  Officer Smith was the first to arrive on the scene after the EMT’s. The falling snow had delayed his progress & it had taken him a bit longer to arrive then he had expected. He was a young man in his late 20’s, but had excelled in his class at the academy & continued to do so in the field. He had advance quickly through the ranks & was now a detective. The fact he had a photographic memory helped a lot too, at least at first. He could remember crimes scenes perfectly, which was both an asset & a drawback. He could remember facts & evidence without any problem, but he also could recall with perfect clarity the victims, their twisted mangled bodies & faces forever locked in fear.

   He pulled his patrol car of to the side of the road, radioed dispatch to check on the position of the other units that were on their way & then began to cordon off the area. Several passerby’s had also stopped along the side of the road & were watching the grizzly scene unfold. He looked at the one EMT he could see questioningly & then quickly moved his eyes in the direction of the body covered by a thin white sheet. The EMT shook his head no.

  Officer Smith sighed. He was new to the area, only having been there for about 2 weeks now. He had never expected a shooting in this small sleepy town. For the past 3 years he was on the beat in the big city & had been called to shooting reports half a dozen times. It had always made him nauseous when he came across the scene of a shooting or a serious accident, especially since he knew he’d be able to recall everything flawlessly. He’d seen enough accidents & shooting victims that & when the chance came for a transfer to the quiet little town of Weston he jumped at it.  

    Two more patrol cars arrived each carrying an officer. These quickly blocked off the street & began directing traffic away from the scene & kept the small crowd back from the area. Officer Smith walked up to the EMT.

 “Pete Smith.” he said extending his hand.

 “Anthony Marcus” said the EMT, accepting the officer’s hand & shaking it firmly.

 “So,” began Smith, wishing he wasn’t there, “what’s the situation?’

 “Fatal gunshot to the chest. He was dead when we got here. Passerby came up behind the victims van there,” jerking his thumb towards the gray battered van behind him, “blew his horn when it wouldn’t move, then pulled out to go around. That’s when he saw the body in the road with another man sitting beside it crying. He got out of his car, saw blood & called 911. Thought a car had hit the fellow at first when he called it in. Once we got here & found it was a shooting, we radioed dispatch to send out a black & white right away.

  “Mmmm, that would be me. So where’s the fellow who was next to the body?”

  “In the back of the ambulance, Webber’s keeping an eye on him. He’s pretty shook up.” Marcus answered, “Says the ‘vic’ was his friend & some motorist shot him. He’s drunk from what I can tell.”

  “And the guy who called 911?”

  “In the cab. I thought he better leave his car where it was so he wouldn’t disturb any more evidence.”

  “Good thinking.” said Smith, “ Well, might as well get this over with.”

He walked to the back of the ambulance & Marcus followed behind him.

 “Webber, this is Officer Smith” Marcus said, introducing the other EMT.

Webber turned around. She was a small woman with shoulder length hair that was an ashen blond. Her face was soft & her green eyes shone with an inner fire. She smiled at the officer, but it was plain to see she was disturbed by the situation.

   “Hello,” she said “I’m Sarah Webber.”

  “Nice to meet you” said Smith, who instantly regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth, feeling it was improper considering the situation. “I mean I wish it was under better circumstances.” He stammered.

Sarah smiled.

  The lone passenger in the back of the ambulance suddenly sat up & in a loud voice said, “What the hell is going on!” then gagged & tossed his cookies right onto the shoes of Smith.

  “Crape” muttered Smith staring in disgust at his now multi-coloured shoes.

   Sarah turned away, trying to suppress a smile. Marcus’ couldn’t contain himself & cracked a smile, then, trying not to laugh said. “Officer Smith, this is Jack.”

  “Hey how ya doin’?” said Jack & then thrust a hand in Smith’s direction.

   Smith shrunk back slightly; afraid Jack might vomit on him again.

  “Fine Jack. And you?” Smith said noticing the blood stains on Jacks hands.

  “Think I’ve got a hangover.” Jack replied, swaying back & forth. He suddenly sat up straight & raised his hand as if to gesture at something, then promptly fell back onto the stretcher, unconscious.

  “He’s drunk all right,” said Smith. “Make sure the CSI guys get his clothes & any of those sheets on the stretcher that he’s wiped blood on. Tell Lowe to administer a sobriety test once he comes to; he’s the tall fellow out on crowd control.” pointing toward the towering officer, who was at least 6’ 7”, “Then come & get me. I’ll have a few questions for ‘Jack’.” 

  “Will do,” answered Marcus with just the hint of a smile,  “Crowd control? There’s only about 7 or 8 people out there.”

  “For this town that’s a crowd. The other guys in the cab, right?

  “Right.”

   Smith walked you to the cab of the ambulance, kicked what puke he could off his shoes into the snow bank. He looked in the driver’s window of the ambulance. The man in the driver’s seat was sleeping. Smith tapped on the window glass. The man inside slowly opened his eyes, blinked a couple times, than suddenly realized where he was. He quickly opened the door for the officer.

   “You’re the fellow who called 911?” Smith asked.

   “Yes” the man replied.

   “ I need to take a statement from you” said Smith taking out his notebook.

   “Sure.”

   “Name?”

   “Clancy G. Haverstock.”

   “Age?”

   “Thirty-eight.”

   “Do you recall what time it was, approximately, when you came upon the body?”

   “Hmmm, about 2:45 I think.” Clancy replied, and then scrunched up his nose as he sniffed the air. “Say, do you smell something?”

 Smith cleared his throat, & continued.

   “Did you disturb the scene in anyway?”

   “ Well, I started to drive my car through it, but stopped once I saw the guy sitting with the body. I got out of the car & walked over to the guy who was crying. I could smell liquor on him. I asked him what was wrong & he mumbled something I couldn’t make out. Then I saw that the other guy’s coat had blood on it. I thought the guy sitting beside him must of hit him with the van & he was drunk, so I called 911 on my cell. After that I just sort of stood by my car waiting for them to arrive & watched the one guy, just in case he made a run for it.

  “Notice a weapon anywhere?” Smith asked.

  “No.” Clancy said, and then added, “Man! What’s that stench?”

   Smith closed up his notebook “We’ll need to have you come down to the station & get some fingerprints & other information, Mr. Haverstock. Just routine procedures, nothing to worry about, helps sort through the evidence faster. I’ll have one of the officers take you down & then back home once were done” he said “We’ll return your vehicle to you as soon as we check the area over for evidence.”

   “Okay” said Clancy.

   Smith motioned to Baker; an officer on crowd control to come over then explained the situation with Clancy. Baker nodded & took Clancy over to his police cruiser & put him in the back seat then went back to crowd control.

   Click.

   Smith turned around. There in the crowd was Becker snapping away with his camera. His full name was Cooper Bret Becker, but most people just called him Becker. He was the photographer/reporter for the local paper, The Weston Chronicle. Smith had learned early on that Becker seemed to turn up when ever something was going on. On his first day in Weston, Becker had shown up five minutes after Smith had walked into the police office, all ready to interview the new guy. The following week when the water main in town had burst, Becker was there, even before Smith had shown up. 

   Smith walked over to Lowe. The tall officer was still on crowd control, & the crowd had now grown to approximately 15. Smith took Lowe to one side,  & whispered something to him. Lowe nodded then turned back to the crowd while Smith headed off to the ambulance.

  A loud deep voice boomed out to the crowd. “Everyone could I have your attention please!”  It was Lowe. He got everyone’s attention immediately. The large officer continued, “ This is a crime scene people, & we need to keep it free from contamination. We kindly ask that you please return to your vehicles & go home. If you have any information you wish to pass along please see officer Baker over by the police cruiser. But don’t just stay around if you have no good reason too. If you interfere in the collection of evidence in any way,” Lowe drew himself up to his full height “I will arrest you.”
  The crowd began to disperse, with a couple people heading over to officer Baker’s patrol car. Becker, knowing Lowe meant business, started quickly for his vehicle.

“Not you Becker.” boomed Lowe’s voice.

The photographer cringed at the sound, but turned around & looked up at the huge officer.

“Yes?” he said weakly.

“Smith wants copies of all your photo’s. You might have caught something important on film.” Lowe said.

“Sure, sure!” agreed Becker.

“Becker!” yelled Smith, hurrying from the back of the ambulance.

Becker cringed again. “I know!” he said, “You want the pictures.”

Smith ran up next to Lowe. “Yes I do” Smith said, “but I’m going to need more.”

Becker raised an eyebrow, even Lowe looked slightly confused.

“Marcus just got off the radio with dispatch,” Smith began “the Crime Scene guys can’t make it through the weather.” He turned to Lowe & sighed. “It’s up to us to gather up the evidence.”

“Are you serious?”  Becker asked excitedly.

Smith nodded his head dismally.  “ ‘Fraid so” he said halfheartedly. “And we’ve got to hurry. The storm is headed our way & will be here in about 20 minutes to a half hour.”

 “You even done this before?” asked Lowe. “I mean been the lead investigator?’

 Smith paused for a moment. “Not really” he said “But I’ve seen it done at several crime scenes, although never in the winter. Most of our evidence has either melted away, or drove off in the suspect vehicle, provided Jack telling the truth.” He paused again. “I have a feeling he is.”

 “I’ll radio dispatch” Lowe began, “& have them send out a couple wreckers to move these 2 vehicles to impound where we can check them over.”

 “Becker,” Smith said, “I want you to start taking pictures of everything & I mean everything, especially the body. This crime scene is going to cease to exist in an hour & I want as much info as possible! Think you’ve got enough film? I can radio dispatch to have some one rush out some more if you need it.”

 

Becker fumbled with his camera case & pulled out a handful of film, several rolls fell to the ground. “Um, I think I’ve got enough. There’s more in the car if I need it” he said.

 “Were you a boy scout?” asked Lowe.

 “Yes. Why?” replied Becker.

 Lowe shook his head & grinned.

 “Okay people, get busy” Smith said, then hurried over to the body with Becker close on his heels. He knelt down & pulled back the thin white sheet slightly. Smith grimaced. The victims face was contorted, eyes rolled back in his head  & open. His tongue was hanging slightly out of the corner of his mouth & was stained with blood. The victim’s coat was soaked with blood with a small hole in the area of his heart.  

 Smith turned to Becker, “Okay ready?” he asked.

 Becker, his face pale, nodded & started to click away. “God. I hope I don’t get sick,” he said, “I can already smell vomit.”

“Recognize him?” Smith asked, as he moved the entire sheet to allow Becker to take pictures of the body.

 “No,” replied Becker, “I mean he looks familiar, but I can’t place him.”

 “Do you smell that?” asked Smith.

 “What? Vomit?”

 “No. Alcohol.”

 “Oh. Ah…yes, yes I do!”

Smith laid the sheet back over the body. “I’d say our boy here had been drinking with Jack most likely” he said.

“Who’s Jack?” asked Becker.

“The other fellow in the back of the ambulance”

“There’s another body!!”

“No! The other guy, Jack, is alive but quite drunk.”

“Oh.”

“Why don’t you go & get some shots of the crime scene from different angles. I think the main evidence is here with the body, & we’ve got enough shots of that”  

“Okay,” said Becker & then walked off clicking pictures as he went.

Smith stood up & ran his hand through his hair & sighed. The snow was starting to get heavier. He motioned over Lowe.

“Better call the coroner & get them to head out right away before it gets too bad” Smith said.

“Already tried,” answered Lowe, “They’re in the same boat as the CSI guys, can’t make it through the weather.”

Smith frowned. “Crap. I’m not use to this. In the city every department was within 10 minutes of one another. How far away are they from here?”

“About 45 minutes,” said Lowe, “We’ve never really needed them to often. There was only one time about 5 years ago when they came to town. Other then that…” his voice trailed off & he shrugged his shoulders.

Smith sighed heavily, then glance over at the ambulance. The snow was falling faster. “Lowe,” he said, “tell Marcus & Weber their going to have to transport the body to the hospital morgue in their unit. Put Jack in,” he paused for a moment, “in your car.”

“Will do,” said Lowe then headed off to the ambulance.

Becker walked back over to Smith, “What now?” he asked.

Smith studied the scene, taking it all in. He then walked over to the stop sign at the intersection, then backed up a few feet. The vic’s body was about ten feet to his left.

“What are you doing?” asked Becker who had followed Smith.

“The shooter would have to of been right here, if Jack’s telling the truth” said Smith. He stuck his hand out as if he was holding a weapon. “They obviously didn’t drop it on the road, so… either they took it with them or,” he walked over to the snow bank behind the victim, “it’s somewhere in here.”

Becker scrunched up his face with a confused look.  “Couldn’t they have tossed it over the roof of their car into the other snow bank?”

“Yes, but what would you do? A quick toss straight out the window, or a harder throw over the roof of your car where it might hit the roof & damage it, leaving behind evidence?”

“A quick toss I guess. What would you do?”

Smith smiled at Becker then turned & started poking in the snow bank. Marcus & Weber came up behind him with the stretcher & began to remove the body from the road. Lowe walked past with Jack towards his cruiser. Jack was whimpering & in handcuffs. He stumbled as he walked along, most of the time it was only the office’s strong right arm that keep him upright. Lowe’s face wore a scowl. He had obviously gotten a whiff of Jack’s vomit covered clothes, & wasn’t too happy he had to put him in his patrol car.

“Ah, what do we have here? Becker get a shot of this” Smith said as he stepped aside & motioned to an area for Becker to photograph. Becker leaned in & saw a small pistol deep in the snow. He quickly snapped away several pictures then turned to Smith.

“More?” he asked.

“No, that should be fine. Did you get plenty of shots of entire scene?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Lowe! Bring me an evidence bag will you?”

The tall officer rushed over, glad to be rid of Jack’s offending odor. He handed a small plastic bag to Smith. “Thanks” he mumbled to Smith sarcastically.

Smith allowed a small smile to tug at the corner of his mouth as he carefully removed the pistol from the snow bank with his pen & place it in the bag. “Sorry Lowe,” he said, “but Baker already has someone in his unit.”

The big officer sighed. “As long as the department pay for the cleaning,” he said.

“What? Did he puke again?” Marcus asked as he & Weber began to wheel the body back to the ambulance.

Lowe nodded his head. “He get sick in your rig?”

Sarah smiled. “Sort of,” she said “he got most of it on Smith’s shoes though.”

“Ah! That’s what it was!” said Becker suddenly hit with revelation.

Smith blushed. He handed the evidence bag containing the pistol to Lowe. “Here take this back to the office for me” he said.

“Okay Chief” said Lowe, “Anything else we need to do?”

Smith shook his head no. “I think we’ve got all we can considering the conditions” he said. “Becker, be sure to get those photos to the crime lab as soon as possible. We do have a crime lab don’t we?”

Lowe shook his head no. “But Baker knows how to develop film. I’m sure Artie will let him develop them.”

“Artie?”

“He owns the local photo shop,” answered Becker.

“Oh,” said Smith. “Well people you better head out. I’ll wait for the wreckers, should be here any second.”

“Will do,” said Lowe. “Come on Becker. I’ll follow you to the station. I’ll call Arite from there & you & Baker can go develop that film right away.”

  Smith walked over to his cruiser & leaned against it. He watched as Becker pulled away with Lowe & Baker behind him. Marcus & Weber quickly followed.  He then walked around the scene once more taking it all in. He closed his eyes & could picture every thing heed seen in the last little while in perfect detail. He heard the rumble of approaching vehicles. He opened his eyes & saw the 2 wreckers on their way. He motioned them over, & then explained where he wanted the vehicles taken. In a matter of minutes the vehicles were loaded up & on there way to the impound lot. Smith sighed, glanced around once more then got in his cruiser & drove away.

