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      The crime scene investigation I worked today turned sour when the victim spoke to me.

      My partner, Jack Barnes, and I had been called to a dimly lit alley in downtown Portland. The early morning mist had burned off, leaving the pavement damp. The multi-story brick and mortar buildings on either side huddled close as if protecting the small figure centered in their midst, though she was far beyond anyone’s help.

      The air at the mouth of the alley smelled of freshly baked bread and cinnamon, but the odor turned fetid as I neared the corpse.

      Jack joined the uniform who’d called it in, but I kept walking, accompanied by a steady drip of water from an overhanging eave.

      I knelt beside the body, taking in her position on the damp gray pavement, the congealing blood pool, and the utter destruction of the back of her head.

      That’s when it happened.

      Blue eyes popped open and short, well-manicured nails dug into my wrist. “Help me,” she whispered, her voice parched and cracking. “Don’t let him do this again.”

      I yelled, fell backwards into a shallow puddle, and scrambled to get to my feet and as far away from her as possible.

      Her eyes snapped closed.

      My partner glanced my direction over the bowed head of our lone witness and raised his eyebrows. “What’s up, Gus?”

      I wiped my hands on my pants, backed another two steps from the corpse and asked, “Who called her death?”

      Jack’s brows pulled together as he strode to my side. “The uniform. He was first on the scene. Didn’t take any brains.”

      “Get the medics in here. She’s still alive.”

      He grabbed my arm and squeezed. “Get a grip on yourself,” he whispered, his gaze darting around to see who else might be listening. No one paid us any attention. “What’s wrong with you?”

      I looked down at the young woman who had just spoken to me and acknowledged the obvious. She was an undeniable corpse. Blue-tinged skin, stiff limbs, a neat little hole in her forehead and a crater the size of Texas where the back of her skull had been.

      But she’d spoken to me. My wrist still tingled from the bite of her nails.

      I wiped sweat from my forehead with the back of my sleeve. I needed a break. The dead had never spoken to me before, and I’d been working homicide since I earned my release from a patrol car last year. I’d seen a lot of stiffs in my work, but never on my birthday. My twenty-eighth birthday.

      Seven quadrupled.

      I hated the number seven … with good reason. I was the seventh son of a seventh son, and I’d spent my whole life explaining that yes, the birth order thing is true, but no, I’m not psychic, and no, I sure as hell don’t know what the blonde at the next table thinks of you.

      People can be such idiots.

      But now a dead woman had spoken to me. Shit. What if all the seventh-seventh crap had a basis in fact?

      I couldn’t bring myself to approach the body again, so I dusted off my hands and forced myself to look Jack square in the eyes.

      “Why don’t I finish the interview and you check out the corpse?” I worked at sounding nonchalant, but my hands shook and Jack’s wary expression told me my face must be white as my grandmother’s sheets.

      “What?” Jack asked. “Is our resident seventh-seventh feeling a little woozy?”

      I scowled at him and marched over to the kid he’d been interviewing. I had no intention of discussing my own personal mythological hell. Ever. But especially not when I was spooked.

      The kid’s story checked with what the uniforms had learned. A bunch of high school boys had been playing skateboard tag on the street, generally raising a ruckus and terrorizing pedestrians when our witness had veered down this alley and run smack into a crime scene. He’d hightailed it back to the street and gone looking for the nearest cop. It hadn’t taken long. The solid citizens had complained about the havoc the boys had been wreaking.

      The patrol officer who answered their call had gotten significantly more than he’d bargained for. His perpetrators had morphed into witnesses and his quiet lecture on respecting others’ rights had given way to a full-scale murder investigation.

      I closed my notebook and rubbed my temple. Dead end. No one saw anything suspicious, other than the corpse, and no one heard the shot that destroyed the victim’s skull.

      But she’d spoken to me.

      Hell’s bells. How was I supposed to work that into my report?
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      “The victim’s name was Dr. Sarah Allen, a twenty-seven-year-old resident at Sisters of Mercy Hospital. She was in excellent physical condition prior to death and there were no indications of sexual molestation.”

      The medical examiner paused in his recitation and glanced up at me and Jack. “In short, she died of a gunshot wound to the head. I’m guessing a .45, possibly a magnum, to cause this much damage. Did you guys find the slug?”

      Jack shook his head while I avoided looking at the victim’s remains. Light bounced off flat white walls, chrome covered counters and instrument trays. Antiseptic assaulted my nasal passages and made my eyes water. At least I hoped it was the antiseptic. I didn’t like being this close to the dead woman’s corpse.

      “Too bad,” Jack said. “Her being a doctor and all … she could’ve saved a lot of lives.”

      The M.E. nodded. “Yeah. A real shame.”

      “Well,” I said, moving toward the door, “let us know if anything useful shows up in the lab results. We’ve got to get back to the precinct.”

      We pushed through the swinging doors and walked to the elevator in silence. I breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t spoken. I’d been in close proximity to the corpse, but nothing weird had happened.

      “So,” said Jack in a too-casual voice, “how are you feeling? Still a little psychotic?”

      “The word is psychic, Jack. And we’ve been over this before; I’m just a normal cop.”

      He smirked. “Yeah. It’s perfectly normal for a murder cop to think an obvious stiff is still kickin’.”

      I groaned and punched the elevator button several times in rapid succession. I’d rather have been punching Jack, but you take your physical release where you find it.

      The lights above the elevator doors counted down and the gleaming chrome slid aside with a soft whoosh. Jack stepped inside, but I balked. An attractive young woman shimmered at the back of the car.

      Yep, shimmered … and not just any woman. Sarah Allen. Whole and unblemished, dressed in pale blue scrubs and soft-soled white shoes, with her long blonde hair tied back in a pony tail.

      “Gus,” Jack said, holding the door open, “snap out of it, buddy. Look, I’m sorry about the psychotic crack. Just get in the elevator. I promise I’ll behave.”

      Yes, Gus, said a quiet contralto. Get in the elevator. We have a lot to discuss.

      The hairs on the back of my neck tried to yank me to the opposite wall, but I took a deep breath and stepped into the car. The doors slid closed sealing me in a metal coffin with my oblivious partner and a dead girl’s ghost. Could this birthday get any worse?

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/wdm-dragon-logo-w-border-small.jpg
WDM
Publishing





OEBPS/images/seventh-cover-6x9.jpg
DEBBIE MUMFORD

BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF SORCHA'S HEART

SPUN YARNS
A Gus & Ghost Short Story

e wmmmmm“mmm-n— —






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





