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 his 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 know 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.





“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.”





 “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 from New Brunswick?”





“Yes we do,” said the voice.





“Just one?” 





“Yes.”





“A man?”





“Yes.”





“Is he by chance driving a red car?” Smith asked.





“Yes, he is. Do you need to talk to him? I can ring his room if you like.”





“No. No thank you. But we will be over in a bit to talk with him. But don’t mention we’re coming. And if he checks out, call me right away! Okay?”





“O-okay. Should I be worried about him?”





“Not for the time being, but please stay where you are. We’ll be over right away. 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 needed to know. 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, and tell Clancy he’ll be here on his own for a bit, better put him in the other cell until we get back. We’ve got 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 and Smith heard him give a brief explanation to Clancy. 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 heard the cell door close and then Lowe walked into the room. 





“You’ve got a truck right?” Smith asked.





“Yeah. Think we should take that?” Lowe asked.





“Considering the weather, it would be a good idea,” said Smith.





“Alright. What do we need 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. Will you give Baker a quick call and let him know what we’re doing. ”





“Will do,” said Lowe as he picked up the phone and dialed. “Here,” he said as he tossed Smith the keys to his truck.





Smith grabbed his coat and then headed outside. The snow was coming down even more heavily now and the daylight was fading. He hurried to the truck and started it up. He cleaned off the windows, and then waited in the passengers seat. Lowe joined him in less then a minute.





“Brrr! It’s cold!” said Lowe as he slid into the driver’s seat and closed the door. “Baker said they’re all finished there and about to head back. Should be here in about 20 minutes.”





“Good,” replied Smith. “I don’t like leaving Jack & Clancy alone locked in the cells, but I don’t want to loose our man at the motel.”





“I doubt he could make a run for it in this weather,” said Lowe.





“Probably not. But lets not take the chance,” said Smith.





Lowe nodded in agreement and then pulled out of the police parking lot. It took about 45 minutes to reach the motel. Baker radioed them that they were now at the station and that everything was fine. Nothing had really turned up in the pictures. Everyone in the crowd was from the area, no one unusual. Smith told them to sit tight and he and Lowe would get back to them as soon as they had their man in custody.





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. “I was beginning to worry that you had gotten stuck with all this snow.”





“No, just slowed down a bit,” 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 Chester, in room…12.” He looked up at the officers, “Anything else?”





“Yes, 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 Chester.”





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





“Yes. Upstairs.”





“Good. Make sure you all stay here. I don’t want to alarm you, but Travis may be armed, and we don’t want you in the line of fire.”





“My God! Who is he?”





“He may have been involved in a fatal shooting this afternoon. We’re not positive yet, but all leads point to him so far. Now if you don’t mind Mr…” Smith paused then said, “I don’t think I got your name?”





“Crane. Bishop Crane.”





“Mr. Crane 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. 








