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Scene One
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Twenty-six years old and still not
married, according to her mother. Constable Laine Barrett left the
station after shift change and briefing. Her first call was a minor
roadside incident which turned out to be nothing much. Pickup in a
shallow ditch. That was on Brittelsfield Road, and then dispatch
wanted her somewhere else.

The next incident was just some old
fellow who had pulled off to answer his cellular phone and got
sucked in by the dense snow, plowed off to one side. He couldn’t
get it going again. He was another one with no snow tires. He and
the wife were very apologetic. She was legally blind or maybe she
would have been able to answer while they kept going. They’d been
meaning to get around to buying snow tires.

Two in a row.

She’d seen a few of them
lately.

Dispatch advised her to hold up in a
central location.

Proceeding north on Pontiac Road, a
north-south gravel side-road with no houses for several kilometres
in each direction, there was a car coming towards her. She kept
well to the right in the blowing, drifting snow flurries, checking
her rear-view mirror as the oncoming car passed her patrol vehicle.
It was all open fields out here, and there was nothing to stop the
snow from drifting across the road. Her car punched through the
small drifts with ease.

The other vehicle seemed to be going
pretty slow, and with a quick look in the side-mirror, she noted
the light over the rear license plate was burned out.

There were no houses and hence no
driveways along this stretch. What were they doing there at all? It
was the middle of nowhere. She backed off and slowed down. She
managed a three-point turn, keeping it on the hard surface, which
with gravel sticking out and frozen into it, had pretty good
traction. She set off in cautious pursuit.

The small silver car stopped at the
next intersection. He signaled and then turned left. There was
nothing down there for at least a couple of kilometres.

Again, the vehicle didn’t seem to be
going very fast. It was an eighty kilometre per hour zone. Most
people did go a bit faster than that, even in the worst conditions
sometimes. They knew what they could get away with consistently.
Laine gradually came up close behind the vehicle and then hit the
lights.

The driver pulled over immediately,
doing a nice, calm, professional job of it with no games and no
hesitation.

 


***

 


After reading off the license plate
for dispatch and listening for a moment, Laine hung up the
dashboard microphone, and stepped out of the car. They had nothing
on the registered owner. The owner was a local resident. A ten
year-old car, it was really not a desirable item for
thieves.

It was best to keep an open mind,
though

She kept her hand on her holster and
approached the driver’s door. There appeared to be only one
occupant.
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