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Chapter One

Sheriff Dan Rhodes didn’t believe that the Blacklin County Jail was haunted.  Neither did Lawton, the jailor.

But the dispatcher, Hack Jensen, said that it didn’t make any difference what they believed.

“Those fellas back there in the cells believe it,” he said.  “And that’s all that matters.”

Lawton was leaning with one shoulder on the frame of the door that led to the lower cellblock.  He had his hands clasped around the handle of the push broom that he held in front of him, right hand high, left hand low.  He had a hard round stomach, and his olive-drab coveralls were a little strained across the middle.

It had been threatening rain all day.  There was a flash of lightning outside, followed by a roll of thunder that rattled the windows.

“Good day for ghosts,” Lawton said.  “I remember that we had some dealin’s with a haint not so long ago.  In that college out there at Obert.”

Rhodes wondered just what Lawton meant by “we,” since the way he remembered it, he was the only one who’d really been involved in that little incident.  But Rhodes knew better than to say anything.  If he did, he’d just hurt Lawton’s feelings.

Hack, on the other hand, didn’t seem to care whose feelings he hurt.

“Wasn’t a ghost,” he said.  “Just a dead man.”

Lawton shifted his weight on his short legs.  “Dead man’s just about the next thing to a ghost, I guess.  You could look it up on that computer of yours.”

Hack was the dispatcher, and he had argued for years that the jail needed a computer.  Now that he had one, he was inordinately proud of the things it could do.  Lawton, who wasn’t as enamored of technology as Hack was, liked to tease him about the new machine.

Hack grinned.  “That’s right.  I could look it up, all right.  If I wanted to.”

“Right.  It’s all part of the information in that GCIC thing.”

Hack stopped grinning.  Rhodes knew why.  Hack didn’t like for anyone to make slighting remarks about the computer.  At the beginning of the Obert college case, Hack had explained to Lawton about the computer’s link to the National Crime Investigation Center, and Lawton had suggested that they tap into the Ghost Crime Investigation Center for some up-to-date information on what was going on in Obert.  Hack hadn’t thought it was funny.

“There’s no such thing as the GCIC,” Hack said now.  “And you know it.  But I can by God find out about jailhouse ghosts on the Internet.”

The jail’s Internet connection was new.  Hack had suggested it to Rhodes, who had seen the value of it and had signed the jail up with a provider.

“All right, let’s see what you can find,” Lawton said, pushing his broom over to Hack’s desk.

There was another rumble of thunder.  The windows shook in their frames.

“Maybe I oughta unplug the computer,” Hack said.  “Wouldn’t want to take a chance on it getting hit by lightning.”

“You got one of those lightning spike protectors, don’t you?” Lawton asked.

Hack nodded.

“Then what’re you afraid of.”

“Nothing,” Hack said. “Come on over here and have a look.”

Lawton walked over to the dispatcher’s desk.  When the two of them were close together, they seemed to Rhodes to have a strong resemblance to the old comedy team of Abbott and Costello.  Hack was tall, with slicked-back hair, a thin gray moustache, and a skeptical look, while Lawton had the smooth, round face of an altar boy who was about to snatch the halo off a cherub.

“Just let me call up a search engine,” Hack said.

“Is that like a car engine?” Lawton asked.

Hack didn’t deign to answer.  Rhodes got up from his desk and strolled over to the desk to watch Hack type “jail ghost” into the blank on the search engine’s home page.

“Now watch this,” Hack said, clicking on the “go” button.

He got only one response, a link to something called the Sydney Institute of Technology.  Hack clicked on the link and a new screen appeared, revealing that the Sydney Institute was apparently holding classes in the old Darlinghurst Gaol, ’way Down Under.

“That supposed to be goal?” Lawton asked.

“It’s the way they spell jail in Australia sometimes,” Hack said.  “See?  It says it right there.  J-a-i-l.  They have to put that in for people who never took much English in school.”

Lawton looked skeptical.  “If they wanted to spell jail, why didn’t they just do it in the first place?  Doesn’t make any sense to me.”

“There’s a lot of things don’t make any sense to you,” Hack said.  “See what it says there?  You can take a class and find out about the convicts and gamblers.”  He gave Lawton a significant look.  “The gallows, too.”

“Maybe so,” Lawton said.  “Don’t see anything about ghosts, though.” 

Rhodes figured it was time for him to step in.  If he didn’t, the two old men would argue all day.

“It mentioned ghosts on the other page,” he said.  “The first one we looked at.”

Lawton shrugged.  “Could be.  Doesn’t say anything here, though, does it?  Besides, who’d want to go to classes in a jail if they didn’t have to?”

“Maybe somebody that wanted to learn something,” Hack said.  “Somebody that didn’t want to stay ignorant all his life.”

“Maybe we could offer some classes here.” Lawton said.  “Tell ’em about that ghost we got.”

“Good idea,” Hack said.  “We could build us a gallows and hang somebody as a demonstration.”

It was pretty clear who he had in mind.  So Rhodes changed the subject.

“I haven’t seen any ghost,” he said.

“Me neither,” Lawton said.  “I don’t believe in ’em, myself.  It’s an ignorant superstition.”

“Doesn’t matter whether you believe in ’em or not,” Hack said, and Rhodes had a strong feeling that this was where he’d come in.

So before Hack could say anything about what “those fellas back in the cells” believed, Rhodes said, “Has anybody seen the ghost lately?”

Lawton straightened up.  “Just Lank Rollins.”

Rollins, whose habit of passing hot checks made him a frequent resident of the jail cells, was the one who’d started the whole thing.  He claimed to have been sleeping soundly in his bunk when he was awakened by a cold breeze across his face.  When he looked up, he saw a dark shadow moving across his cell.  He tried to call out, but his throat “closed up like somebody stuck a rag down it.”  And when he tried to get out of the bunk, his blanket wrapped itself around him until he was “swaddled up like one of those Egyptian mummies.”

That was the way Lawton had found him in the morning, lying rigidly in his wrappings, flat on his back on the bunk, unable to move.

Rhodes figured that Rollins had simply had a restless night and tangled himself in his blanket, not that it made any difference in the long run.

“Once one of them fellas gets an idea in his head,” Hack said, “you can’t get it out.  And then ever’body else catches it.”

Rhodes nodded.  It was easy for rumors to get started in a jail, and the other five prisoners had picked up on the idea that a ghost was roaming around in their midst in about ten minutes after Rollins told Lawton the story.  Before long, everyone was seeing or hearing the apparition.

One man swore he saw it in the showers.  Another said that he heard it moaning in the corner of a vacant cell.  And one said that it had walked right through the bars and stared at him.

Rhodes had asked what it looked like.

The man said, “A big black shadow,” which was the way that everyone described it.

Rhodes thought they were seriously lacking in imagination.

“One thing I got to give that ghost credit for,” Lawton said, leaning on the door frame.  “It’s got all those fellas readin’ their Bibles like crazy.”

“Even Tobin,” Hack said.

Andy Tobin, who had a drinking problem that landed him in jail fairly frequently, was the current jailhouse lawyer.  Before the appearance of the ghost, he had been a consistent troublemaker, the kind of prisoner who spent most of his time filing grievances and going through law books to prepare suits against the county, against the commissioners, against Rhodes, against Hack and Lawton, and, for all Rhodes knew, against the president and the congress.

“Tobin’s the worst one of all,” Lawton said.  “He hasn’t had his nose out of that Bible for the past five days.”

Rhodes went back to his desk.  It was nice to know that the ghost was having a good effect on the prisoners’ spiritual lives, which could probably use some improvement.  But he was afraid any improvement that resulted would be only temporary.  Before long, they’d find something else to distract them, and the ghost would be forgotten.

“The latest is, they’re sayin’ it’s the ghost of old Ham Walker,” Lawton said.

“Ham Walker,” Hack said.  “How in the world do they know about him?”

“Nearly everybody knows about him,” Rhodes said.  “I heard about him when I was just a kid.”

It was a story that mothers in Blacklin County had for years told their children in an attempt to encourage better behavior.  According to the most popular version of the tale, Walker had been found hanged in a cell only a few weeks after the jail opened more than seventy years before.

There was a persistent rumor that the hanging had not been a suicide.  Walker supposedly had been assisted on his way to the afterlife by the sheriff and his deputies, all of whom had alibied each other.  Rhodes didn’t believe that part of the story in the least, though the part about Walker having hanged himself was true enough.  It was in the jail records.

“Maybe that explains why the prisoners are bein’ so well behaved,” Hack said.  “They’re afraid you’ll slip back there some night and hang ever’ last one of ’em.”

“Wouldn’t be a bad idea,” Lawton said.  “I’m gettin’ tired of seein’ that Lank Tobin in here all the time.”

He was about to expand on that idea when the telephone rang.

Hack answered and then listened for a while to someone with an excited voice that Rhodes could hear all the way across the room, though he couldn’t make out the words.  Hack wrote down all the information he was given and assured the caller that the sheriff was on the way.

“On the way to where?” Rhodes asked when Hack hung up.

“To the cemetery.  That was Clyde Ballinger on the line.  He says there’s a dead man in one of the graves out there.”

“Now there’s a surprise,” Lawton said.


Chapter Two

The rain started coming down hard just as Rhodes left the jail, and he ran to the county car with his raincoat flapping around his legs.

The sky was black as night until another bolt of lightning flashed, backlighting the jail and making it look to Rhodes a little like the Castle of Frankenstein.  The slam of the car door was drowned out by a whip-crack of thunder.

Rhodes started the car, then turned on the wipers and the headlights.  The wipers sluiced water off the windshield, and Rhodes wheeled off toward the cemetery with his headlights reflecting off the slick and shiny street.

To get there he had to drive through downtown Clearview.  As depressing as the day was already, a drive through downtown wasn’t going to improve things.

For one thing, there wasn’t much of a downtown left.  Rhodes looked out at the buildings from the car.  Most of them were deserted, and a couple had recently collapsed as a result of age and neglect.  The noise, according to those who’d heard it, had been louder than the thunder that was presently booming overhead.  One of the walls had fallen across the sidewalk and into the street, blocking passage for two days until the rubble could be cleared away.  Rhodes suspected that the buildings would never even be repaired, much less restored.

Clearview had been a thriving place when Rhodes was a boy, or so it had seemed to him.  He could remember Saturday afternoons when the sidewalks of the main street were so crowded that you could hardly walk.  Everybody was in town, including all the farmers who had then lived in the surrounding countryside.

On the street-corner near one of the drugstores there was always a skinny Pentecostal evangelist who wore a suit and tie even in the middle of the summer and preached to the passersby through a cheap amplifier that sat on the hood of his car.  Hardly anyone ever stopped to listen to him, but he stayed there all day, preaching until well after dark since the crowd didn’t begin to thin out until the stores closed around eight o’clock.

There had been three movie theaters in Clearview then, three five-and-dime stores, five or six department stores, four drugstores, a shoe store, four grocery stores, a furniture store, two jewelry stores, a bookstore, and a couple of cafes, one of which served the best hot roast beef sandwiches Rhodes had ever eaten.  He remembered the brown gravy that covered the open-face sandwich, and the mashed potatoes with more brown gravy that were served on the side.

Now there were no cafes downtown, and no theaters at all.  The skinny evangelist was long gone.  If you wanted to see a movie, you rented a video or drove to a city; if you wanted to see an evangelist, you just turned on your TV set.  And if you wanted a hot roast beef sandwich, well, in that case you were completely out of luck.  As far as Rhodes knew, there was no place left in Texas that served them.

There were a couple of drugstores in town now, but they were nothing like the ones Rhodes remembered, places where he had bought hand-packed ice cream cones, comic books, cherry phosphates, and chocolate malts that you could turn upside down without spilling a drop.  

There was still one grocery store near downtown, but no jewelry stores, furniture stores, or shoe stores.  There was no bookstore.  There were two department stores, but they were barely hanging on.  The place had almost become a ghost town, which Rhodes supposed was appropriate, considering that the jail was now being haunted.

That didn’t mean there was no life or commercial activity in Clearview.  There was plenty, and most of it was at the Wal-Mart, located out on the highway, where its parking lot was full at all hours.  It seemed to draw people like flypaper drew flies.  Not that anyone would remember what flypaper was.

Rhodes drove past the collapsed buildings.  One of them was mostly just a pile of rubble.  The streetlights were on, and in the ghostly blue glow the building looked as if it had been hit by a bomb.  Bricks were still lying all over the sidewalk, which was blocked off by a single strand of yellow plastic with the word CAUTION printed on it in black every few inches.

When Rhodes had been much younger, the building had housed a tire and appliance store.  He could remember the strong smell of the rubber when he stood in the back of the store to watch Noah Elarton balance tires, mark them with chalk and hammer the lead weights onto the rims.

There was no one standing anywhere around now, and Rhodes didn’t even see any other cars on the street.

He drove on to the cemetery and went straight in through the wide-open gates.  The road was lined with crape myrtle trees that had been severely trimmed.  They’d be blooming in another few months, but now they were stark and bare.  The cedars farther from the road were green, and so were the oaks, but they looked black in the gloom of the day.  A lightning flash threw shadows on the road, and thunder shook the car.

Rhodes didn’t know exactly where the grave he was looking for was located, but he thought it would be easy to find.  And it was.  There was a canopy set up off to the right, and Rhodes turned in that direction.

He stopped the car behind a black Cadillac from which Clyde Ballinger emerged, raising a huge black umbrella over his head.  Rhodes got out and joined him.

“Nice day,” Ballinger said.

Ballinger wore a black suit, a white shirt, a black tie, and shiny black shoes that had just a little bit of mud on them.  He was smiling and cheerful, as he usually was, and he didn’t look like an undertaker, or a funeral director, as they were called these days.  Or maybe that was out of fashion, too.  For all Rhodes knew they were called “grief managers.”

“Perfect,” Rhodes said.  “It just doesn’t get any better than this.”

A drop of cold rain got under his raincoat collar and rolled down his neck.  Rhodes hated umbrellas, and he hated hats.  He thought he was probably the only sheriff in all of Texas’ two hundred and fifty-four counties who didn’t own a Stetson.  Usually he didn’t regret that fact.  Today, he did.

“Let’s go see what the trouble is,” he said.

They walked across the wet grass to the dark green canopy.  The bottoms of Rhodes’s pants legs got heavier with every step.

The ground under the canopy had been spread with fake grass of an odd light-green color more likely to be found on the floor of a domed stadium than anywhere outside.  It was just as wet as the real thing, however.  

A nearby mound of dirt was also discreetly covered with the fake grass, but Rhodes could smell the rooty odor of newly-dug earth.  Folding chairs were lined up for the mourners to sit in.  The wind flapped the edges of the canopy, but at least it was a little drier under there.  The rain pounded on the canvas over their heads.

“I came out here to check on things,” Ballinger said.  He folded the umbrella and shook off some of the raindrops.  “The way I always do.  That’s when I found him.”

“Who?” Rhodes asked.

“Whoever’s in that grave.  I couldn’t tell who it was, and I didn’t want to find out.  I figure that’s what the county pays you the big bucks to do.”

Rhodes stepped over to the grave and looked.  There was a man lying face down at the bottom.

Lightning ripped across the sky and thunder rolled.  Rhodes felt for just a second as if he’d stumbled onto the set of an old Universal horror movie from the 1940s.  He looked out through the rain, half expecting to see Lon Chaney, Jr., slink across the graveyard and skulk behind an obelisk to wait for the rising of the full moon.

He didn’t see Chaney, but he did see someone.

The cemetery was on a hill, and as Rhodes looked down toward the bottom, past all the tombstones, he saw someone, or something, run out of the trees.  Because of the rain and the sooty darkness of the sky, he couldn’t be sure who or what it was.  It flickered out of the trees and into a clearing, followed closely by another shadowy figure, and then the two of them disappeared into the trees again.

“This is supposed to be Terry McCoy’s grave,” Ballinger said.  “His wife requested a hand-dug grave, and that’s what she got.  We did the job and got everything set up late yesterday because of the weather forecast.”

“Do you see anything down there?” Rhodes asked, pointing toward the clearing.

“Just the railroad tracks, and they’ve been there since long before I was born.  Why?”

“I thought I saw somebody run out of the trees on this side of the tracks.”

“Not in this weather.  Who’d be out on a day like this?  Except us, and we have to be here, or at least you do.  Anyway, I was telling you about this grave.  It’s for Travis McCoy.”

McCoy had been a retired school teacher.  Rhodes hadn’t known him very well though the newspaper had said he was very popular with his students.  Rhodes looked at the stone at the head of the grave.  The inscription on one side of it said:

TRAVIS MCCOY

MARCH 23, 1919

JUNE 1, 1999

The other side of the stone read:

ELIZABETH GATLIN MCCOY

JANUARY 5, 1920

Second date pending, Rhodes thought, not certain what was making him so morbid.  Maybe it was the ghost in the jail.

Or maybe it was the dead man who was lying there in the wrong grave.

Rhodes wondered how he was going to get down in the grave and have a look at the body.  The weather had already played havoc with the crime scene, but he didn’t want to do any more damage than necessary.

“The McCoy funeral’s at two,” Ballinger said.  “Not that I’m rushing you, but it’s already past eleven o’clock.”

“Don’t worry,” Rhodes said.  “I’m not rushing.”

He sat on the edge of the grave, wondering how he’d ever get the mud out of his pants and raincoat, and slid down.  He managed to land on his feet at the bottom.  His shoes slipped on the slick earth, but he managed to avoid stepping on the body, which was that of a short, thin man wearing jeans, leather hiking shoes, and a camo windbreaker.

As far as Rhodes could see there were no clues lying there, so he turned the body over and looked at its face.

“It’s Ty Berry,” he said, without surprise.

“Oh, Lord,” Ballinger said.  “Tell me he died of a heart attack.”

“I could tell you that, but it wouldn’t be the truth.”

“Why not?”

“Because somebody shot him,” Rhodes said.


Chapter Three

Ty Berry was, or had been, the president of the Clearview Sons and Daughters of Texas, a group devoted to the preservation of landmarks and the history of Clearview and Blacklin County.  Berry himself had been interested in every aspect of the county’s past.  No detail had been too trivial or obscure for his attention.  

Rhodes had attended a recent meeting of the county commissioners at which Berry had been accused by one of them of having far too much love for anything in the county that was old and useless.

Berry gave him a cold look and said, “There are some old, useless men I don’t love.  Some of them, I don’t even like very much.”

The commissioner hadn’t been amused, and he hadn’t done much in the way of supporting Berry’s latest project, which had been increasing the protection of all the cemeteries in the Blacklin County, including the one located within the Clearview city limits.

Berry had brought the presidents of twelve different cemetery associations with him to the meeting.  Each of them represented one of the small private cemeteries that were scattered over the county, and all had the same complaint: someone had been looting their cemeteries, stealing statues, urns, and even obelisks, stelae and tombstones.

The commissioners were skeptical.  Some of them appeared to think that the losses were due to something like the natural deterioration of materials.

“If people stole that kind of stuff, what would they do with it?” Jay Bowman asked.

Bowman was a big, red-faced man who represented Precinct Four, which contained three of the cemeteries represented by the association presidents who were there.

“Sell it,” Berry said.

“Those markers all have names on them,” Bowman said.  “Who’d buy them?”

“They sand off the names and dates,” Berry said.  “Then they sell them at flea markets.”

Bowman shook his head as if he were having a hard time believing what he was hearing.

“I don’t get it.  Who’d want anything like that?”

“You’d be surprised,” Berry said.

“Probably.  But what about that other stuff you were telling us about.  Urns, statues, things like that.  People really buy that?”

“Yes,” Berry said.  “But not always at flea markets.  Some of those items are valuable as antiques.  People even use them to decorate their homes.”

“Cemetery chic,” said Jerry Purcell from Precinct Three.

Purcell was tall and skinny and had a face webbed by a thousand wrinkles, give or take ten or twelve.  His fingers worked constantly as he sat at the table because when he wasn’t smoking a cigarette, he couldn’t figure out what to do with his hands.  And there was no smoking allowed in the meeting room, or any of the rooms in county buildings.

“You could call it that,” Berry said.

“I can see how people could take things from the county cemeteries,” Bowman said.  “But the one in Clearview’s right in town.  It has gates on it.  And a caretaker.”

“Makes no difference,” Berry said.  “The gates are never locked, day or night.  I’ve never even seen them closed.  And the caretaker doesn’t live there any more.  There hasn’t been anyone living on the grounds there in years.  People go in and out at all hours.”

Rhodes knew that was true.  The deputies tried to patrol the place, especially on weekends, to keep out the local teenagers who found it a nice, quiet place to park.  That was one thing that hadn’t changed in Clearview.  Rhodes could remember having parked there a time or two himself, a long time ago.

“So what do you want us to do about all this?” Purcell asked.

“I want you to have the sheriff put a stop to it,” Berry said, which was exactly what Rhodes had been expecting.

The trouble was, it wouldn’t be possible, not unless he got very lucky or unless the commissioners hired ten or eleven more deputies, neither of which was the least bit likely.  There were so many little cemeteries sprinkled around the county that it would be impossible even to visit all of them on any particular night, and leaving a deputy on watch at one of them for any extended period of time would deprive some other part of the county of an expected patrol.

That was the way the commissioners saw it, too, and Berry had been quite upset.  But he’d behaved himself well.  He hadn’t shouted or made any other demands.  Instead he’d simply said that he’d patrol the cemeteries himself.  Six of the cemetery association presidents had said they’d do the same, and the other six had promised that, while they wouldn’t be going out on patrol themselves, they had people in the association who’d be more than glad to do so.

Rhodes knew that at least some of those who set themselves up as cemetery guardians would be armed, most of them legally so, thanks to the fact that it was now legal to carry concealed firearms in Texas, just as long as the carrier had been through the proper course of education.  Rhodes figured that was just what the county needed: cemetery vigilantes.

He’d recommended that the sheriff’s office be given a little time to try to put a stop to things, but that hadn’t satisfied Berry.

“You haven’t done anything in the last six months,” he said.  “In six more, there won’t be a statue or an urn left in the county.  In a year, there might not be any gravestones.”

Rhodes thought that was a pretty big exaggeration, and he was sure Berry knew it was, too.  Not that it made any difference.

“It’s a free country,” Berry said.  “At least it used to be.  If we want to drive past the cemeteries at night, we have a right to do it.”

Rhodes couldn’t argue with that, or he hadn’t thought he could at the time.

Now that it was too late, he wished he had.  Maybe if he’d argued, Berry wouldn’t be lying there at his feet in an open grave that was meant for someone else.

Rhodes looked at Berry’s face.  The worry-line that Rhodes remembered being between his eyebrows was still there, but right at the top of it was a small hole, probably made by a .22 caliber bullet.  There was no exit wound.  A .22 was likely just to rattle around inside the skull, scrambling the brain like a skillet full of eggs until it slowed to a stop.

Rhodes scanned the ground around the body, but he didn’t see anything that looked like a clue to who had killed Berry, or why.  He bent down and lifted the body to look beneath it.  Berry’s body was light as a child’s.

There was nothing on the ground, so Rhodes lowered the body and looked up at Ballinger.

“Help me out of here,” he said, putting up a dirty hand.

Ballinger backed away a step.  “You might pull me down in there with you.  I have some men on the way.  They’ll help you out.”

Rhodes didn’t mind the wait.  He used the time to examine Berry’s clothing and the slick walls of the grave.  He didn’t find anything resembling a clue, though he did locate Berry’s wallet and pick-up keys, both of which seemed to rule out robbery as a motive.  Rhodes could see at the top edge of the grave a place where the dirt was disturbed.  Berry had probably been standing there when he’d been shot.

After about five minutes Rhodes heard a vehicle pull to a stop nearby.  Two doors slammed, and two men came over to the grave.

“The sheriff’s down there,” Ballinger told them.  “Along with that body I told you about.  He needs a little help to get out.  The sheriff, not the body.”

One of the men stepped over and looked down at Rhodes.

“Hey, Sheriff,” he said.  “Who else is that down there with you?”

Rhodes didn’t recognize the man.  He said, “It’s Ty Berry.  How about getting us out of here?”

“Him first,” the man said.

Rhodes lifted Berry up easily enough, and Ballinger’s two helpers pulled him up to ground level, where they laid him on a gurney they’d brought with them.  They’d worked for Ballinger long enough to be almost casual about it.  

When they had things arranged to their satisfaction, they returned to the grave and helped Rhodes climb out.  By the time he reached the top, his shoes were covered with mud, which he tracked on the fake grass.

“Don’t worry about it,” Ballinger said.  “I’ll get it cleaned off before the funeral.”

His helpers pushed the gurney over to the hearse.  They’d put the body in a plastic bag, so it wasn’t getting rained on.  Rhodes could hear the rain popping against the plastic.

“You want me to call Doctor White?” Ballinger asked. 

White did autopsies for the county.  Rhodes told Ballinger to make the call.

“What about Berry’s family?”

Berry was a life-long bachelor, but he probably had relatives who would have to be notified.  Rhodes dreaded making the call, but since he was the one who’d have to find out who the relatives were, he was the logical one to do the calling.

“I’ll take care of that part,” Rhodes said.

“What about the McCoy funeral?” Ballinger wanted to know.  “Can we go ahead with it?”

Rhodes didn’t think there was anything in the grave that would help him, and there was no trace of any other evidence that he could see.  There was no .22 casing lying on the fake grass, no footprints except for those left by Berry as he fell, no sign that anyone had been there at all.
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