The Grey Van

  The grey van slipped & spun, as it made its way along the snow covered greasy roads. The driver fought with the wheel, but was losing the battle. It wasn’t because of the slippery roads it was due to the fact he was drunk. 

  “Damn tree,” Jack murmured under his breath as he struggled to keep the van on the road, “Why don’t you get off the road?”

  His lone passenger was just as intoxicated.

  “Stupid tree!” Joe added with a loud voice, then returned to emptying his beer bottle, half of it running into his matted beard.

  “Wass the matter with the van?” he asked incoherently, “Won’t stay straight. Maybe it needs an alignment?”

   “Maybe if theses stupid trees would stay off the road!” Jack yelled, leaning over the steering wheel & trying to shout through the windshield. He fell back in his seat & started to laugh.

   Joe began to laugh too, although not sure why. The van crested over the top of a hill then head toward the intersection a few yards away. There was a red car in front of them, which had just stopped at the stop sign, & was checking for oncoming traffic before pulling out.

   Jack managed to bring the van to a stop behind the red car. He leaned out the window & yelled, “Hey! Move it! You’re blocking the road!” He pulled his head back in the window, grabbed the beer bottle from Joe & took a swig.

  The motorist in the red car glanced in his rear view mirror, then returned his gaze to the road before him & continued to wait until the traffic was clear.

  Jack laid on the horn. “Come on! Move it!” he yelled out the window again.

Joe fumbled with his seat belt, & managed to remove it off him. He opened the passenger door, stumbled out & headed towards the red car.

  Jack leaned out the driver’s open window. “Where you going?” he asked in slurred speech.

  Joe turned, smiled at Jack, drooled a little, and then patted his chest with his right hand. “I can get him to move.” he said grinning, and then continued his erratic walk up to the driver’s door of the red car.

  The motorist of the red car noticed one of the men from the van was approaching his vehicle. He glanced up & down the road in front of him. Nothing was coming, but he was curious to see what this obviously inebriated fellow had to say. He rolled down the window.

  Joe walked up to the red car turned to look at the driver, slipped on the icy road, & fell flat on his bottom. Jack’s laughter hooted out of the van behind him. He turned to see Jack gripping the steering wheel & bouncing up & down in his seat, laughing uncontrollably.

 “You fell on your ass man!” Jack hollered out the van window & then blew the horn a couple of time.

 Joe grumbled something under his breath & picked himself up off the snowy ground. He leaned heavily on the red car’s door and stared at the driver. The motorist stared back.

 “Your drunk.” the motorist said quietly.

Joe waved his hand as if to say “Nah!” “You’ve gotta move your car.” he said with much effort, & then added a loud belch that sent several noxious fumes into the car’s interior.

The motorist made a face that showed his distain. “I was about to pull out when you staggered up to my vehicle,” he said “If you would return to your own vehicle I’ll be on my way.”

Joe jabbed his beefy thumb into his own chest & stated, “I’ll go back to the van as soon as you move!”

“Fine.” The motorist said, tired of the conversation, then turned his attention back to the road & started to pull away from the stop sign.

Joe slammed his hand against the door pillar. “Now, now just holds on!” he stuttered at the motorist.

“What?” the motorist asked impatiently, stopping the car.

“I don’ts think you understands me” Joe managed to get out.

“Hurry up man!” Jack yelled from the van.

Joe acknowledged him with a wave then turned back to the motorist & continued with his spiel.

“I want you to move your car.”

“I know. I was about to & you stopped me.”

“Don’t youse blame me fer not moving your car!”

“Take your hand off my door & I’ll go.”

Joe staggered backwards. “I don’ts think you like me!” he said

“Well I don’t really know you,” the motorist began “but your first impression is less then desirable.”

Joe’s brow furrowed, trying to understand the motorist’s words. “I’s think you justs insulted me!” he said angrily.

The motorist raised an eyebrow. “You would.” he muttered to himself.

“I’s gonna teach you a lesson now!” Joe shouted, then reach into his coat, removed a snub nosed pistol & pointed it at the motorist.

The motorist’s eyes narrowed & his anger was intensely reflected in them. Joe was shocked at the piercing hatred in those eyes. He staggered forward until once again next to the diver’s door of the car. With one swift fluid movement, the motorist removed the pistol from Joe’s hand & then pointed it back at Joe.

“Drunk’s shouldn’t play with guns” he said, his voice cold & empty of any emotion. Glancing at the van he added, “Or drive.”

Joe stood there for a moment, blinking. “Hey!” he said, finally gathering his thoughts about him, “Give me back my gun!” He lunged into the open window & reached for the firearm.

   The weapon discharged with a horrendous noise. Joe staggered back from the vehicle, clutching his chest. He looked down at his hand. It was covered in blood, but whose? He looked at the motorist, who stared back at him eyes burning. Joe had never seen such intense hatred, as was in the motorist’s eyes. He glanced down again at his hand, then at his jacket. There was a small hole in it, & it was red.

Joe’s thoughts suddenly became clear. “God! I’ve been shot!” he thought. He glanced up again, first at the motorist, then back to the van. Panic! Jack was getting out of the van & stumbling to reach him.

“Joe!” he heard Jack yell.

Joe pitched backwards, landing heavily on the road. He coughed. Blood stained his lips. Jack reached him & quickly knelt down beside him.

“Joe! Joe! Talk to me man! C’mon! Quit foolin’ around!”

Joe reached up with a bloodstained hand & grabbed hold of Jack’s coat. He tried to pull himself up, but couldn’t. He attempted to speak, but he said nothing. His eyes rolled back in his head, & then he was gone. 

“No!!” Jack screamed at the sky, tears beginning to form. He jumped up & ran toward the red car, stumbling, still feeling the effects of the alcohol. He collapsed against the side of the red car, and then pulled himself up to the driver’s window.

“You shot my friend!” he shouted at the motorist.

“No. Your friend shot himself when he lunged for his gun.” the motorist replied calmly.

“No! Damn it! You shot him! You killed him! You Killed him!” Jack screamed

“No. I didn’t” the motorist replied. With that he forcefully pushed Jack backward from his car, then threw the snub nosed pistol out the window into the snow bank. Jack fell next to where Joe lay. He looked at the motorist, tears streaming down his face.

“Drunk.” the motorist said unfeelingly, & then pulled away from the stop sign.

Jack sat there stunned. Everything was quiet, except for the rumble of the van engine. He stared up into the sky.

“Why?” he asked.

And the snow began to fall.

  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 passer-by’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.  He was the Police chief, and the newest member of the force in Weston. The whole police force had undergone a complete ‘changing of the guard’ so to speak. The old Police chief had just retired, along with the rest of the force, who just happened to be the old police chiefs’ brothers. Baker had been the first officer to come to Weston, then Lowe.  The old police chief had stayed on until Smith arrived.

    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. Passer-by came up behind the victims van there,” jerking his thumb towards the grey 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.

  “Crap” 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 you get any of his clothes that are bloodstained,” pointing at Jack’ coat, “and 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 weather is expected to get even worse.” He turned to Lowe. “It’s up to us to gather up the evidence, and we’ve got to hurry. Becker we’re going to need your help getting photos of the area.”

“Are you serious?”  Becker asked excitedly.

Smith nodded his head dismally.  “ ‘Fraid so. Baker had the only camera in his unit, and he just found that the lens has cracked from the cold,” he said. “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 that’s what I signed up for when I took the position of police chief. Never expected I’d have to take the lead in a murder investigation here in Weston. 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 someone 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.” 

Smith slipped on a pair of latex glove and checked the victims’ pockets for some sort of id. He came up empty handed. 

“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.”

“Get Baker and 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 heading of to get Baker from traffic control, which was now unnecessary since everyone had dispersed. He was 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 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, old Mrs. Jenson had passed away unexpectedly. 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, hiking the zipper of his jacket to try and block out the increasing cold and snow.

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 carefully poking in the snow bank with his nightstick. 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 and Baker 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 odour. 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 Artie 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 he’d 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.

*    *    *

 Officer Smith pulled into the police station, directed the wreckers to park their loads in the police garage and then ran for shelter inside. The snow was coming so heavily that it had taken him a full 30 minutes to travel what would normally take 10 minutes in fine weather. There would be nothing left of the crime scene by now. He sat down at his desk for a moment to gather his thoughts. He closed his eyes and could recall the crime scene with perfect clarity, every little minute detail. A shout from out back snapped him back to the present.

“Blasted drunk!” hollered Lowe.

Smith got up out of his chair and hurried out back to see what the commotion was all about. He found Lowe trying to wipe a large stain off his pants, and Jack heaving into a plastic pail in his cell. Smith grinned. Lowe glanced up at him and frowned.

“Oh sure! You don’t have to pay for cleaning these pants! Do you realize how much it costs to clean trousers this large?”

Smith shook his head. “Just charge it to the department. It happened in the line of duty. Have Becker and Baker left yet?” 

Lowe stood up, nearly hitting his head on the overhanging light. “Yes. Once we got here Baker suggested he and Becker run right over to develop the photos, since the weather was getting so bad. I called Artie and he agreed to let them use his shop. They were going to pick him up on the way. Baker took the 4x4 so they should have no problem getting through the snow. I was just locking up Jack when he decided to show me what he had for lunch, again. That’s when you came in.”

“Did he say anything about the shooter?” Smith asked.

Lowe shook his head. “No. He was just blubbering in the car all the way here. Although he did get a bit agitated when we drove by Karney’s used car lot. Of course that was the same time he decided to throw up in the car again. At least he missed me that time. The car reeks though.”

Smith tried to suppress a smile. “What about Clancy? Where’s he at?” 

“In the interrogation room,” Lowe replied. “I doubt he had anything to do with this. I’ve known him since we were kids. He’s got a wife and two kids, and a nice farm up on Ridge Hill. I imagine he was headed home when he came up on Jack. And Jack didn’t seem to disturbed by his presence at the scene.”

Smith nodded. “I agree. Still we have to rule out every possibility. That and there’s no way he could make it up Ridge Hill in this weather. Looks like he’ll be spending the night here, along with the rest of us.”

“Oh great!” exclaimed Lowe, “A night at the station with a smelly drunk.”

Smith grinned. “Well let’s see what he knows about the shooter. The sooner we get this solved the better” 

Lowe grunted what sounded like an agreement, and then stepped aside so Smith could talk with Jack. Smith notice Lowe also stood directly behind him. Most likely to prevent Jack from spewing on him again, Smith thought.

Jack was now sprawled out on the small cot in the cell, groaning with his forearm resting on his head.

Smith tapped on the bars. “Jack?”

Jack groaned some more.

Smith tapped the bars again. “Jack, sit up. We need to talk.”

Jack slowly sat up. His hair was tangled and his face red. Smith couldn’t tell if the redness was from the drinking or the crying. “Jack,” he started “can you remember anything about the shooter.”

Jack sobbed and mumbled something that Smith and Lowe couldn’t understand.

“Jack! Come on! Snap out of it! Your friend’s been shot and we need your help to figure out who did it!” Smith said.

He turned to Lowe. “Go put on some coffee or something. With all the puking he’s been doing I would think the alcohol should be out of his system, but maybe some coffee will help too.”

“It’ll make his vomit smell different,” Lowe said sarcastically as he headed to the lunchroom.

“And tell Clancy he’ll have to stay the night!” Smith called after him. Then he added, “And be nice about it!”

Smith turned back to the cell and looked at Jack. He was still sobbing slightly. Smith couldn’t be sure if the seriousness of the event had occurred to him yet, but he needed to find out all the information he could and as fast as he could. There was a good chance that whoever had done the shooting would still be nearby. The weather was sure to impede any travel for a while.

“Jack, this is really important. Try really hard to remember, okay?” Smith said in as calm a voice as he could.

Jack seemed to be a bit more responsive. He got up and staggered to the bars and grasped them firmly. “What’d you lock me in here for? I didn’t shoot Joe,” he sobbed.

“I believe you Jack, but we need to figure out who did. And right now we need to keep you here to help you do that. Now do you remember anything about the shooter?”

Jack let his head drop and started to cry. “N-No. He was mean though. Called me a dumb drunk.”

“It was a man then?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, Jack, what about the shooter’s car? Remember anything about that?”

Jack let himself slide to the floor, and sat there rocking slightly. “It was red, I remember it was red.”

“Good,” said Smith, “Anything else?”

“It had a fish on it.”

“A fish? Where?”

“On that thing with the numbers.”

“The license plate?”

Jack nodded his head yes.

“And what’s your friends’ name?”

“Joe.”

“What’s his last name, Joe?”

“Parker.”

“Okay, Jack that helps a lot. You just take it easy. Officer Lowe will bring you some coffee in just a bit.” Smith walked out to his desk, sat down and turned on the screen of his computer.

And the power went out.

There was a loud crash from out back. 

“Damn! Damn! Damn!” he heard Lowe yell.

Smith got up from his desk, grabbed his flashlight from his gun belt and headed out back. The hall that led to the lunchroom was completely dark. He pointed the beam of light down the hall. There sat Lowe wiping coffee off his shirt and a broken coffee pot and mug to his side.

He looked up at Smith, and sighed. “This is not my day,” he said, “What happened now?”

“Powers out,” replied Smith. “Need to use the computer too. Do we have a back up power supply?”

“There’s a generator out back we use on occasion, but it’s just enough to run the lights and heat,” Lowe said. ‘I’m afraid the computers not going to be up and running until the power comes back on.”

“Great. Well I’ll just have to rely on my memory.”

“Got a hunch?” Lowe asked as he stood up.

“I think so,” said Smith. “ Jack mentioned the shooter’s car had a fish on the license plate. If I remember correctly, New Brunswick has a conservation plate with a fish on it that they put out a couple years ago. I need to find out if anyone from there is staying here. How many motels or bed and breakfasts’ do we have around here?”

 “Hmmm, lets see,” said Lowe. “There’s only one motel, The Weston Inn, and about three bed and breakfasts’. Jim Tanner has one, there’s the Ridge Hill bed and breakfast and the Crest Family bed and breakfast.”

“Is the name Joe Parker familiar?”

“No. Why?” Lowe asked.

“That’s apparently the vics’ name.”

“So we’ve got a name now, eh? Doesn’t do us much good until the powers back on.”

“No, but we can follow up with the car lead at the motel or bed and breakfast’s. I’ll have to call them all and see if they have a boarder from New Brunswick who’s driving a red car. Shouldn’t be to many this time of year” He tossed the flashlight to Lowe. “Run back and tell Clancy what’s going on with the lights, and then get the generator running.” Smith smiled. “And after that maybe you can get Joe another coffee.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Lowe muttered as he headed back to the interrogation room.

Smith stumbled down the hall until he reached the main office. At least there was a bit of light here with the windows. He sat down at his desk and picked up the phone. He tried the motel first, since it was more likely to be open this time of year then the bed and breakfasts. He waited as the phone rang.

“Good Afternoon, Weston Inn,” the voice on the other end of line said.

“Hello,” said Smith. “Could I speak with the manager please?’

“Speaking,” replied the voice.

“Hello,” said Smith. “This is Officer Smith with the police department. I was wondering if you had any guests staying there?”

“Yes we do,” said the voice.

“How many?” 

“Jus the one.”

“Are they from the area or out of town?”

“Out of town.”

“Are they by chance driving a red car, from New Brunswick?” Smith asked.

“Yes, they are. Did you need to speak with them? I can ring the room if you like.”

“No. No thank you. It’s just that a red vehicle with a New Brunswick plate was seen earlier on this afternoon. With the storm going on I just wanted to make sure no one was trying to travel on the roads tonight.”

“Ah, I see. Yes the roads are quite bad this evening.”

“Oh one more question, are the bed and breakfasts open in the winter?” 

“No. They close down during the winter months, not enough tourists. Why?”

“I just wanted to make sure no one may be staying there, and trying to head out in this weather. Thank you for you help.”

Smith hung up the phone. He got up and went to grab another flashlight, just as the lights came back on. He walked to the hallway and called out to Lowe.

“Is that the generator or is the power back on?”

“Just the generator,” Lowe replied as he came into view, wiping his hands on an old rag. “Clancy called his wife to tell her he would be staying here, and I was just about to bring Joe his coffee.”

“Forget about the coffee for now. Radio Baker and see when he’s going to get back here. We need the 4x4 to head over to the motel. Our shooter may very likely be staying there and can’t leave due to the weather.”

“Will do,” said Lowe. He ran down the hall to the radio room. Smith headed out to the main office and grabbed his gun belt and bulletproof vest. He wasn’t sure what to expect once he got there, but he wanted to be prepared just in case. He turned around as he heard Lowe walk into the room. 

“How long?” Smith asked.

“He’s on his way now with Becker. They just dropped off Artie, so he figures about ten minutes,” Lowe answered.

“Good! I wouldn’t dare head out in this weather without a 4x4,” said Smith. “Grab your gear.”

“Alright. What do you want me to take?”

“Get your Kevlar vest and gun belt. Grab the shotgun from the cruiser too. If this is our guy he’s shot one person and may try for another.”

“Think he’s that dangerous?” Lowe asked.

“If he’s just visiting the area and likes to get his kicks by offing one of the locals, then I think he’s pretty unstable, and that’s dangerous. While were waiting lets take a quick look at those two vehicles in the garage.”

“Sure,” said Lowe.

The two officers headed out to the police garage. It was a rather small building attached to the department by a small hallway. The two vehicles barely fit into the area inside. Smith squeezed along side Clancy’s car casting a glance inside. Everything appeared as it should for a man with a family. Colouring books and small toys littered the back seat. A Kleenex box straddled the console between the drivers and passengers’ seat, and an empty Tim Horton’s coffee cup sat in the cup holder.

“I’m beginning to agree with you Lowe,” said Smith. “I think Clancy just happened upon the scene like he said. Nothing looks out of place here, and the big thing. Clancy’s car is blue. Jack said the shooter’s car was red.” 

“That would be a big factor to consider,” Lowe said with a grin.

“Still have to rule him out though. After all, he and Jack were the only living people at the scene.”

“I know,” replied Lowe.

Smith moved over to the van. He slipped on a pair of latex gloves again and opened the sliding door. He was almost bowled over by the smell.

“Woo wee!” exclaimed Lowe. “Looks like Jack was tossing his cookies in more than just my rig.” He paused then added, “Or on your shoes.”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Smith said dryly. “You can add your pants to that list too remember?”

Lowe made a face and rolled his eyes slightly. 

Smith coughed, and covered his mouth with the back of his hand. He took his flashlight and scanned the interior of the van.

“Hello. What do we have here?” he said.

Lowe glanced into the vehicle. “Beer bottles?” he offered.

“Yes,” said Smith, “but I’m a little more interested in that.” He shone his flashlight on a box of bullets partially under the rear of the driver’s seat.

“38 calibre,” said Lowe. “Most likely the same type of slug they’ll find in Joe.”

Smith leaned back out of the van. “Probably,” he said. “Makes me wonder if Jack’s telling the truth. Maybe he shot his friend over an argument of some sort while drunk.”

“Maybe,” Lowe said. “But what about the matching car description he gave us?”

“He could have seen the vehicle at any time during the day, and just be trying to throw us for a loop. Won’t do him much good if he is. He’s locked up and we’re going to check out that car at the motel. One of two things is going to happen, well find out he’s been telling the truth, or his stories going to be shot full of holes.”

“Just like his friend,” Lowe said.

Smith looked at Lowe with a slight grin and shook his head. “Are you always like that?”

Lowe cocked his head slightly to the side. “Like what?” he asked.

“So macabre.”

Lowe shrugged his large shoulders.

The tow men heard the door to the department open and Baker’s voice called out. “We’re back!” he said.

Smith and Lowe hurried down the hallway to the main office. Smith took Baker aside and quickly explained what he and Lowe planned to do. Lowe stared at Becker intently until the photographer could take it no more.

“What?” Becker squeaked.

Lowe leaned down close to Becker and whispered in his ear. “What’s macabre mean?”

“Macabre?” Becker said loudly getting Smith and Bakers attention.

Lowe stood up suddenly and shot Becker a withering glace and turned to Smith. “Ready?” he asked.

Smith nodded, trying to suppress a smile, and headed out the door. He headed to the departments 4x4 and got into the passengers side. Lowe slid into the drivers seat, started up the vehicle and pulled out onto the road.  The snow was well up to the halfway point on the 4x4’s tires.

 It took about 45 minutes to reach the motel. Baker radioed to tell them that the power was now back on and that nothing had really turned up in the pictures. Everyone in the crowd was from the area, no one unusual. Smith told them to run the name ‘Joe Parker’ through the computer database and then sit tight. He and Lowe would get back to them as soon as they had talked to their mystery man.

Lowe pulled into the motel parking lot. Smith noticed that there were only 4 cars in the parking lot; most likely at least one belonged to the motel owner. Two were red.

“Pull up next to the office door,” Smith told Lowe.

Lowe did as he was asked. Smith got out of the truck and walked quickly, but not to quickly over to the door and went inside. Lowe followed. The man at the counter looked up as the two entered.

“Are you the manager?” Smith asked.

“Yes,” the man replied.

Smith offered his hand, “Officer Smith. We spoke on the phone earlier.”

“Ah, yes! Officer Smith,” the man said accepting Smith’s hand and shaking it firmly. “Didn’t expect to see you this evening.” 

“No I expect you didn’t, but we needed to ask your guest some questions,” said Smith with a smile. “Which room is the man from New Brunswick staying in?”

“Ah, lets see now,” the manager said, as he adjusted his glasses, “a Travis Dorrian, in room…12.” He looked up at the officers, “Anything else?”

“Yes the key to his room. And please stay here in your office until we let you know it’s safe. Who else is staying here in the motel?”

“No one.”

“Then who owns the other three cars in the lot?”

“My wife’s sister owns one. She’s down here visiting.”

“Bad time of year to visit,” Lowe said.

The manager smiled, “I agree, but this was the only time she could get off and they haven’t seen each other in over a year.”

“And the other two cars?” Smith asked.

“Both mine. Well one’s mine, and the other the wife’s. The red Saturn belongs to me the other red one belongs to mister Dorran.”

“Are your wife and sister in-law here in the building?” Smith asked.

“Yes. Upstairs.”

“Good. Make sure you all stay here.”

“Should I be worried about something?”

“I can’t really comment about the situation, Mr…” Smith paused then said, “I don’t think I got your name?”

“Crane. Bishop Crane.”

“Mr. Crane all I can say is Mr. Dorrian may have some important information about an ongoing case and we need to talk to him. And it’s probably best if you headed upstairs with your wife and sister in-law.”

“Yes, of course!” Crane turned and headed up the stairs, surprisingly spryly for a man of his age. “Ethel, Clare! You aren’t going to believe this!” Smith heard him say as he reached the top of the staircase.

Smith turned to Lowe, “Let’s go,” he said. Lowe nodded and followed Smith outside as he headed to room 12. 

*   *   *

  Both officers carefully approached the door to room 12. The outside light flickered slightly as it was battered by the storm winds. Smith took up his position on one side of the door. Lowe took the other side. Smith placed his hand on his revolver, just in case he should suddenly need it. Lowe did the same. Smith knocked on the door.

“Mr. Dorrian, this is officer Smith of the Weston police department. We’d like to speak with you.” He waited for a few seconds, straining his ears to try and hear some sort of movement inside.

“Hear anything?” Lowe asked.

Smith shook his head. He knocked on the door again. “Mr. Dorrian?” No response.

Smith reached back with his free hand and removed the passkey from his pocket. He nodded to Lowe. Lowe nodded back.

And the door opened.

Lowe had his pistol out of his holster in the blink of an eye. “Don’t move!” he shouted.

An older, grey headed, gentleman leaning heavily on a cane stood before them, clad in pyjamas with a rather shocked look on his face. He quickly raised his hands above his head. “Don’t shoot!” he managed to get out, as his cane clattered to the floor.

“Just keep you hands where I can see them, old timer!” Lowe barked out. Smith frisked Dorrian while Lowe kept him covered. “He’s clean,” Smith said. 

Lowe holstered his weapon then spun the older man around and placed handcuffs on him, then sat him down on the motel bed. Both officers stepped into the room and shut the door.

“I demand to know what’s going on!” Dorrian shouted, finally recovering from his shock.

“Sir,” Smith began, “we have reason to believe that you and your vehicle were in involved in a serious crime this afternoon.”

“Preposterous!” Dorrian spouted. 

“That may be the case Sir, but we have to follow up every possible lead. I’m sure you understand.”

“Humph!”

“Do you mind if we search your vehicle, Sir?”

“Do you have a warrant?” Dorrian asked smartly.

“No Sir. But I was hoping you’d be willing to assist us. If you’ve nothing to hide then you shouldn’t mind.”

“You rush in here and pull a weapon on me and you expect me to co-operate! No, I don’t think so! If you have no warrant, you stay away from my car!”

“Fine Sir. But we will be searching your room.”

“You will not!”

Smith’s eyes narrowed. “Yes we will, Sir. The hotel manager has given us access to this room and it’s contents. For someone who claims to have no knowledge of a crime you seem to be quite anxious.”

Dorrian said nothing. He face seemed to darken with hatred as Lowe began to examine the room. Smith asked him a few more questions.

“What are you doing in Weston?”

No response.

“Where were you around two pm this afternoon?”

Again Dorrian said nothing.

“I’ve got something here chief,” Lowe said as he stepped out of the bathroom. He held up a box of men’s hair dye.

“There’s no law against a man dyeing his hair!” Dorrian said sharply.

“No,” said Lowe. “But since when does a man intentionally dye his hair grey?”

Dorrian fumed.

“Let me see that,” Smith said. Lowe passed him the box. “Hmmm, if I didn’t know better, Mr. Dorrian, I’d say you were trying to change your appearance. Trying to look a little older. Now why would you need to do that?”

“Maybe he wants to get into Old man Peterson’s tavern,” Lowe said with a smirk.

Dorrian shot him a look that was filled with pure anger.

Smith raised an eyebrow. “I think I’ll take a look at your car, Mr. Dorrian.”

Dorrian sprung up from his spot on the bed. “You will not! You stay away from my car! You don’t have a warrant. You can’t touch it!” he raged.

Lowe’s large hand pushed the man back down into a sitting position.

“It’s in a public parking lot Mr. Dorrian. And while I can’t examine the inside with out a warrant, I can examine the outside,” Smith said. “Watch him Lowe.”

Lowe nodded. Smith stepped outside and walked over to Dorrian’s car. It was snow covered. He sighed. He turned and walked back to room 12. He opened the door and stepped inside.

“Find anything?” Lowe asked. Smith shook his head no. Dorrian smirked. “Well he is who he says he is,” Lowe continued. “I found his wallet in the desk drawer. Travis Dorrian, age 42, born on April 14, 1961, eyes brown, hair blond.”

“Give me the keys to the truck will you?” Smith said.

Lowe reached into his pocket and tossed the truck keys to Smith. “Going somewhere?” he asked.

“No,” Smith said, “Just need to use the headlights to brighten things up a little.”

“What?” Lowe asked.

“Let’s just say they could heat things up in this case.” Smith said then exited out the door.

Smith moved the 4x4 over next to Dorrian’s vehicle. He edged the front of the truck up as close as he could to the car’s driver’s door. The headlamps were almost lined up perfectly with the window. He turned them on high, then sat back and waited. After about ten minutes the heat of the lamps had melted the build up of snow enough that it fell away from the window. Smith backed up the truck the jumped out, ran up to the window and shone his flashlight inside. A slight smile crossed his face. He returned back to room 12.

“What?” Lowe asked, noticing the smile on Smith’s face as he entered the room.

“Oh let’s just say Mr. Dorrian needs a good auto detailer to get some nasty stains out of his vehicle,” Smith said. 

Dorrian’s eyes lit up with anger. “You aren’t allowed to touch my car without a warrant! You couldn’t have seen anything! It’s covered with six inches of snow!”

“It’s amazing what heat does to snow. Melts it right away. And you don’t even have to get your hands dirty by touching it!” Smith replied. “Bring him.”

“In my pyjamas?” Dorrian asked as Lowe’s large arm lifted him off the bed.

“Don’t worry. They’ll have a change of clothes for you where you’re going,” Lowe replied. “Travis Dorrian, your under arrest for suspicion of murder.”

*   *   *

 Lowe placed Dorian in the back of the police vehicle. Dorian cursed and swore at the large officer, and then started on Smith as both officers got into the vehicle. Lowe started driving back to the station, while Dorian continued with his barrage of insults. He kept it up until the large officer tuned around. “You’ve got the right to remain silent, use it!”

Dorian shot him a withering glace. Smith suddenly shouted. “Look out!”

Lowe turned around and saw he was headed towards the ditch and a rather large elm tree. He pulled the wheel sharply to the left and kept the vehicle on the road.

“Damn it Lowe!” Smith said with a slight note of anger in his voice, “Keep you eyes on the road! Don’t let him get to you like that!”

Lowe mumbles something inaudible and continued to drive, speeding up slightly. The 4x4 shuddered as it was battered by the strong winter winds. It took nearly an hour to reach the station.

Lowe escorted Dorrian into the department and placed him in the cell next to Jack. Jack looked at the man and stared for a moment. Then began screaming and pointing his finger at Dorrian. “That’s him!” he yelled through a tear-streaked face. “He did it! He shot Joe!”

Dorrian scowled back at Jack and said nothing. He hobbled over to the cot in the corner and sat down facing the blank grey wall.

Baker pulled Smith aside s soon as Dorrian was locked up. “I found something on Joe Parker,” he said. “You’ll want to take a look at this.” He handed Smith a folder containing a print out from the computer.

Smith took the folder and started to look it over. “Baker,” he said. ‘We need a warrant to look inside Mr. Dorrian’s car. I glanced in the window and there are what appear to be bloodstains on the driver’s seat and door panel.”

“I’m on it,” said Baker. 

Smith leaned back on his desk and flipped through the pages of the folder. It cleared things up a little, but he needed to speak with Dorrian to get all the pieces to fall together. He closed up the folder and walked over to Dorrian’s cell. 

“Mind telling me why you did it, Dorrian?” Smith asked.

Dorrian leaped up from the cot and lunged against the cell bars. “Did what!” he shouted, spit flying from his mouth and on to Smith’s uniform. Smith was about to add something when Dorrian continued, shouting all the while. “Exacted justice! That’s what I did! That punk destroyed my entire life! He killed my wife and little girl, and what did he get? A slap on the wrist! Two years house arrest! That was all! Two stinking years for taking two lives! He deserved to die!”

Lowe hurried over to the cell as soon as the shouting started. “What the heck is he talking about?” he asked Smith.

“Joe never killed anybody!” Jack hollered from his cell.

That sent Dorrian over the edge again he lunged at Jack trough the bars straining to reach him. “Lowe,” Smith said. “Take Jack out of here. Put him in the interrogation room with Clancy and Becker.

“That damn punk!” screamed Dorrian shaking the cell bars as hard as he could. 

Smith walked up to the bars. “So you think you got justice by shooting Joe Parker?”

“Yes!” roared Dorrian. “Thanks exactly what I did!”

Lowe walked up behind Smith and Baker came over too. “What’s this all about anyways?” asked Lowe.

Smith flipped open the folder Baker had given him. “Travis Dorrian’s wife, Cheryl, and daughter Samantha, where killed by a Joseph Parker five years ago. Joseph was street racing another car when he lost control and jumped the curb. He struck Mr Dorrian’s family killing his wife and daughter. Mr. Dorrian was left with injuries to his left leg, but he survived. Joseph was given two years house arrest.”

“What type of justice is that!” screamed Dorrian.

“So you decided to tracked him down and kill him,” Smith said.

“No!” exclaimed Dorrian. “I came to Weston because my family had intended to vacation here before he killed them.” His voice dropped slightly. “ Sam and Cheryl were so excited about coming to the country to see the horses. They had talked about this trip for months” Dorrian began too sob slightly. “They were my whole life. I wanted to see the place for myself to try and see things through there eyes for one last time.” Dorrian voice began to rise again. “I came here to just drive through the place, when this idiot pulls up behind me and starts wailing on his horn. I decide to see what he wants. He staggers up to the car, drunk as can be. And he pulls a gun on me! I manage to take it away from him, and then he lunges at me. That’s when it hits me. This is the same guy who killed my family! I didn’t recognize him at first with his beard, but it’s him!”

“And you shoot him,” Smith says quietly.

Dorrian stared at Smith. “Yes! Damn it! I did! With his own gun! Go ahead charge me with murder! What does it matter anyhow? I’ve lost everything that matters to me! At least I can rest now knowing he’s paid in full for what he did!”

Smith sighed. “I’m afraid there’s a problem with that Mr. Dorrian. You killed Joe Parker.”

“Right! Joe Parker. Joseph Parker! Haven’t I just confessed to that!”

“You don’t understand Mr. Dorrian. Joseph Parker is alive and well. You killed Joe Parker, Joseph Parker’s twin brother.”

“No!” Dorrian clutched at the bars. His voice was strained. “You’re lying! He didn’t have a twin brother! I would have seen him at the courtroom! I would have remembered that!”

“Joe Parker was in rehab during the court case,” Smith said, “He had a problem with drinking. You would have never seen him.”

“No!” Dorrian screamed. He started to bang his head heavily against the cell bars.

“Lowe!” yelled Smith, “Get in there and restrain him, before he hurts himself!”

The large officer unlocked the cell door and stepped inside. Smith headed out to the front office and sat down at his desk. Baker followed. “What a day,” Smith said to Baker. “Well we might as well write this up in a report.” He reached to turn on his computer.

And the power went out again.

“Great,” said Smith. He fumbled to find his flashlight.

There was a loud crash from out back and they heard Lowe howler. Then the sound of running footsteps.

“Damn it! What’s going on now?” Smith said. “Come on Baker!”

The pair stumbled to the cells in the dark. “Lowe!” called Smith.

“Over here,” answered Lowe. “That guy is like a little wild cat! As soon as the lights went out he jumped me!”

“He jumped you?” Baker asked. “Your twice his size!”

“Yeah well, he, um, kicked me first in the…”

“Doesn’t matter now,” Smith said. “We’ve got to find him.”

“He ran towards the garage,” Lowe said.

Smith headed towards the garage, stumbling along in the dark. Baker stayed with Lowe to help him to his feet. Smith reached the garage. The main door was open and the snow was blowing in. He ran up to the open door. “Dorrian!” he shouted out into the blustery night. “Dorrian!”

The garage lit up with Baker’s flashlight. Lowe stood behind him hunched over slightly. “He’ll never make it in this weather,” Baker said.

“Damn fool!” said Smith. “Baker get the truck keys we’ve got to try and find him. Lowe you stay here and watch over things, just in case he comes back.”

Smith and Baker rushed out to the 4x4. Baker drove. “What are the chances of finding him?” he asked Smith. “Not good, Baker, not good,” Smith replied. “He’s obviously unhinged, there’s not telling what he might do. But in this weather he won’t last long with out some sort of shelter.”

“There’s nothing nearby for a couple miles,” said Baker.

“I know,” said Smith. “I know.”

The two drove back and forth searching for Dorrian, venturing out of the vehicle on occasion when on thought they saw something. The temperature had dropped to almost 40 below with the wind chill. They kept searching until the sun came up in the morning. They didn’t find him. They returned to the station and Lowe greeted them at the door.

“Find him?” he asked.

“No,’ Smith said tossing his soaked overcoat onto the floor. “Power still out?”

“Yes,” replied Lowe.

“We’ll have to wait until this storm dies down and try again. Baker call a couple nearby departments and tell them what’s going on. Where going to need some help,” Smith said.

*   *   *

The storm had died down by that evening and about thirty officers showed up the next day to help out with the search. They scoured the countryside in search for Dorrian, or more likely his remains. Lowe found him about mid afternoon. He was frozen solid with his wallet in his hand, opened up to a picture of his wife and daughter.

The coroner was called in and the body removed.  Smith thanked the out of town officers for their help as they left for their respective departments. He then headed back to the station. Lowe was inside brewing a pot of coffee. Baker had release Clancy and Jack and had had escorted them to their homes. Becker had high tailed it out of there to work on writing the story. But not before he told Lowe what macabre meant.

Smith sat at his desk and ran his hand through his hair. He let out a heavy sigh as Baker walked in the front door.

“Problems?” Baker asked as he sat down at his desk.

“No,” said Smith. “Just thinking about the case. The man lost his family; I can see why he’d be so angry. To sentence the individual to just two years house arrest doesn’t seem right. He took two lives, he should have been held more responsible.”

Baker leaned forward. “Hey, we just nab the bad guys. We can’t do anything about what happens to them in the judicial system.”

“I know,’ Smith replied. “But it still…sucks!” He returned to shuffling papers on his desk. Baker got up and headed out of the room. “Coffee?” he asked.

“No thanks,” said Smith, forcing a slight smile. 

“Don’t let it eat away at you Pete,” Baker said. “Life’s too short. My Dad was a police officer and he always told me, ‘try to think of something positive you got out of each case. If you just dwell on the negatives your going to end up a basket case.’” Then he exited the room.

“Positive, right,” Smith said as he put the papers in order and tucked them away in his desk. He got up and walked over to the window. The snow had started to fall again. He walked back to his desk and picked up the phone. He punched in a number and waited. “Hello. Sarah? Pete Smith here. Are you busy this evening?”

