander Otis, the county sheriff, but once she did that … well, he would be obligated to investigate. How far should she go with this? For tonight, though, she wasn’t going anywhere.


  She went into the bedroom to get ready for her shower, pulling the sweater over her head, just as the phone rang. In her haste to answer the call, she got all tangled up in the sweater. She threw it on the bed, only to hear the answering machine in the kitchen pick up the call. The voice leaving a message was Ben’s. She picked up the extension in the bedroom.


  “I’m here,” she said. “Give me a moment.”


  Hurrying into the kitchen, she hit the stop button on the machine.


  “Okay?” Ben asked from the other end.


  “Yes. Someday I’ll tell you about the struggle I had.”


  “Tell me now.”


  “No. You don’t need to know everything yet. Maybe I’ll keep some secrets forever.”


  “I’ll bet not.”


  Sydney laughed. “We’ll see.” She went into the living room and dropped into the overstuffed chair. “What’s up?” She jumped back up to close the blinds on one of the windows, not wanting neighbors to see her shirtless.


  “Not much. It’s been another cool day here, surprisingly. The weather has been awfully mild.”


  “Enjoy it while you can.”


  “You bet.”


  They compared winter weather for a bit and then he asked her about the archives. He had done a bit of research when he returned to Oklahoma the year before to check on his grandfather’s collection. His stepmother donated Josiah Bartlett’s papers, telling everyone she was the only living heir. It turned out there were two grandsons, Ben, and his brother, Arthur. When he first showed up, Sydney feared that he might make a fuss about not being consulted regarding the gift, but “the trouble” wasn’t directly due to him.


  “I was wondering,” he began during a lull in the conversation, “if you would like some company beginning next week.”


  “Is everything all right?”


  “Oh, sure. It’s just that most of the work I’m doing right now I can do anywhere. Truth is, I miss you. If anything comes up, I can handle it from there.”


  She took a deep breath. For a moment, she told herself not to appear too eager. Next moment, she berated herself for thinking and acting like a teenaged girl.


  “I’d love to have your company. How long do you think you’ll stay?”


  “A few days at least. Maybe a week.”


  “That would be great. But you know,” she added, “I’ll be working.”


  “I know. But we’ll have nights and weekends. What shall we do?”


  “Depends on the weather,” she said and laughed.


  February being such a treacherous month, she knew they would have to play it by ear until very close to the day he arrived. So far, winter was cold, sometimes windy, but no snow and only a bit of freezing rain. The possibility of being confined in the house with Ben for a few days was not a bad prospect.


  He planned on leaving California the next Wednesday. He’d checked fares, and leaving on that day gave him a cheaper fare.


  “I might look through more of my grandfather’s papers if that’s convenient.”


  Having completed sorting and processing the collection she was eager for him to see the difference since his last foray into the boxes. All metal, such as staples and paperclips, was removed. Copies made of vulnerable papers. Everything neatly placed in acid-free folders and boxes, and a comprehensive finding aid in the binder.


  She told Ben she’d be delighted for him to look it over. As they talked about his visit, she glanced at the material from the Blair collection still lying on the kitchen table.


  “I have an interesting problem in another of the collections. I’d like to get your input on what to do?”


  “You’re not going looking for murderers again, are you?” he asked.


  He referred to events of the last spring. Days before he appeared at the archives, Sydney’s intern, Irene, was killed in the processing room of the building. That was the beginning of a dangerous adventure for both of them. Also known as “the trouble.”


  “No,” she said with a laugh. “No murderer. If you’re interested, I’ll discuss it when I know more.”


  “I’m at your disposal.”


  They chatted more about what was going on, then reluctantly said good night. Sydney sat thinking about the revelation in the few sheets she’d read. She’d told Ben there was no murder, but she couldn’t be certain of that. If she were the only one who knew what it held, she could ignore it. But someone else, a researcher, found it first. That meant consideration must be given to the impact of the revelation on the reputation of the archives and her own reputation, as well as on any descendants, several of whom were still alive. The archives were always at the forefront of her concern, of course.


  It came back to her that she was sitting in her living room in her bra and that the shower awaited. In a few minutes, standing under the hot water, she let herself relax, thinking nothing but good thoughts. The last thing she needed to do was make trouble for herself.


  She slept well that night, and didn’t remember the problem until she gathered up everything to take to work the next morning. Once in her office, she called her fellow archivist at the Carl Albert Center at the University of Oklahoma. Louise Zimmer was the one who had trained Sydney in archival work when she was attending library school, working on her master’s degree.


  “I have a hypothetical question for you,” Sydney said, after the usual catching up. She described what she’d found in general terms. When she finished, she asked, “What are our responsibilities as archivists when we discover something like that? I mean, if we find evidence of a crime that happened decades ago, are we required by the ethical standards of archives, to report it?”


  “Are you still involved in that murder back in the 40s?”


  “No, it’s …” She started to say “something new.” Instead, she said, “It’s only hypothetical. But having gotten involved in that earlier business, I want to have a better idea of what my responsibilities are.”


  The newspapers spread the story of her encounter with Violet Parsons and her grandson, which made her and the archives well-known for a short while. Thankfully the furor died down in good time.


  “Understood,” Louise said. “I think that, regardless of how long it’s been, if it’s a serious crime, especially if where the statute of limitations is a factor, then we need to at least consult with legal authority. If someone else finds it, a researcher or someone, and we haven’t … well, we could be liable in some way. It could also be that the whole situation was solved at the time and you may need do nothing.”


  “Okay.”


  “You can’t tell me what it is?”


  “No, I want to keep it hypothetical. I don’t want you to be involved in some way that might not be to your benefit.”


  “Thanks,” Louise said. Sydney knew by her tone that she was smiling. They had gotten to know each other pretty well during her year at Carl Albert as a graduate assistant, and the memory of those months was sweet.


  “You’re welcome,” Louise said. “Give me a call next time you’re down here and we’ll catch lunch.”


  “I will. Promise.”


  They said goodbye and hung up. Sydney sat thinking for some time. She gave Louise only a bit of the information from the file, not wanting to pinpoint the incident, nor wanting to get her erstwhile boss and instructor involved any more than was good for either of them.


  She opened the folder on the top of her desk and re-read everything. Although the collection came from the Blair family, the documents in front of her originated with Carl, the patriarch. His father established the family in Oklahoma in the 1893 Cherokee Strip Land Run, the next-to-last land run in the Unassigned Lands of the territory that became Oklahoma. It was Carl who built the business and ranch to its heights.


  Whether they were Sooners — those who entered the territory prior to the start of the land run — she did not know. She wasn’t in Oklahoma when the collection first came into the archives, nor had she ever done any extensive research in it. The papers had set on the shelves for years before she took on the position. However, she gathered a good bit of background information from public records, newspapers, and other sources, setting up a three-ring binder for researchers to use. That was her way of not only assisting researchers, but also learning as much as she could about the originator of a collection and the circumstances of their lives in Oklahoma history.


  The collection was important because Carl Blair managed to build a substantially larger ranch than the one hundred sixty acres his father claimed in the land run. He then turned that ranch into a dude ranch with some shows similar to the 101 Ranch, except the Blair West Show was smaller and never traveled. A lot of visitors came from the east and elsewhere, wanting to see real cowboys roping and riding. Some went out on horseback during their stay to play cowboys in a real roundup, roughing it on the prairie for three days and two nights, eating chuck wagon food. The most popular attraction was a staged Indian raid on the camp, which the guests fought off with cap pistols.


  Blair’s two sons ran the show for a while, but their goals changed. Lawrence, the elder son, became a lawyer, specializing in land disputes, with his offices in Ponca City. Once oil became a big commodity, land claims became ever more important.


  Grayson, the younger son, decided to become a wildcatter, drilling for oil and natural gas all over the state. His company, GB Petroleum, failed after a few years and he moved back to the ranch.


  The youngest of the three children was Lily, born with many health problems. Her parents worked hard to give her the care she needed; whatever the doctors recommended they tried. Something worked, as she grew up strong in both body and will, although she looked delicate and very pretty in the photographs. She could rope and ride with any man on the ranch and took great pleasure in riding off into the wilderness on her pinto, leading a pack horse, being gone for as long as a week. Although nothing in the journals so far indicated outright that this habit was not approved of by her parents, there were strong hints. It appeared the need to be totally alone for periods of time was overwhelming to her. No one knew exactly what she did on those rides, but one of them may have led her to the events that made her family disown her. She disappeared from the story at the age of twenty-three.


  Another reason the collection was important, and perhaps more immediate, was Carl’s grandson, Grayson, Jr., was a member of the state legislature. He was now a state senator, who before being elected to that office, served six terms in the Oklahoma House of Representatives before the law establishing term limits was passed. The current term in the senate was his last. Most of this information came from his official website and a small amount of data Sydney found on the Internet. She assumed there was much more in the papers themselves.


  She also read through the “deed of gift.” The strange thing about their getting the collection was that another grandson, named Carl after his grandfather, presumably, donated the papers as executor of the estate. Lawrence, the eldest son, objected strenuously, to the point of hiring a lawyer to try and prevent it. However, Carl and his lawyers managed to fight off the efforts of his father.


  The events described in the journal pages found by Doctor Berger occurred before Lily’s disappearance. She would have thought such violence was relatively normal in those early days before statehood. However, the good doctor knew more about Oklahoma history, and his reaction led her to believe that maybe it was more serious than she knew. Her own knowledge was gleaned from family papers and history of the land runs from books and the Internet.


  The phone rang, bringing Sydney back to the present day. When she answered, it was Doctor Arnold’s voice on the other end.


  “The county supervisors have authorized funds to upgrade the alarm system in the archives,” he said, speaking over her “hello.” “The installation will begin next Tuesday. A Mister Langford will be calling you to get the details of what we discussed and what should be installed.”


  Finally, she thought. After someone broke in and murdered the intern last May, she raised the question of security. The upgrade should have been done months ago, in fact the installation was scheduled, but Arnold dragged his feet in honoring the request of the supervisors. It was Grady Lively, one of the supervisors, who pushed him to arrange for the upgrade.


  “Mind, there will be no additions or changes, nothing that will cost more than the amount allotted,” Arnold continued.


  “How much is that?”


  “Enough. Just make sure they have access to the building and whatever else they need.”


  “How long will the installation take?”


  “A day, or so they said. Why?”


  “I may need to notify researchers who are scheduled to come in.”


  “They won’t be interfered with. Eleanor is certain there will be little noise or bother.”


  Ah, yes, Eleanor. His wife. She who knows everything.


  There was a click on the line and he was gone. No “goodbye” or “how are you.” For an instant, it crossed her mind that this was a good opportunity to tell him about the events uncovered in the Blair papers. His sudden ringing off convinced her that there was no need.


  But Sydney decided to talk to Sheriff Otis at the earliest opportunity. Her first loyalty was to the archives, and she had no intention of shirking that duty. Besides, she was curious.
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