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Graves of the
Past.

Synopsis

 


Forty years ago it was not the two murders that
shocked the town but rather who the killer was. Consumed by shame
and guilt, the population of Westport turned their backs on the
embarrassment and hoped everything would soon go away. However,
what was buried had not been put to rest or given closure and so,
like a nightmare, the graves eventually opened.

 


Ultimately the abandoned land that hid the
graves became overgrown and lost to the ravages of time. Forty
years later the secret graves were now under a park where children
played. Surprisingly, none of the children dared to go near a tree
in the middle of the park, claiming to all who would listen that it
was haunted.

 


On a warm sunny morning, while out for a
relaxing canoe ride in Westport Bay, three women discovered a
horror that would open up those lost graves. It was the wisdom and
tenacity of Beth Palmer, a rookie police officer who eventually
discovered the town's shame. She was the only one who believed what
the children were saying about a black ghost living in a tree in
the park.

Dark and secret basements concealing murder
victims, a rotted house and what ultimately crawled out of the
grave combined to become a deadly nightmare for Beth Palmer.

 


Graves of the
Past


Chapter 1

 


Westport is a small isolated fishing community
sandwiched between the shores of the Pacific Ocean and the Coastal
Mountain Range. To those living in this pastoral serenity it is a
peaceful haven and most importantly, a safe place to raise their
children. They are about to discover that appearances are
deceiving.

 


This is the time of year the salmon are
gathering at the mouths of various rivers to the north of Westport.
It is now time for the commercial fishermen to say good-bye to
their wives and families. Gill-netters and trawlers are now racing
north to reap the seasonal harvest. The only boats left at the
docks are the decrepit ones, those leaking or broken down.

 


The morning is warm and sunny, a perfect day to
be canoeing in Westport Bay. Despite the tide being against them,
three women are paddling their canoe on the far shore of the bay
each enjoying their leisure time. They are paddling past the old
and abandoned fish plant on the far shore. The battered and rusted
corrugated sheet metal building stood as a reminder of the
destructive power of time. Three stories of broken windows looked
out into the bay. To some of the good citizens of Westport it was a
historical relic, a reminder of better days. To many more, it was
imposing and an eyesore that should be demolished. With the
exception of a few persistent pilings the old creosote wooden dock
had long since rotted away.

 


As they paddled past the eyesore there was
playfulness in them. The woman in front on occasion pretended to
miss the water with her oar and splashed the lady behind. So far it
was a very pleasant and relaxing day, exactly what they had sought.
That soon changed when the one at the back let out a terrifying
scream.



Wondering what the panic was the woman in the
middle started desperately searching the water. She too screamed
when seeing two human bare feet sticking out of the water, bobbing
up and down as if it was some kind of grotesque fishing lure. It
was clear that if there was a body attached to the gray and
deformed feet, it was floating upside down and quite dead.

 



Chapter 2

 


The land that is now Lone Tree Park was once a
prosperous industrial section of Westport. At one time a cement
factory stood on the land and across the street was the shore where
warehouses and docks once were. That all changed after a fire
mysteriously destroyed most of those buildings. Eventually a new
industrial area was built across the bay, closer to the railroad
tracks that brought coal in from the neighboring Huntley, a mining
community on the other side of the Coast Mountain Range.

 


Ultimately the abandoned property where the
cement factory once stood became overgrown and lost to the ravages
of time. Some forty years later apartment buildings called Port
Arms, was constructed across the street from the abandoned land
bringing in hundreds of families and new wealth to Westport.
Although Port Arms was a welcome residential addition to the old
industrial site there were still some critics who questioned the
wisdom for such an imposing structure so far from the downtown
core. The biggest complaint being that there was no park for the
children to play.

 


That was why Mrs. Emmy Banks rallied the parents
of Port Arms, demanding that the community of Westport clear some
of the abandoned land across the street for a park. A quarter of
the block that the cement factory stood on was eventually cleared
of overgrown brush and shrubbery to make way for a small park.

 


One tree stood alone in a corner of the park.
When the workers were clearing the land they discovered a Dogwood
tree blooming with beautiful white flowers, a rose among a bed of
weeds and thorns. In honor of its struggle to survive in such harsh
conditions it was decided to leave it alone, a reward for its
tenacity. Thus the name, Lone Tree Park.

 


While a woman in a canoe screams, children are
playing in Lone Tree Park. Sitting on the bench, soaking up the sun
is Mrs. Emmy-Lou Banks. She is thirty-three years old and small
enough to be missed in a crowd. A superficial grin permanently
etched into her face greatly advertises her pompous character. At
first impression it appears that she is sitting on the bench being
attentive to her daughter. Unfortunately, she has no idea where
Carol is.

 


Suddenly Emmy-Lou Banks frowned, her eyes
squinting as if taking aim at something in the distance. It was not
because her daughter was doing something wrong. In fact, she was
not aware that Carol wasn’t even in the park. Something more
important was not right in this, her perfect little corner of the
city. A large undesirable had the audacity to intrude into her
domain.

 


The fly in the ointment was sitting on a small
knoll of grass at the edge of the park and staring intently at the
Dogwood tree across the field. Most of the residents of Westport
recognized him as the local dumpster diver, a homeless man. To many
he was simply an inconvenience, a slight blight in their otherwise
blissful community. Whenever Emmy-Lou saw him, her smile turned to
one of hatred for the man who dared impose on her perfect
domain.

 


Behind him, leaning on the fencing that
separated the park from the sidewalk was his rusted and tattered
bicycle with a torn and crooked seat, a bent front tire and a
mirror on the handle bar that hung loose, dangling upside down.

 


He was wearing what at one time was more than
likely a very expensive woman’s full-length black leather jacket.
Although torn in many places it covered enough that it was not
possible to tell what he was wearing underneath. The possibility of
what might be under it sent chills up and down Emmy-Lou’s spine.
What if he wasn’t wearing anything at all? As most perverts didn’t,
she naturally suspected the same of him.

 


She was not aware that he had been coming to
that knoll long before this was a park. For a time not understood
by a mind long lost to dementia, he had been compelled to come here
every day to have a cup of tea and stare at his Dogwood tree.
Although his mind had slipped beyond reason, he was the only one
who knew that it was much more than just a tree.

 


Despite the fact that he was dipping a tea bag
into a cup of cold water it was done ever so diligently. As if a
testament to his once being a man of distinction his little finger
was sticking out. After the teabag had been dipped three times,
only three and never more, the teacup was raised and tea sipped.
Emmy Lou Banks cringed as the tea dripped through his scruffy
beard.

Suddenly there was a commotion to his right,
over in the woods at the far end of the park. Two children came
running out of the bushes and it was only then that Emmy-Lou tore
her hateful glare from the snake in her Garden of Eden. Running
toward her in full flight was Carol. She ran through the playground
ignoring her friends as if playing was the last thing on her
mind.

Running beside her and encompassed in the same
look of terror was her friend Robert. Both were scared, looking as
if the devil was chasing them. While Emmy-Lou might be conceited
and artificial in her outward behavior she was parental enough to
catch the look of pure horror in her daughter. Both children were
obviously afraid of something. Carol did not stop running until she
slammed into the outstretched arms of her mother.

 


Robert was staying very close to Carol, holding
tight onto her arm. Something had obviously happened to scare them
and that fear was now transferring to Emmy-Lou. When it became
clear that Carol was not physically hurt she demanded,

“What happened? Tell me what happened?”

 


Still gasping for breath, Carol cast a sneaky
glance toward her partner in crime. There was no doubt in her mind
that Robert was going to melt and blurt out their secret. Knowing
that he was always the weak one, that the game was in danger, she
decided to take charge. She always did anyway. After a deep breath
she turned to her mother and made a startling confession.

“We saw a ghost.”

Robert confirmed the surprising announcement by
wildly nodding his head, hair swishing in all directions. He
blurted out,

“Yes we did and it was scary too.”

Carol added,

“It didn’t catch us because we ran.”

Robert confirmed their escape.

“Yeah, we ran away.”

 


While comforting her daughter, holding her
close, casually and being very careful to be stealthy so the other
parent would not notice, she gently slid her hand down over Carol’s
waist, stopping at the skirt belt line. An inspecting finger
slipped between belt and skin. To her great delight, Carol’s
underwear was still there. Although that was a relief, there was
still the lingering fear something bad had obviously happened to
her little girl. The fact that it might have been prevented if she
had only paid more attention to Carol eluded her.

 


She turned to the man over on the knoll and
hatred boiled. He was still sitting there ever so peacefully
enjoying his afternoon cup of tea all the while oblivious to what
was happening in the playground. In her mind he was the ghost that
scared her daughter. It was at the moment that Emmy-Lou decided she
was going to rid this blemish to the park. The monstrosity sitting
over there was now in her crosshairs.

 


While nobody would argue with the logic of
Emmy-Lou’s reasoning, to do whatever it took to protect her child,
there was still a fundamental flaw in her parental instinct. She
was oblivious to the fact that she was staring right at him before
the children came running out of the woods, past him to get to
her.

 



Chapter 3

 


Westport does not have a forensics laboratory or
Crime Scene Investigation department. Everybody knows such expenses
are not needed here in this small law abiding community. The police
department, Children’s Services, Motor Vehicles, Unemployment
Services, Licensing, and the Taxation departments are all crammed
together on the first floor of City Hall. Because the police
department is the biggest service, employing the most, it occupies
most of that floor.

 


The Commissioner of the police department is Uri
Novokshanoff. He is sixty-three and despite his age, possesses a
great disheveled mop of hair, albeit, gray. The extra forty pounds
around his midriff does not weigh as heavy on his mind as it does
on the scale. As a young police officer he realized the lack of
opportunity in this small town and left for the prospects a bigger
city where he eventually became a Commissioner.

 


Two years ago an indiscretion in the big city
cost him everything. Because of it, his wife left him and he was
dismissed from his post. Despite the pain suffered and loss of his
wife and career, all the police officers under his command
personally thanked him for his loyalty to them. Deep inside he knew
he had done the right thing. That’s what police officers do, stand
and protect each other

 


After a 30 year absence from Westport, Uri
Novokshanoff is now back as their new Police Commissioner. Nobody
remembered him as a young police officer who ran into a burning
building to save a little girl way back then. Nobody remembered his
devotion to service and certainly nobody remembered the hours he
spent coaching a minor league soccer team. Regardless, it still
felt good to be home where nobody remembered many other things
about him, back where nothing ever happens.

 


He is sitting at his desk reading the report of
the floater found in the bay this morning. Behind him, on the wall,
is a picture of a black fifty-two Chevy two-door Coupe Deluxe. A
young man with a great mop of black hair proudly stands beside it
holding a cigarette, gloating as if it might be his first car. So
far nobody has dared asked him the significance of the picture.
There are no Police Academy Certificates present, no letters of
commendation and no pictures of wife or two daughters on his
desk.

 


He heard a knock at the door and before he could
look up and say, ‘Come in,’ he heard quick steps defiantly stomping
toward him and stopping only inches from his desk. Without looking
up, Uri Novokshanoff knew who it was. He ignored her, pretending
that he was still intently reading something he had already gone
over three times. He didn’t want this to happen either. He knew by
her stomping steps that Beth Palmer was angry. He didn’t bother to
ask her to sit down. He knew she wouldn’t anyway.

 


Accepting that he would eventually have to
acknowledge her presence he wearily raised his eyes, though just a
little. He understood that if she had stopped a few feet back the
situation was probably redeemable, not too serious. Upon seeing her
uniform slacks almost touching the edge of his desk a groan
escaped. He knew she was mad but he couldn’t do anything about
it.

 


Of the ten constables in Westport, Beth Palmer
was the only female. She was born and raised in Westport but moved
to Huntley to study criminology at the university there. When she
had graduated at the top of her class she was offered a good
position in the Huntley forensic labs but surprised many by
returning to Westport. They did not know what was forcing Beth
Palmer back home.

 


As acknowledged by the other men on the Force,
Beth was in excellent physical shape and to some, very alluring.
While on duty, her long blond hair was tied up in a bun keeping it
out of harms way. Even though Constable Palmer had never so much as
seen a real fight nor had occasion to draw her weapon she was never
the less prepared, always wearing her Kevlar bulletproof vest.

 


She was defiantly standing at ease, hands behind
her back, chest forward as if waiting for the Commissioner to say
something first. She was not trying to rile him. She knew how to do
that easily enough. She knew he hated being asked what country he
was born in, “With a name like that, where are you from?” Few
people knew that he was a third generation Westport resident.

 


Her tenacity in this so far silent conflict
stemmed from knowing that he had always been supportive and
tolerant of her. It was Uri Novokshanoff who accepted her request
to return to Westport as a police officer. He was the one who gave
her the job without so much as a day’s probation.

 


Realizing that his silent prayer for her to go
away was obviously not going to be answered, he took a very
disappointed deep breath and accepted his fate. With eyes still
held low, not wanting to see the expression he knew was glaring at
him, he opened his hands, palms toward her and tried to
explain,

“Because you’re a rookie that’s why, and it
looks like a murder anyway. You know we are not equipped here for
Forensics and DNA Profiling. We either send in for a qualified team
or ship the body out of jurisdiction. I’m just following Federal
Regulations, that’s all.”

 


Apparently that did not pacify the statue,
remaining rigid and silent. Still not looking up, he stabbed the
file with his finger. Filled with frustration he continued with
what he knew was a deaf defense.

“I have no choice here and you know that, it’s
not my decision. These are not my rules.”

 


Finally, using her very best tone of authority,
Beth sucked in a deep breath and blurted out,

“I graduated second in Criminal Investigation
and Microbial Forensics. I was also the top graduate in
Medical-forensics. I have a degree in the highly precise science of
Micro-substance Evidence Compilation. Any questions or evidence I
cannot analyze or name, I can send out for. I’m the one who should
be assigned to this case and you know that.”

 


The last thing Uri wanted to do was hand this
case over to the boys in Huntley. He agreed with Beth that there
was enough investigative talent here. It did not escape him that
the Federal boys did not even trust his little department to do a
basic preliminary investigation establishing cause of death,
accident or murder.

 


It was a struggle but he pushed away from the
desk, got up and walked over to the steel cabinet by the far wall.
With his back to Beth and as if talking to the filing cabinet, he
chose each word very carefully.

“Right now it’s just after three o’clock. The
body has to be placed on the five-fifteen train to Huntley. They
have arranged for a refrigerated car to be added to the coal train.
I have agreed to do that. In the meantime I forbid you to enter the
morgue for a quick glimpse of the remains. I hope I’ve made myself
clear.”

 


There was no reply. All he heard was the door
slamming shut. While returning to his desk he stifled a grin. He
plunked into the chair and agreed with the rest of the Police
Force, there was nothing slow about Constable Palmer. He of all
people knew how good it felt to receive an unofficial opportunity
from authority just as he has now given Palmer.

 



Chapter 4

 


It’s been ten years since a death in Westport
was investigated as a murder. When all was said and done, even that
case turned out to be a suicide. Forensics and DNA testing were not
needed to prove that Mr. Johnson had taken his own life after
losing his fishing boat at a poker game. It was also proven that
Mrs. Johnson had not assisted in placing the noose around her
husband’s neck.

 


The Coroner’s Lab was a simple room in the
basement of city hall, under the police station. The walls were
painted hospital white and against the far wall was an empty gurney
patiently waiting for a body. In the middle of the room was a shiny
stainless steel table and on it was the deformed and ghostly white
body of the floater found in the bay. Five lamps strung from the
ceiling by electrical cords cast eerie shadows onto the floor.

 


Ed Linski was Westport’s all-purpose Coroner,
Mortician and Chief Medical Examiner. In sharp contrast to his
gloomy profession, he looked like Santa Claus complete with a white
beard and rosy cheeks. Regardless of his familiarity with bodies,
including embalming and preparation for viewing, the white mass on
this table repulsed him. It was not like people didn’t die in
Westport, he handled many bodies. However like he often said, ‘they
have the courtesy to die neatly.’ This white blob was neither neat
nor tidy.

 


While clad in a white plastic apron, Ed was
standing beside the body and wondering how long it had been in the
water. It always amazed him that fish could find the softest tissue
to nibble at. There wasn’t so much as a drop of blood left in the
poor victim. Though Ed was anxious to get it out of here, he was
not looking forward to cramming it into a plastic body bag.

 


He was jarred out of his reflection by the sound
of the buzzer above his office door announcing the arrival of an
intruder into his domain. Although he was thankful for the
distraction, he wondered who would visit him down here, at least
willingly. After flipping a white sheet over the body he left it to
the cold steel table and entered the reception area. He was
pleasantly surprised to see Beth Palmer approaching. He, like so
many others with red blood in their veins was always happy to see
her. When Beth had returned to the Westport police force he made
the cardinal error of mentioning to his wife that he thought Beth
had a very alluring smile. To this day his supper has been served
cold.

 


Not many people extended a greeting hand to him.
When he was introduced to the new recruits, she being one of them,
she was the only one who stuck her hand out to him. The others
always seemed to take an uneasy step back while shoving their hands
into their pockets. It was true that he had a cold handshake but
only because he spent most of his time in the coldness of the
morgue. Sincerely he said to Beth,

“Constable Palmer, what a pleasant surprise.
What brings you to my basement domain?”

That was always his little joke. Bitter irony
regarding what most saw as his place in the system of law and
order, in the basement. Pointing to the cold room behind him, she
lied,

“Commissioner Novokshanoff has ordered a
preliminary on the floater before being sent to Huntley.”

Because she did not present legal documentation,
he knew she was being deceitful but turned and pointed the way
regardless.

 


Standing beside the white sheet she adeptly
slipped on latex gloves and tamped the fingers into place to assure
a nice tight fit. He was surprised at how casually she cast the
white sheet aside exposing the repulsive body. While projecting an
air of confidence she looked to the squeamish Ed and said,

“Well Ed, lets see what this poor man has to say
for himself shall we?”

She reached up and lowered the overhead
examination light closer to the body. Very nonchalantly she bent
over to study it and voiced her observations aloud.

“White male. For the sake of the investigation
and initial identification of the victim we shall work within the
parameters of middle age. Weight indeterminate but even after
adjusting for bloating we shall estimate approximately thirty
pounds overweight.”

 


Ed noticed that she was paying an unusual amount
of attention to the fingernails. He didn’t know where the plastic
bag came from, appearing in her hand as if by magic. She carefully
slipped the plastic bag over the limp hand. Then, gripping the
wrist, holding the bag tightly around it, she gave it a few rigous
shakes. While attentively removing the bag she looked at the
stunned Ed and said,

“It’s not fair to give the Huntley Coroner all
the evidence is it?”

 


Not knowing what to say, he remained silent. She
then moved on to the more obvious clues, the objects attached to
his wrists. She said,

“No wonder the body was floating in an upside
down position, feet up. How much do you figure those things
weigh?”

Ed looked at the thick wrought iron manacles
digging deep into swollen wrists. He estimated five pounds between
the two of them. Any more and the weight would have dragged the
body to the bottom, any less and the body would have had enough
buoyancy to float horizontally. It was almost a perfect ballast
between sinking and floating. She now understood that she was
looking at a murder.

 


She reached down and brought the bloated wrist
up for a scrutiny of the shackles. Ed groaned. The shackles were
not the nice shinny chrome ones used by the Police Department but
rather the large old rustic iron ones more common to constraining
animals. She had seen this type of shackle at the Pitts Brothers
Westport Slaughterhouse.

 


Ed assumed they were put on for the purpose of
weighing the body down but she was not so sure. Judging from the
ligature marks around the wrists and some of the cuts showing signs
of healing, it implied the shackles were put on while he was still
alive. After a more thorough scrutiny of the body she added,

“And judging from the abrasions on the palms of
his hands and similar abrasions on the knees that are not fully
healed, I should think that there was some crawling involved before
he died.”

She added,

“Judging by the concrete powder buried deep in
the abrasions I’d say he was crawling on a concrete floor.”

 


She bent over the body again. Ed stayed where he
was, away from danger and most importantly, from this illegal
examination. She eventually pointed to another ligature mark around
his forehead and said,

“Judging from the mark and width I would say
there was a metal clamp around his head, or maybe a leather
strap.”

She stood boldly and announced a horrific theory
to Ed.

“This man was tortured.”

 


Ed was not shaking his head because he didn’t
believe her or that he wasn’t pleased with her deduction but rather
because he was forced to agree with her. He cast her a puzzled look
and asked,

“But how is that possible? Here in a small
community where everybody knows everybody else, how could someone
have been missing for so long and not been reported?”

Beth was quick with a possibility.

“Obviously this man is not from around here. It
had to be someone from outside Westport, a stranger. Perhaps it was
even just a body dump”

 


There was only one ear to inspect, the other
being fish food. When she bent over to inspect the strange marks on
the lone ear Ed couldn’t believe how close her nose came to the
disgusting body. She popped back up, pointed to the ear and
asked,

“What does that look like to you?”

For the sake of preserving his reputation, he
was forced to bend over and have a quick peek. He quickly withdrew
and said,

“Could it be a rat bite?”

“No, rats have incisors on the bottom jaw
designed more for tearing. These are neatly spaced teeth
marks.”

He offered another explanation.

“Fish?”

“No, too big. Look at the marks around the
abdomen. Those are fish bites.”

His response seemed innocent enough.

“I guess that’s the reason we’re sending it to
Huntley.”

She cast him a most stern glare, so hard he
thought she was going to take a bite out of him. Sneering she
hissed,

“Don’t ever mention that city to me again.”

 


She took a step back and again studied the body.
After a thought or two she said,

“Good luck getting this bloated thing into a
body bag for shipment. Do you want a hand with it?”

Yes, yes he did. He wanted her to do it. But how
could he possibly ask her to without tinting the hard stigma of his
profession? As bravely as possible he said,

“No, but thanks anyway.”

At the door, she snapped off her gloves and
threw them into a nearby garbage can. Looking back to Ed she
sincerely said,

“Thanks for letting me do that Ed.”

 



Chapter 5

 


In the basement, just across the hall from the
morgue is a small exercise room. Many of the muscle bound police
officers complain that it is no better equipped than a teenager’s
gym in a garage it is never the less a popular place. Police
officers, clerks, and even a few city counselors take advantage of
the sauna. There is also a standard bench press with the weights
scattered all over the floor and a stationary bike. By the mirror
is a small wooden table with a television set on top. There are two
treadmills next to the bike.

 


Currently there is only one person in the gym
and she is over at the curling bench. Judging from the moaning and
groaning, she is struggling with more weight than determination and
muscle will permit. She is dripping with sweat. Such is the way
with Marty Simpson. All her life she has had something to prove.
She has struggled to be the equal of men and in many cases the
better. This is why her daily workouts have always been
intense.

 


She is fifty- two years old but because of a
dogged inner drive to hide her age through exercise and diet nobody
in the department suspects the truth. To many, she looks fifteen
years younger. Her dark hair is cut short and combed in the style
of a man. With gritted teeth, and veins seemingly ready to pop, she
strains to complete the last set of curls.

 


Exhausted, she was just about to give up on the
curls when she heard voices at the door. Looking up she saw two
male officers coming in for a workout. One was her antagonist,
Christopher Clayton. Her hatred of him was as strong as her biceps.
He was in his early thirties and looked like he was born and raised
in the gym. He was not wearing a shirt, showing chiseled muscles
and a six-pack rivaling the image of Superman.

 


The other man was Leonard Macintosh, the old man
of the force. His pug nose, square jaw and short cut hair were
stereotypical of a man born to be a cop. He had retired from the
force a year ago but it didn’t take him long to realize he had not
planned well for his golden years. He was soon broke and unable to
eke out a living on his retirement package and therefore rejoined
the force. He never married, being a devout bachelor.

 


As Constable Macintosh removed weights from the
press bar, Christopher Clayton casually approached Marty who had
not let go of her relentless attempt at the final curl. Veins and
sweat were accenting her determination to appear strong in front of
the men. Clayton had the muscular appearance any woman would lust
after, at least he thought so, but that was not why Marty was
cautiously eyeing him.

 


Pretending to be polite he casually asked,

“Little trouble there, huh? How about I take few
pounds off that heavy bar for you? Say, maybe just leave you the
bar to curl.”

Hateful eyes glared at the arrogant Clayton and
the volcano started boiling over, threatening an eruption. Her
hatred of him was adding strength and determination to already
aching muscles. She reached deep and managed to complete the curl.
Not impressed, Clayton simply added,

“Wow, was that the first one?”

 


After she had stormed out of the gym, Macintosh
looked to Clayton and said,

“Don’t you think you’re on her case a little too
much?”

As Clayton added weight to the press bar he
sneered,

“I don’t care that she’s a lesbian. To each his
own. I just hate the way she tries to prove something, like she’s
better than men and always competing with us.”

“Well, gay or not, I think you’re way out of
your league. She looks like she could snap you in half with her
legs alone.”

Clayton scoffed and mumbled,

“She wishes.”

 


Marty was in the shower and the hotter the water
got, the hotter her hatred of Clayton got. As she was toweling off,
thoughts of revenge sweetly formulated? She was just about to put
on her bra when she heard footsteps from behind. Somebody was
coming into the locker room. She froze. ‘Oh please let it be
Clayton.’ She steeled herself, ready to snap around and vent her
temper. When nothing happened, no quick or heavy footsteps charging
at her, she slowly turned around.

 


Coming around a row of lockers was Beth Palmer.
Upon seeing the stark naked Marty, Beth immediately turned red and
fumbled for apologetic words. But Marty shamelessly stood still,
subjecting Beth to uninhibited full frontal nudity. Beth was able
to force a slight if not uncomfortable smile and suddenly Marty had
forgotten about the incident with Clayton.

 


Instead of getting dressed Marty deliberately
dropped her bra. With a smile that said more than ‘hello’ Marty
sang,

“Why Miss Palmer, I didn’t know you exercised
here. Come to pump some iron did you?”

Beth was shy with all nudity, men’s, women’s and
even her own. She tried very hard to keep her eyes high, onto
Marty’s face while blushing and meekly responding,

“You’re Marty Simpson from Family Services
aren’t you?”

Unfortunately for Beth, Marty was nowhere near
as shy. She struck a teasing pose and sweetly said,

“In the flesh honey.”

 


In the six months Beth had been on the force she
had naturally seen Marty many times. But as their desks were on
opposite ends of the precinct and Beth had as yet not needed to
communicate with Marty on a professional level, there had never
been anything more than a casual nod between them. Truth be known,
Beth preferred to stay away from Marty because she was always so
angry with the male members of the police force, snapping and often
swearing at them. Beth just naturally assumed that Marty was by
nature a hateful person. She had no friends and nobody upstairs
even so much as gave her the time of day. Beth was very innocent of
Marty’s sexual preference, a naiveté that was about to change.

 


As Beth struggled with the last of the buttons
on her blouse lecherous eyes bulged. Marty made no move to get
dressed, instead asking,

“This is the first time I’ve seen you down here
isn’t it?”

“Yes, I’m really more of a jogging person.”

“Really? With a nice tight body like that I
would have thought you worked out a lot.”

It might have been a complement but there was
something in the tone that made Beth feel uncomfortable. She kept
her head down, saying,

“No I’m just here for a few minutes in the sauna
that’s all.”

As if deceitful intentions came easy to Marty
she smiled and said,

“Me too, I’ll meet you in there.”

Marty opened the sauna door and disappeared into
the steam.

 


A few minutes later Beth was undressed and ready
to enter the sauna. Before she did, she paused to make sure the
white towel was secured across her chest. As she entered the sauna
she was shocked to see Marty lying on the lower bench with arms
stretched over her head. Beth supposed it was nice that one could
feel that comfortable with one’s nudity, it’s just that she wished
it wasn’t happening right here in front of her. The hateful Marty
she had so often seen upstairs was nowhere to be seen in here. In
fact, Marty seemed very friendly, if not overly so. Beth was
starting to get suspicious, wondering if Marty was projecting
intentions other than just friendly.

 


After a few awkward moments of trying not to
look at Marty, Beth finally found the courage to ask,

“So what’s new and exciting in the Department of
Family Services?”

Marty Simpson was not a police officer, rather a
Social Worker in charge of Family Services and Child Protection
here in Westport. It was her job to visit the broken homes and
respond to reports of violence in the family. With eager energy
rarely seen in Marty she went into a long rendition of her job,
recounting how upsetting it was to witness a child’s fear when a
family broke up.

 


Considering Marty’s ill-tempered behavior
upstairs, Beth was surprised to see this softer side of her. When
it came to the welfare of children Marty seemed to be
compassionate. Beth was left to wonder if anybody else had ever
seen this sympathetic side of her. As Marty continued to relate a
story about putting a father in jail for child abuse, the gauntlet
of expressions in her face raced from hatred of abusive parents to
the obviously deep emotional satisfaction of helping a distraught
child. There was no doubt in Beth’s mind that Marty had a great
emotional attachment to her job.

 


This strange and compelling devotion to children
prompted Beth to ask,

“Have you ever been married Marty?”

Suddenly another Marty surfaced, one Beth was
more familiar with. She sneered,

“Why would any woman with any sense of pride
want to be shackled to a man?”

Meekly Beth replied,

“Well for one thing they are very good when it
comes to producing children. It’s just the way you were talking
about your compassion for the safety of children that I assumed you
had some of your own.”

 


As if produced from a mad hag, a chuckle burst
from Marty. She shook her head and defiantly proclaimed,

“No my dear, I never wanted children that badly
thank you.”

It took a naïve Beth almost a full minute to
realize what Marty had just confessed to. Marty then took a long
leisurely stretch on the bench waiting for it to sink in. Beth’s
eyes bulged when seeing Marty’s hand slowly sneak over to rest on
her lap. Finally understanding her dire predicament, Beth
uttered,

“I’m sorry Marty but I’m not like that. I do
have a boyfriend.”

 


Marty pretended to be hurt, saying,

“Well, what can I say? You don’t know what
you’re missing.”

It wasn’t just the heat of the sauna Beth was
feeling. Marty then offered what amounted to an apology for the
attempted seduction.

“Well, it’s just that there are not many pretty
young girls around here to pull into my web if you know what I
mean. I’ll try not to seduce you too many times in the future.”

 


The awkward moment in the steam room lingered
and Beth was desperate to change the subject. It was then that it
came to her there had been excitement in the precinct. As Beth went
into detail about Westport’s first murder in decades Marty only
pretended to be interested, her thoughts being elsewhere. Beth
continued,

“I need to identify the body but there was no
identification on him and with the condition of the skin there was
no way I could get his fingerprints.”

 


When the sauna door finally opened Beth was the
first out with Marty not far behind. Marty was lingering, not
getting dressed and Beth was doing the opposite, throwing clothes
on as fast as she could. As Beth was hurrying out the door she
heard Marty say,

“It was nice seeing you Beth. We should do this
again sometime.”

 


Just as Beth reached the door Marty made a
tantalizing offer.

“You know I have a missing persons file
upstairs. With the vague description you noted of the victim
correlated with your estimated time of death we just might be able
to produce an ID. Why don’t we go upstairs and check it out?”

Beth stopped dead in her tracks. With the door
held wide open she turned around, nodded and said,

“That’s a good idea. Why don’t I meet you up
there?”

Marty countered the suggestion.

“Why don’t you just wait for me we’ll go up
together?”

“Well, hurry up and get dressed then.”

 


While Beth stood in the open doorway and
listening to Marty’s suggestion, two men approached from down the
hall. As they neared the woman’s change room door Clayton saw Beth
standing there. Looking past her, into the locker area, he caught a
glimpse of the unabashed and naked Marty. It was then he heard Beth
tell her to hurry up and get dressed. Macintosh’s eyes were
straight ahead and did not see what had caused Clayton’s blood to
boil.

 


Upstairs, Clayton and Len Macintosh entered the
precinct. Macintosh sat at his desk and Clayton pulled up a chair
sitting next to him and facing the computer. Clayton pointed to the
screen and made an observation.

“See, the tide table will be low in the bay at
that time. They are not going to be able to bring a boat the size
of the High Seas into Falcon Bay. They have to look for a deeper
secluded bay.”

 


Both were born and raised in Westport but Len
was the older and therefore laid claim to knowing the area better
than his young partner. Ignoring Clayton’ observation, he continued
to study the screen scrolling off local marine depths in
correlation with the tides. Suddenly he pointed and said,

“It has to be here in Timberline Cove. It’s deep
enough during low tide and near enough for the powerboats to reach
them.”

 


Clayton pondered the old man’s reasoning and
finally admitted,

“So, it’s agreed then. The High Seas will
probably anchor there at midnight. The smaller powerboats will
unload the drugs and then fan out in all directions with their
contraband.”

Len added,

“Okay, but I’m only interested in the one that
returns to Westport. Because of our limited resources we can only
apprehend the one that comes here, right?”

Clayton was disappointed, asking,

“But what about the others then?”

“We’ll contact the Federal boys in Huntley and
let them deal with the others.”

 


Both men were staring at the screen, mentally
running through a gauntlet of scenarios when they heard the
footsteps of somebody entering the precinct. As if not wanting
whomever it was to see what they were doing, Clayton quickly
pressed ‘save’ and the screen converted to the screen saver. As if
twins, Clayton and Len looked up in unison to see Beth and Marty
walking side-by-side across the floor to the Family Services
department at the opposite end of the precinct.

 


Each man had a different reaction to the women.
Len Macintosh smiled and nodded a cordial greeting. It was a
sincere acknowledgment masking no ill intent toward Marty.
Clayton’s reaction was just the opposite. Upon seeing Marty, he
sneered and projected a look of revulsion. Suddenly he realized
Beth was casting him a dirty look and so he tried to erase the
scorn. Beth returned Macintosh’s politeness with a casual nod.

 


There was only one chair at Marty’s desk so Beth
stole one from the next desk over and slid next to Marty.
Pretending to want a better look at the screen Marty inched her
chair closer to Beth, shoulders almost touching. As Marty turned on
the computer, waiting for the program to boot up, Beth could feel
the uncomfortable heat radiating from Marty’s unnerving attention.
Marty coded in and began typing her missing persons file. As the
screen scrolled Marty asked,

“Gender? Can I assume it was male?”

“Yes, male and approximately two hundred pounds.
Bald. And although drawing a conclusion based on the skin
indentation on his ring finger, I’m going to assume he was married.
I would also estimate his height to be five foot eleven.”

 


Beth was surprised at the large number of
missing people scrolling onto the screen and asked,

“Is it normal for so many people to be missing
in such a small community?”

With eyes still to the screen Marty replied,

“This is just my file on missing husbands. I
didn’t call up runaway children. Per population of ten thousand, on
the average, two spouses will go missing every month. When I say
spouses, I mean wives as well. We are a population of twenty-five
thousand. Therefore the projection for missing spouses in Westport
so far should be approximately ten and yet we already have reports
of seven missing this year alone.”

 


Marty greatly contributed to Beth’s amazement by
adding,

“It’s no big deal. I see it all the time. That’s
my job here isn’t it? When families break up and the children
suffer I intervene.”

Beth’s eyes broke from the screen and drifted
over to Marty. This was the second time Marty had shown a desire to
protect the children of Westport. It was as if a personality shift
had somehow come over her and extolled the virtues of compassion
through the surface of a hard exterior.

 


Beth returned her attention to the screen and
offered more information.

“He was probably in the water for three to five
days.”

Marty pointed to one of the many names within
the parameters of Beth’s description and said,

“Because Mister Younger has been missing for
over a year I guess it’s safe to eliminate him.”

Her finger lowered to the next name and a
conclusion was drawn.

“This guy is not bald and easily under the
estimated two hundred pounds. And here, according to this report
Mister Cole fits the parameters but his wife says he is living with
a tart over in Huntley. That only leaves Roy Metcalf living over at
Port Arms.”

Suddenly Marty perked alert and blurted out,

“I’ve worked with that family before. I have the
father in my case file as an abusive husband. I ‘red flagged’ that
case because I’m keeping an eye on the daughter, suspecting he has
been hitting her as well.”

Beth said,

“So you are not surprised he is missing
then?”

“No, what surprises me is that the wife hasn’t
killed him yet.”

“Well maybe she did.”

Marty’s callous reply astounded Beth.

“I hope so.”

 


Marty accessed the Roy Metcalf file and Beth
started reading.

Missing:

Roy Metcalf.

Height:

Five foot seven inches.

Weight:

Two hundred and five pounds.

Hair color: Bald.

Family status:

Married. One daughter, age eight.

Address: Port Arms # 1216.

Reason for disappearance: Undetermined.

There was also a job description. He was a
mechanic at the Farnsworth Auto and Motor Marine Company here in
Westport. In this case financial problems didn’t seem to be a
factor.

 


Beth looked at her watch and said,

“I live near there and was going to check on a
civil complaint in that complex on my way home. I’ll stop by to
interview Janis Metcalf at the same time.”

Marty turned to Beth and gave her a long stare,
asking,

“What civil complaint?”

Wondering why a tedious civil complaint was of
interest to Marty, Beth replied,

“Apparently an Emmy-Lou Banks has filed a
complaint about a drifter harassing children in the park across the
street from Port Arms.”

Marty pointed a wagging finger at Beth and
announced,

“Good, I’ll come with you.”

 


Beth had no intention of getting close to Marty
or a lifestyle that she was not comfortable with and so in order to
break free from the unwanted attention, she said,

“No Marty, it’s been a long day and I’m going
home right after that.”

Marty was persistent and surprisingly not for
the reason Beth thought. With a flood of authority Marty blurted
forth,

“Hey, I’m the Social worker here. If one of my
children is in danger, it’s my job to protect them. Harassing
children is a civil matter, not a criminal investigation. If
charges of child abuse can be substantiated then you can arrest
this homeless person if you like. As far as I’m concerned, if
anybody is tagging along here honey, it’s you.”

Unfortunately, she knew Marty was right. The
case of the vagabond harassing children was nothing more than a
civil complaint, in fact, a Family Services matter.

 


Accepting defeat Beth made some quick
decisions.

“Okay. You phone Mrs. Banks and tell her we are
coming over to ask some questions about her complaint. I’ll call
Janis Metcalf to see if her husband is still missing.”

As Beth was looking up Mrs. Metcalf’s phone
number she understood that she was simply speculating that he was
the floater. Just because Mr. Metcalf is missing does not confirm
him as the body in the morgue. They would have to wait until a
confirmed ID came back from Huntley. She also understood that she
could not automatically assume that the body was from Westport. It
might very well be a tourist or even one of the many transient
fishermen so often coming and going from the docks.

 


After the forth ring Beth was surprised to hear
a man answer and he was not polite. She got the impression he was
irritated about the intrusion.

“What?”

Suddenly Beth was speechless. Somehow, the
question, ‘are you the missing husband?’ seemed inappropriate and
somewhat risky. What if he was not aware that his wife had reported
him missing? What if it was true what Marty had said, that he was
prone to violence? Would he take it out on the wife or worse, the
daughter? Was this actually the husband? Even when sitting down
Beth Palmer is quick on her feet. With a falsetto, if not somewhat
piercing tone, she very quickly blurted out,

“Who is this?”

The reply came back bluntly.

“Tom Metcalf, who the hell is this?”

Beth slammed the phone down.

 


Marty was also hanging up, albeit much politer.
Beth asked,

“So how did you do with your phone call? Is Mrs.
Banks home? Can we come over?”

“She said yes, as long as we can get there
before supper time. How did it go with your call? Is Mr. Metcalf
still missing?”

Beth’s reply was sharp and direct,

“Nope. He is home right now.”

As Marty got up go she said,

“Let’s get going then. Your car or mine?”

“Because I live near by I’m taking mine and
going home from there. You bring your own car.”

 


All the while Clayton had been staring at the
ladies, glaring at one of them. When he saw that they were getting
up to leave together he snapped his attention back to the monitor.
Beth was the last out the door and Clayton looked up in time to see
her disappear around the corner. Macintosh noticed his partner’s
attention and said,

“You sure got some hatred on for that social
worker don’t you?”

Not looking at Macintosh, Clayton slowly
mumbled,

“It sure is a waste isn’t it?”

 



Chapter 6

The Black Ghost of Lone Tree Park.

 


For an apartment complex that housed hundreds of
families there was very little consideration for visitor car
parking at Port Arms. All residential parking was underground and
secured by coded garage doors. Beth’s old and beat up blue Chevy
had already driven around the complex twice looking for a ‘Visitor’
parking spot and was very quickly losing patience. Finally giving
up she pulled into the only empty spot, ignoring the sign, ‘Fire
Zone. All vehicles will be towed.’ Just as she got out of the car
Marty walked toward her, having parked elsewhere. As she looked up
at the sign and then over to Beth, she commented,

“Cute, doesn’t take long to abuse authority does
it?”

Beth threw a sign onto her dashboard that read,
‘Police officer on duty,’ and slammed the door shut while defiantly
proclaiming,

“Screw it. I’ll arrest somebody later and make
it official.”

 


There were only two elevators servicing the
twenty-five floors and true to their luck, they were both on the
twenty-third floor. It seemed to take forever for one of them to
come down. The door opened and they stepped inside. Nothing was
said in the elevator, both staring at the numbers slowly climbing
higher. Finally the doors opened and they stepped out onto the 20th
floor. Both checked the floor directory on the wall, pointed and
said,

“This way.”

 


While walking down the long narrow hall Marty
commented on the population density of just this building,
saying,

“Not counting cats and dogs there must be a
thousand people living in this complex and they want to build even
more just across the street.”

That surprised Beth somewhat, responding,

“What? You mean where the park is?”

“Well, apparently the park can stay. It’s that
overgrowth next to it that will be cleared.”

“How do you even know that?”

“As the only member of Westport’s Family
Services Department it is my job to plot family densities and
predict distressed neighborhoods.”

When finally standing in front of apartment 2002
with the customary peephole looking like a one-eyed Cyclops, Beth
gave it a polite knock. A moment later a chain rattled and the door
slowly opened.

 


Considering the time of day and where they were,
Emmy-Lou Banks was wearing what Beth thought to be a very
inappropriate evening gown. She was adorned with lipstick, earrings
and enough make-up to cover three faces. The only indication she
was not ready to step out was the curlers in her hair. As both
women stepped into the apartment Mrs. Banks curtly cast her eyes to
the inside mat next to the umbrella stand. It was obvious that she
was indicating for them to remove their shoes.

 


That was all well and good and perhaps a
courtesy that would normally be adhered to except Beth was still in
uniform and wearing regulation high-laced leather and thick-soled
police boots. She had no intention of being seen out of uniform.
And besides, it took forever to unlace and lace them up again. Her
defense was to pretend not to notice the polite if not firm
request.

 


Beth was reminded of her mother’s plentiful
stern house rules. She always had to take her shoes off in the hall
and put on the slippers waiting there. Even when she had
deliberately left her slippers in the bedroom, somehow they were
always by the door when she came home from school. Rebelling
against her mother’s rules brought out great feelings of triumph in
Beth and for that reason she rebelled as often as she could. Marty
followed Beth into the living room with the annoyed Mrs. Banks in
tow.

 


The dining room table caught Beth’s eye. She
knew it had to cost at least three thousand dollars. Curtains,
carpeting, and the contents of the liquor cabinet all seemed far
removed from a carpenter’s wages. Beth turned to the gloating
Emmy-Lou and asked,

“Your husband is a carpenter isn’t he?”

Emmy-Lou pointed a correcting finger and
stressed,

“Oh no, he’s a custom cabinet maker.”

 


They stood in the living room looking out the
large balcony window. The view from the twentieth floor was
spectacular. From here they could see all of downtown Westport in
the distance and the Coast Mountain Range in the background. Marty
was pleasantly taken aback by the grandeur of the view. To the left
and far below was Fisherman’s Wharf and the houseboats. Directly
across the street was Lone Tree Park. The rest of the block was
inundated with a thick overgrowth of feral bush and trees.

 


Marty turned to Beth and said,

“Mrs. Banks was the one responsible for the park
down there.”

Emmy-Lou gloated and added,

“Yes and now Mayor Gleason is actually thinking
of expropriating the remainder of the block to a foreign concern,
something to do with a hotel accommodating the ski development on
Goat Mountain. It’s on the closed-door agenda at city Council right
now. I’m organizing a protest and petition to stop it. We need a
bigger park, not a hotel”

Suddenly Marty seemed strangely agitated. She
tensed and said,

“Well you just give me that petition and I’ll be
signing it too. I’ll even join your protest group.”

Emmy-Lou slumped her shoulders and sadly
admitted,

“Well, that’s just it. They are not going to
hold a plebiscite on that issue.”

Marty retorted,

“Its city land, they have to hold public
meetings.”

Beth was wondering where Marty’s sense of civic
duty had suddenly come from. Emmy-Lou had just gained a staunch
ally in her effort to prevent the bushes next to Lone Tree Park
from being cleared for a hotel.

 


Looking at her watch and not wanting to be late
for her boyfriend, Beth decided that it was time to get on with the
interview. Before she could get started with her first question
Marty blurted out,

“Mrs. Banks, where is little Carol?”

With a dismissive wave of her hand she said,

“Oh, she’s coming home in a few minutes. She’s
just upstairs playing with her friend Robert. That’s the boy who
was also horribly accosted by that ingrate in the park. Since that
incident they have been practically inseparable.”

Beth noticed a change in Mrs. Banks when
adding,

“You’ll see Robert soon as he’s coming here for
supper.”

Marty reached into her jacket and brought out a
small tape recorder. Showing it to Mrs. Banks she asked,

“Do you mind?”

Mrs. Banks merely shrugged her shoulders. Marty
added,

“Why don’t we get your statement before Carol
comes home then?”

 


As Marty and Mrs. Banks turned and walked into
the living room, Beth remained at the large picture window enjoying
the view. While looking down into the park something caught her
attention. On the far edge of the playfield, where the bushes
started, two children, a boy and a girl came running out of the
bushes. Although they were running, it was not with a sense of
panic or urgency. The boy slightly detoured to run through the sand
box and deliberately kicked sand in all directions. They then
continued running toward Port Arms and disappeared from Beth’s view
somewhere far below.

 


Thinking no more of it, perhaps just children
late for dinner, Beth turned her attention to the interview. With
flailing hands for accent Mrs. Banks recounted her horrific story
to Marty.

“Well, it was like I said in the report. He
comes to my park every single day. He’s a real eyesore and most
certainly stares very suspiciously at all the children. He’s
nothing more than a sex pervert harassing the children.”

It was obvious to Beth that Mrs. Banks was a bad
actress, trying her best to make it sound worse than it really
was.

 


As a police officer Beth recognized Mrs. Bank’s
overzealous attempt to get rid of what she deemed a disfigurement
in the park. Until what she just heard, Beth was willing to let
Family Services handle the civil complaint. That all changed when
Mrs. Banks suddenly stepped into very deep water. She had gone from
making a civic complaint to an accusation of sexual abuse. This was
no longer a misdemeanor and for that reason Beth took over the
questioning.

“What does he do to the children?”

 


Indignant that somebody had the audacity to cut
her off she looked to Beth and curtly asked,

“Excuse me dear?”

“What does he do to justify this very serious
sexual harassment charge? Does he expose himself to the
children?”

Emmy-Lou was horrified at the frank language.
With hand to her mouth she blurted out,

“Goodness no.”

Beth continued,

“Have there been cases where children come home
and claimed to be sexually touched by him or been encouraged to
sexually touch him?”

This was not the direction Emmy-Lou thought her
accusation would go. Without realizing the full seriousness of her
complaint, simply wanting the police to arrest him she again
recoiled.

“My god no.”

“But you have just accused a man of a very
serious criminal offense. What have you got to substantiate these
sexual harassment charges?”

“Excuse me?”

“What have you seen the man do to the
children?”

As if surprised that they didn’t already know,
she tenaciously proclaimed,

“Why he’s just there isn’t he. He comes every
day and drinks a stupid cup of tea or goodness knows what is in
that disgusting cup. The children can’t play properly when there is
a pervert lurking about trying to fondle them with his eyes can
they now?”

 


Suddenly the real reason for the complaint
dawned on Beth. There was no law stopping a man from coming into a
public park and enjoying a cup of tea. The real injustice was how
he was being perceived. Unless he did something illegal, there was
nothing Beth could do about him coming to the park. Marty had been
intently listening and grew concerned about what kind of impact the
arrogant and snobbish mother had on her daughter. Did Carol think
that way as well? Was she afraid to play in the park because of the
maliciousness cast by her mother on a man sitting on a knoll?

 


Just then the front door sprung open and in
bounded two perky eight year olds. As if a spring had been snapped,
Mrs. Banks bolted out of the room to the front door and Beth knew
that it was not to greet the children. She had gone to the door to
make sure the children’s shoes were taken off. Mrs. Banks stood
over them making sure their shoes were neatly placed on the mat.
Marty noticed that little Carol did not get a hug. Robert seemed to
be well versed in the strict rituals as he too kicked off his shoes
and neatly arranged them on the mat beside Carol’s. Beth noticed
that Robert’s shoes had traces of sand in them.

 


When both children looked up to see the woman
police officer, both flinched. It was a look that Beth had seen all
too often in the eyes of a guilty party. She understood that both
had been up to something. That, and with the sand in the shoe, she
now understood that Carol and Robert were not playing upstairs but
rather in the bushes adjacent to the park.

 


Robert seemed out of place in this strict
authoritarian home. His hair was unkempt, his shirt not fully
tucked in and there were holes in the toes of both socks. If God
had ever designed a little boy made for mischief it was Robert.
Perhaps trying to hide from the police officer he stood behind
Carol. There was also a sharp contrast between the two children.
Carol was neat and clean in her pink top with a picture of a sweet
big-eyed deer embroidered in it. There was not a strand out of
place in her long curly hair. Beth thought that Carol could easily
be used as a model for the image of an angel.

 


Marty, recognizing hesitancy in the children
took the initiative and introduced herself to them. Then, looking
to Beth added,

“And this is my friend Beth. It’s her job to
protect the children in the park.”

Beth noticed that she was not being introduced
as ‘Constable’ or ‘Police officer Palmer’. It was a simple and
warm, ‘my friend Beth.’ At that, Beth produced her very best
friendly smile that instantly melted both children.

 


Because Beth wanted to talk to the children
without the mother interfering or influencing their response she
asked to have a few minutes alone with them. Marty and Mrs. Banks
wandered back to the big picture window where Mrs. Banks constantly
looked back to the children. Beth took a lesson from Marty about
being on the same level as the children. When Carol and Robert sat
cross-legged on the living room rug, Beth did the same, crossing
her legs and facing them. Robert couldn’t take his wide eyes off
Beth’s service revolver.

 


At the picture window, Marty again soaked up the
splendor of the view. This was the highest she had even been. She
had never been in an airplane or to a mountaintop looking down into
the town where she was born. She had never even been over to
Huntley. Mrs. Banks’ attention had now pulled away from her
daughter and over toward Fisherman’s Wharf. Marty thought a dark
moody shroud had encompassed Mrs. Banks and wondered what she was
staring at way over there. The serenity of the peaceful ocean and
the docks filled with houseboats didn’t seem to warrant any
despondency.
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