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Introduction

 

The Dinosaur in Central Park is a short story written when I was exploring ideas for the novel Reviver. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Unlike Reviver, there are no guns and no profanities, just intrigue. 
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It is said the trophy on the wall of seventy-five-year-old Herman Schott’s office is made of resin, but I didn’t believe a word of it. You can make a lot of things with resin – I have a bunch of wizards, dwarves, and warriors made of resin in a display case to remind me of my role-playing days – but resin has its limits. It struggles to look old. I don’t mean that it can’t look old, only that it is difficult to make it so. It takes a true artist to age a resin sculpture, and there are many who try. I’ve seen their work and been fooled by it. But the skull mounted on the wall behind Herman Schott’s desk didn’t fool me. Blame it on my youth, but I know a dinosaur when I see one.

“That’s a triceratops,” I said, when Schott steepled his fingers beneath his chin.

“It is,” he said, with one of those practiced sly smiles that rich old men have a monopoly on. “I happen to like dinosaurs, though not with quite the same fervour as my great grandson, Daniel. But I knew about triceratops when I was his age – six years old. Daniel’s seven, of course. And when happenstance presented me with an artist who could make one, I commissioned her to do so.”

I checked my notes, curling the paper on my ring-bound pad. “Sandra Jefferson?”

“The very same.” Schott took a sip of coffee from the china cup on his desk. “Incredible eye. Such detail. She even aged it accordingly.”

“She aged it?”

“Yes.” Schott turned in his chair to look up at the horned beast. “Such attention to detail. She added cracks, you know? As if they pulled the skull out of the desert.” He pointed at the central horn. “You’ll have to stand to look at it, but there, at the tip, there’s a line where she added scratches from the sand. I tell Daniel it was from the archaeologist’s brush, and that next time they should use a softer one.” Schott turned back to his desk to sip more coffee. He cast another sly smile. “Daniel thinks this skull is real. I do hope you won’t rob him of that illusion in your article. By all means, write what you will. Just be creative in how you call it a fake.”

“No,” I said. “Quite the opposite, in fact.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, Mr Schott. I intend to prove that your skull is the genuine article.”
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The idea came to me when a colleague of mine wrote the article to end all articles on Herman Schott and his empire. She was given the Schott seal of approval, allowed to dig into the company archives, to question current and former employees, and was even given access to overseas representatives who Schott flew into New York to be interviewed. The article ran over three weeks, but the material Judith Whatson collected could easily have filled three volumes of a biography. I wondered when she was going to quit her job to write it.

“Not just yet,” she would say. “But I’m thinking about it.”

I was thinking about it too, and not even for the obvious reason that Judith’s position would be vacant, and that I was the best journalist the paper had to fill it. 

“If you leave,” I said, back when she was adjusting the Schott article as per the latest editorial revisions. 

“Yes?”

“Can I see your notes? Before you take them with you.”
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