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      For months, I had been studying the historic lay of the land by looking at the trees. I could spot, thanks to Dad’s training, old homesteads by the presence of towering oaks, and I could tell where fence lines used to run by watching for the spires of cedar stretching across the fields. Sycamores told me where water was and where it had been in the recent past, and dogwoods signaled the edges of forests and farmyards that had once been. These signs had been easiest to spot in winter.

      Now, though, I was torturing Sawyer on every car ride by pointing out the daffodil stems and iris fronds that were poking up along the side of the road. Clumps of the bright green bulbs hung to the root balls of trees, and alongside the lane to our own farmhouse, I’d just spotted daffodils and crocus coming up in what would be a bright swath of color for us and for our neighbors.

      My favorite batches of flowers, though, were the ones that came up where they seemed spontaneous. Along the edges of the road or in patches of pasture gone wild. These were the remnants of homes and families long gone. These were the bursts of sunshine they saw in the days when winter felt like it might never lift. I looked at these flowers – and urged Sawyer to, even when he literally growled at my suggestion – because these were the things that tied us to the people before.

      And that was my work – pulling the pieces of history out of the past and setting them in the now. That’s how I thought of architectural salvage, and, today, Sawyer and I were on the way to my newest salvage job at an old warehouse that had, in its final iteration after a hundred years of use, been a small printing house for letterpress books.

      I’d gotten the lead about the building from a subscriber to my newsletter, where each month I told a story about a building or some aspect of history from our area and then talked about my salvage work. My subscriber list had been growing pretty steadily as people heard about what I did and realized I could talk about the places they loved and tell them stories they hadn’t yet heard. Now, I was getting a few leads off every piece, and this warehouse was the most exciting so far.

      The building wasn’t sprawling like warehouses often are, which was good because I didn’t have a big crew. What I did have, though, was my best friend’s Uncle Saul, who had decided to become a silent partner in my business. He ran his own construction crew but as he climbed into his seventies had decided that doing the physical work wasn’t really in his best interest. He had a great foreman, too, so when I had a new job to scout, he came along with me.

      As Sawyer and I pulled up to the warehouse, I spotted Saul’s truck, and then I saw Saul with his suntanned and wrinkled face and his bright-yellow hard hat up in a third-story window. He gave a quick wave and a thumbs up before he turned back into the building. I sighed with relief. His signal meant the building was sturdy and at least relatively safe, so Sawyer could come in with me. He would have enjoyed a movie in his car seat for a bit if necessary, but I didn’t love doing that often. Plus, I really liked showing my son what his mother’s work was. Not to mention that Sawyer loved scoping out a chance to climb at any opportunity he could find.

      “Okay, Little Man, let’s get your hard hat and go exploring,” I said with a smile into the rearview mirror.

      “I ready!” he said and did the fist bump of excitement I’d taught him. “Let’s go!”

      Before getting out of the car, I poured a small bit of water into a travel bowl and set it on the floor of the passenger seat so that our cat, Beauregard, who had insisted on coming this morning, could drink. Beau didn’t travel because of adventure. Beau traveled because he liked the heated seat. I didn’t mind. He was fun to have along, especially when I had to give him a chance to do his business and walk him on his leash. A cat on a leash, it turned out, was a small but very real joy for many people who saw him.

      In the back seat, I unbuckled Sawyer, handed him his toddler-sized and very real hard-hat, and held his hand as we made our way toward the warehouse. The building was two stories of brick, and it featured a central door that made it look a bit like the barns that were much more common than warehouses in this part of Virginia. The windows above the door were leaded glass, and most of them were still intact, a fact that I considered a miracle given how bored teenagers are in the country.

      As we stood on the small porch that served as a loading dock, I took a quick look at the land around us. It was mostly pasture, but I could see, just off the side of the building, an abandoned set of railway tracks that explained why the warehouse had been set here, seemingly in the middle of nowhere, at one point. I told my phone to remind me to look up the short-line railroads in this area.

      Then, Sawyer and I went in, and I was immediately awestruck. The entire back of the space was made of windows, windows of all different sizes and styles that had been cobbled together to create this cascade of sunlight on the floor of the building.

      I took a quick scan of the room, saw no gaping pits in the floor or open elevator shafts, and let go of Sawyer’s hand so he could explore and I could get a look at this window wall. It was magnificent and reminded me of those impromptu greenhouses that people made from recycled windows, only much more striking in its size.

      “Pretty impressive, huh?” a voice said from across the room.

      I turned and saw Saul smiling as he held Sawyer on his shoulders. “I’ll say,” I whispered as I touched my fingers to a nine-pane window. “We can salvage these, right? I might be able to sell them as a wall.”

      “Just what I was thinking,” Saul said as he and Sawyer walked over. “Looks like they’re attached with brackets of some sort. Should be easy enough to get down.” He slid Sawyer off his shoulders, and my son barreled into me with the force of a waist-high bull.

      “Awesome,” I said as I took Sawyer’s hand and moved around the room. I saw a few wooden boxes, and some of the beams overhead looked usable, as did the vintage light fixtures. But I was really most interested in sat in a dark corner near the wooden stairs at the back of the building: three, antique, letterpress printing machines.

      The owner had mentioned they’d be here and said that while he knew they had some value, he just didn’t have the time to sell them and hoped I’d be able to find them a good home. I had no doubt of that. The trick was going to be for me to part with them.

      Each of the machines stood about shoulder-high, and while each one was distinct from the others, they all featured some components made from wood and some from iron. I’d done some research in preparation for this visit, so I was able to do a quick once-over of the machines to see if they were complete. From what I could see, they all had their ink plates and their rollers, but at least one needed new trucks, well, old trucks that worked like new ones. I felt confident I could get the parts they needed or find someone who specialized in the machines and would buy them because they could also get the parts.

      As I ran my fingers over the ink plate of the largest machine, Sawyer said, “Look, Mommy, books,” and ran over with a stack of saddle-stitched booklets.

      I smiled. I could tell, just from the look of the covers with their purple-inked trillium and the titles “Poems for a Virginia Spring” that these were some of the books printed here in this building. I took the books from Saw before he could destroy them and flipped through one. It was full of beautiful illustrations of flowers, and each image was paired with a brief poem. I started to read one but was quickly distracted by the sound of little feet on wooden stairs.

      Saul was right behind him, and I decided I didn’t want to miss out on seeing what was upstairs. I tucked one copy of the book in my pocket and slipped the rest back into a box before following Saul up the staircase into a surprisingly bright loft space. Clearly, this had been the main storage area for all of the businesses that had operated out of the building. I could see more books and also crates marked with the name of a local orchard that was still in business a ways up the road. In one corner, I found rolls and rolls of labels for tomatoes, and I wondered how many farmers had dropped their wagons full of produce at this building when it was a cannery. I made another note in my phone to look up whether tomatoes had been carried by rail.

      I could feel myself getting excited. All of this stuff would sell – people loved vintage things that had ties to food – but more, I couldn’t wait to research what businesses had operated in the warehouse over the years. That was going to make a great story for my newsletter.

      Saul and I made another quick pass through the building and then stepped out back to just be sure there wasn’t anything lying around that might be useful to Saul or sellable for me. In the past, we’d found stacks of T-posts for fencing that I’d been able to sell for two dollars a pop to a local farmer, and, at another house, Saul had pulled back a tarp to find four-inch-thick boards of wormy Chestnut, a wood that was, for all intents and purposes, completely extinct. His excitement over finding the wood told me all I needed to know about how to thank him for all he’d done for me, and when I presented him with the wood, all cleaned up by Sawyer and me on a warm, sunny afternoon, he had choked up.

      Now, that wood was going to be the flooring in a brand-new house that Saul’s crew was constructing up on a mountainside. He’d even asked the owners if Sawyer and I could come see it as soon as it was in, and they’d graciously agreed and suggested we plan to bring something to leave our mark in the corner of the floor. Dad had loaned me his woodburning set, and Saw and I had written “Sutton” with a heart in the corner of what would be their living room. Some historian someday was going to get very frustrated trying to figure out what Suttons had lived in that house, but the delight in Sawyer’s face erased any guilt over putting my future colleagues to a futile task.

      Today, though, all we saw was a stack of old pallets that I’d take for Dad and his primitive woodworking projects but that weren’t worth much in cash, and a bunch of rubble piled over near the train tracks. Nothing much at all.

      Still, this was going to be a lucrative job, and I was eager to get started, especially since I now had my very own staging and storage space over at Saul’s construction headquarters. He’d graciously offered me my own “boneyard” a couple of months back, and I was loving having a little workspace of my own. Dad and Lucille had even bought me a little shed to use as an office, and now I had a sign – hand-painted by my friend Mary Johnson – that said, “Paisley’s Architectural Salvage” on the side of the building.

      I wasn’t yet Mark Bowe of Barnwood Builders’ fame, but I was getting there, one salvaged window at a time. To date, my most lucrative sale had been to a couple who bought all the beams we’d pulled from an old farmhouse. They’d recreated the basic footprint of the house for their living room and dining room and wanted to reuse the beams in as close to their original positions as they could. The finished product, which Saul’s crew built, was a gorgeous post-and-beam style house with large kitchen and master bedroom additions.

      As I loaded Sawyer into his car seat after our walk-through, I asked Saul if his crew would like to take the lead on this demolition job or if I should hire another crew. I had been saving as much as I could to expand my business, and I thought I could afford to hire one crew for one day to get the main stuff. Then, I’d just rent a bulldozer and tear down the rest, per my agreement with the owner. He wanted the building razed and the rubble hauled away. That was another day or two’s work, but since it didn’t have to be done until July, I had time to save up again.

      “Paisley girl, you are not to be spending your money on a crew. That wood you gave me bought you rights to my crew anytime you need them for the rest of this year.” He stared at me until I nodded. “And soon, you and I need to have a conversation about your next steps in the business.”

      I smiled over my shoulder and said, “Okay, Saul. Thank you.” I was so very grateful for his help and so very uncomfortable taking it. But one thing I’d learned in the year or so since Sawyer’s dad and I split was that I really had to accept help when it was offered.

      “Help me with something now that Sawyer is secured?” Saul said. “It’ll just take a minute.”

      “Sure, just let me get him some videos.” I pulled the phone out of my pocket and handed Sawyer a bag of fruit snacks and his favorite videos of panda bears that rescue people. “I’ll be right back, Love Bug.”

      I closed the door and locked it behind me as I followed Saul back into the building. He led me down a set of stairs I hadn’t even noticed and then used a crowbar that he took from his belt to pry open the closed elevator doors.

      There, stacked four or five high, were dozens of bags of potting soil. I had never understood why people bought soil this way when local farmers and soil-growers would bring it by the truck full, but apparently, the sway of the big box stores held still, even way out here in the country.

      “Spotted this earlier. I want to take it to that community garden those folks are starting where we took down that house up in the hollow a few months ago. You mind?” Saul bent to heft a bag onto his shoulder and onto a stainless-steel cart that reminded me of the ones they’d used to bring out the fixings for the salad bar in my college cafeteria.

      I followed suit as I grunted out, “No, of course, I don’t mind. Great idea. Thanks for thinking of it.” I meant what I said, but, although I hauled thirty-plus pounds of toddler around most days, I was not finding it easy to heft a fifty-pound sack of wet dirt. The prospect of lifting fifteen or twenty more was not appealing.

      Still, Saul and I got a few bags onto the cart and then he wheeled it toward the rear of the building. Saul had propped the door there open with one bag of soil and I could see his pick-up truck. It was probably twenty feet away, but it seemed like four hundred.

      While I waited for Saul to come back with the cart, I started to use the strongest part of my body, my legs, to shift the bags across the floor and closer to the door. I figured a few feet less to walk, even with a cart, was a win.

      I was just beginning to shuffle the final bag in the front of the elevator shaft toward the back door when something caught my eye. I bent down and looked closely at the blue triangle I could see protruding from underneath the remaining bags. It was denim.

      My heart started to pound, but I tried to take a deep breath and remind myself that many things were made from indigo-dyed fabric – purses, aprons, maybe some kind of bag that they used in this warehouse.

      “Saul,” I said in a shrill voice, “I think we need to look at something here.”

      He jogged over. “What is it? You didn’t find another dead body, did you?” He jostled me with his elbow to accompany his not-so-funny joke. Then he looked at my face, and all the color left his.

      I pointed down at the fabric on the floor and then began removing the bags on the left side of the elevator. Somehow, now, I had much more strength, and Saul didn’t even huff as I handed him each bag to set beside us.

      I was just reaching for the bag closest to the floor when he said, “Paisley, let me,” and moved to step in front of me.

      “No, I need to do this. It’s my job, my business.” I bent down and carefully shifted the bottom bag with my foot.

      There, clad in bell-bottomed denim, were the bones of a human leg.

      Given how long the body must have been there to become only bones, we knew there was no rush to move quickly. So by silent agreement, we worked carefully instead, shifting each bag away and revealing the body, a headband still hanging from the skull.

      Once she was clear and free, I stepped back and said, “Oh, Saul, not again.”
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      Sheriff Shifflett answered with a cheery, “Hello Lovely,” when I called, and I so wanted to have just called him to talk, to be simply in this first stage of dating where everything is new and rosy.

      Instead, I said, “We found a body. I think it’s a woman. She’s been dead a long time.”

      I heard the hiss of air through his teeth before he said, “At the warehouse that you and Saul were scoping today?”

      Santiago and I had sat on my porch the night before and talked about this project and the dreams I had for my business. Finding a skeleton had not been part of that dream. “Yes, in the basement, but I’m outside because Sawyer is in the car. Saul is staying with the body.” I whispered the last word because my son was learning more and more vocabulary every day, and now, here he was with me for the third time when I found a body. I wondered if child protective services had a specific category for mothers who brought their children to crime scenes.

      “I’ll be there in ten.” He paused.

      “I know you have to say it. Go ahead.”

      “Don’t touch anything.”

      “Got it,” I said before disconnecting and calling my stepmother, Lucille. This was going to take a while, and I needed someone to come get Sawyer.

      “I’m at the old warehouse off Lumbarton Road. Can you come get Sawyer?” I asked when she picked up her phone. “There’s been another incident.”

      She didn’t even pause. “Keys are in my hand. We’ll be there right away. Maybe we could take Sawyer for lunch and then a little playground time before his nap?” Her voice sounded steady and sure, which was how my stepmother just was. The woman had been marching at war protests and fighting for civil rights in the sixties, and she was still a fierce warrior for justice. But she also baked the best breads and cakes, even trying her hand at chocolate croissants for me since I was still on a tight enough budget that I couldn’t afford my favorite bakery treat very often.

      “Good idea. I’ll let him know you’re coming. We’re out front. Saul is in back, and Santiago will be here.” I stepped a bit away from the car where Saw was, blessedly, still watching videos. “I’m going to tell him that Saul and I found something that the sheriff needed to see but nothing beyond that.”

      “Got it,” she said. “See you soon.”

      Despite my disturbing penchant for finding bodies, I was ready to talk with Sawyer about murder yet. I would not, unless absolutely necessary, lie to my son, but I also wasn’t going to try to explain murder to a toddler.

      It had to be murder. No one simply dies and then somehow hides themself in the bottom of an elevator shaft behind bags of potting soil.

      That was the curious thing, though. From her clothes, I would have guessed the woman died in the 1970s, more than forty years ago, but those bags of potting soil were pretty new. The bags weren’t breaking down and faded. I’d seen that exact brand at the farm co-op the week before when I’d been picking up chicken food.

      So, recently, someone had tucked that woman’s body into hiding. I just couldn’t figure out why. If it had been me, I would have moved the body out of the building altogether, buried her, maybe. I knew from the ache that was slowly growing in my lower back that most people wouldn’t have been able to quickly and easily pile up those bags of soil like that. Goodness, it surely would have been easier to just, as crass as it is, toss her body over the bank behind the building and let nature cover her up.

      I could feel the tightness that had formed in my chest when we found the woman growing big and threatening my breath, so I forced myself to think about other things, like those printing presses and the beautiful brickwork on the facade. I couldn’t have a breakdown in front of Sawyer.

      With an aplomb I’d seasoned over the almost three years of my son’s life, I straightened my shoulders and walked back to him with a silly expression on my face. “Guess who’s coming to get you?”

      “Santa Claus!” he shouted.

      I laughed. “No. Better. Baba and Boppy.”

      Sawyer tilted his head and squinted just a little. “Why?”

      I sighed. “Because Mommy and Uncle Saul found something that Santiago needs to see, so I need to stay here for a little bit.”

      His frown threatened to turn into tears, so I quickly said, “BUT Baba said they’re going to take you for lunch and then to a picnic at a playground. How does that sound?”

      He smiled, “You come.”

      “How about this? I’ll meet you there as soon as I can, okay?” I leaned over and kissed his round cheek. “Maybe you could get me a hamburger?”

      His face got very serious, and he said, “I will do that, Mama.” Then he paused and put up one chubby finger. “And I will get you a milkshake.”

      I grinned and sat down in the seat next to him to give him an awkward hug. I wasn’t about to unstrap him until Lucille and Dad arrived. “Can I watch videos with you? Maybe some BabyBus?”

      “Sure,” he said and expertly clicked around to find his favorite video where the little pandas rescued other animals from a forest fire.

      A few minutes later, Santiago’s patrol car pulled in next to us, and Sawyer started squirming in his seat. He loved the sheriff, but he loved the sheriff’s car more. “Can I play in Santi’s car?”

      “No, Love Bug. Remember, you aren’t allowed to play in anyone’s car but mine.” I squeezed his hand. “Let me ask Santi to come see you though, okay?”

      It was clearly a second-rate option, but it would have to do. I stood up and walked over to the man I was dating and said, “I’m so sorry.”

      “Did you murder this person?” he asked with a small smile.

      “You know what I mean.”

      “I do, but, really, stop apologizing for being a good citizen.” He squeezed my arm. “We are, however, going to have to talk about your knack for finding bodies.”

      I sighed. “Yeah. Have a minute to say hi to Sawyer?”

      “Of course,” and he reached into his car, pulled out something, and walked over to Sawyer’s open door.

      “How are you, Sawyer?” he asked as he leaned into the car. “Need a little something to play with in here?” He held out a paper airplane.

      “An airplane,” Sawyer said and grabbed at it.

      Santiago pulled it back. “Be gentle, okay? It’ll break. But you can fly it in here for a while, and then later, when you’re outside, it’ll go a long, long way.”

      My little guy tossed that little airplane in the air, and it flew right up onto the dashboard. His delight was contagious, and as Santiago headed behind the building, Sawyer and I turned the interior of the Subaru into an airfield.

      A few moments later, he couldn’t wait to show his grandparents his new toy, and as soon as I unstrapped him, he went zooming toward Lucille, airplane sound at top volume. She scooped him up and listened with delight as he explained how it worked.

      Dad made his way over to me, and we strolled a bit toward the building. “Are you okay, Baby Girl?” he asked as he wrapped an arm tight around my shoulders.

      I nodded. “I am. But gracious, that poor woman.” I leaned into my daddy’s shoulder for a minute. “Thanks for coming to get Sawyer.”

      Dad looked over his shoulder at his wife and grandson. “You know that we never mind extra Sawyer time. One of the perks of retirement.” He winked at me. “Now, what do you think about that playground with the really tall climber? I’m considering that a perfect launchpad.”

      I laughed. “Agreed. You might need to fold a couple more airplanes, though? I don’t think that one will be airworthy for much longer.” We watched as Sawyer sailed the plane right into a puddle.

      “I brought back-ups,” Santiago said as he came around the building. “I’ll grab them.”

      Dad reached out his hand and shook the sheriff’s before Santiago headed to his car.

      “He’s a good sheriff,” Dad said. “And a good man.” He gave me one more squeeze and then moseyed back to the vehicles just in time to take an armful of paper airplanes from Santiago.

      Lucille grabbed a reusable shopping bag from their trunk and quickly got the planes inside before they all ended up in the mud, too. “Time to go fly, Sawyer,” she shouted.

      I walked over, gave Sawyer a big hug, and said, “I’ll see you at the playground soon.”

      “Okay, Mama. Bye-bye.” He climbed up into his seat in Lucille’s car and latched the chest belt all by himself, and I grinned. He was growing up, and while there was a sadness that came with that, I was also glad to see him getting more self-sufficient, for his sake as well as mine.

      Dad got him buckled in the rest of the way, and I waved until they were out of sight. Then, I took a deep breath and followed Santiago back around the warehouse.

      The coroner and Officer Winslow, one of Santiago’s deputies, had arrived and come to the warehouse from a farm road next door. I was grateful for their discretion, even though I knew that it was as much about containing this story as it was about my son. I waved to Officer Winslow, and she gave me a small salute.

      I stood a fair distance away from the back doors, my unfortunately growing experience with body retrieval telling me that they needed room to work. But I also knew I’d need to give a statement, either here or at the station, and so it was best if I stayed nearby just in case.

      The stretcher with the body bag rolled out the door, and I watched as the coroner and her assistant loaded their van and drove away. I said a silent prayer for the poor woman in that van, that her family could now find peace and that she hadn’t suffered.

      I turned away to catch my breath and pull my tears back, and something moving in the woods caught my eye. It was Saul, walking slowly through the trees down below the warehouse. He must have needed some fresh air while he waited, too.

      Officer Winslow waved me over, and I stepped inside the building after her. She and Santiago had set up bright lights inside the shadowy basement, and I was glad to get a better look at what was down there because I saw, across the room, a long machine with a belt that looked like it was part of an assembly line.

      “Do you mind if I take a picture of that?” I asked the deputy as I pointed across the room. “When we can move things out of here, I might want to sell it.”

      “Feel free. Just be sure you face away from the elevator.” She turned back to her careful movement through the area around where we’d found the body, and I walked across the room.

      I felt a little callous still thinking about my business, but if there was anything I’d learned from the previous two times I’d found bodies at my salvage jobs, it’s that eventually I’d need to focus on making money again. It wouldn’t serve anyone, even the victim, if Sawyer and I starved to honor some sense of respect that the victim wouldn’t even be aware of.

      Pictures taken, I wandered around the rest of the basement, trying to stay out of the way while also keeping my mind occupied. I didn’t want idleness to send my anxiety up again. I was just about to turn the corner by the wooden stairwell we’d come down when I noticed a few boxes tucked under the stairs.

      “Any harm in me pulling these out?” I shouted across the room.

      Santiago stood, looked at what I was pointing toward, and said, “Just wear gloves.” He gestured toward a white box of nitrile gloves by the door.

      I walked over, slipped on a pair, and returned to the boxes. The first two were full of spare parts for one or the other of the machines in the building, so I took a picture to remember to grab those when we were able to load out. But the back box was chock full of photographs, and I immediately carried the box over to Santiago.

      “I don’t know that these are important to your investigation, but I thought you’d want to see them.” I held out the box, and Santiago nodded.

      “Yeah, we’ll need to take them back with us.” He gestured to Officer Winslow, who took the box from me and wrote something on a slip of paper before sliding the entire box into a giant bag. “Maybe Paisley can help us organize the photos?” she asked the sheriff before carrying the box to her car.

      “Now, that’s a good idea,” he said with one eyebrow raised in my direction. “Would you be willing?”

      I thought for a moment and said, “I’m not a photography expert, but I’d be happy to take a look. Maybe tomorrow?”

      “Sure. Mika could watch Sawyer at the shop?” Santiago knew my best friend was always willing to give my child the run of her store.

      “I’ll ask.” I started to walk back toward the door so I could stand in the sunlight for a bit while I waited. “Actually, would you like me to ask Dad to come? He knows everyone in Octonia and has for his whole life. He might be able to identify some of the people in the pictures.”

      “Yes, please,” Santiago nodded. “Great idea. I’ll sit in, too, and maybe the three of us can make some sense of why those photos are in this building.” He looked back toward the elevator shaft. “Maybe they’ll be some clues about who this woman was.”

      I nodded. “If it’s not too many people, Saul might like to help, too.”

      “Saul might like to help with what?” my gruff friend said as he stepped back into the basement.

      “We found an old box of photos. Thought they might be important,” Santiago said. “You have time tomorrow to help us look through them.”

      Saul grimaced. “Sitting in a room and looking through a bunch of old pictures? Not really my favorite use of my time.” He sighed. “But if it’ll help. Just let me know when and where.” Then, he looped his arm through mine and said, “Let me show you these naturalized daffodils out here.”

      I glanced over my shoulder to Santiago, and he was smiling. “We’ll call when we need you. I think we can take your statements right here, save you a trip to town.”

      Saul nodded briskly and then led me down a deer trail into the woods. The very first buds were on the trees, and the maples were beginning to flower. I could even hear peepers singing at the edge of the stream to our north. Spring was definitely on her way.

      “That was odd,” Saul said so quietly I almost didn’t hear him.

      “Well, for us, unfortunately, finding a body isn’t really that odd.” My attempt at humor was met with a sideways eye roll.

      “No, I meant the way her body was tucked away like that. Why go to that trouble?”

      I nodded as I stepped over a fallen tree. “I was thinking the same thing. If you wanted to hide a body, there are easier and more effective ways.”

      “Exactly.” He stopped and studied a Jack-in-the-pulpit peeking out from amongst the shade from the trees around. “I expect Santiago will have noticed the same thing.”

      “I’m sure he will, but I’ll also mention it, make sure he understands exactly how we found her.” I felt kind of bad that we’d moved all those bags, but at the time, it had seemed the right thing, a way to pay her some respect. Besides, if we hadn’t, we wouldn’t have found her remains.

      Saul stood up and pulled out his flip phone. “If I knew how to get a photo off of here, it might help.” He turned the phone to face me, and in the thumbnail-sized image, I could see the stack of potting soil.

      “You took a picture? I didn’t see you do that.”

      “You weren’t down there yet. I snapped the pic and sent it to the garden owners to be sure they wanted to use it.” He closed his phone. “It’s the kind with fertilizer already in it, and I didn’t know if they were going organic.”

      “Ah, I see.” I put out my hand. “Let me see your phone.”

      He lowered his eyebrows but then handed over the phone. Within ten seconds, I had texted the photo to both me and Santiago.

      “We better get back up there. The sheriff is going to want to take our statements, and that picture is going to give him a whole lot more questions, I expect.” I slipped my arm back through Saul’s and began to walk back up the hill.

      It didn’t take long for Santiago and Officer Winslow to get our statements, but that picture had raised some new queries. “She was completely surrounded by the bags? She was sitting up like this when you found her? There wasn’t anything else in the square of bags when you began to move them?”

      We answered all the questions explaining that we couldn’t see her when we began, that she was in exactly that position when we first saw her and that we took care not to move her, and that we hadn’t found anything else at all with the body.

      Officer Winslow and Santiago shot each other a long look, and then Winslow said, “Someone wanted her body to remain here. It was important.”

      “Just what I was thinking,” the sheriff said as he closed his notebook.

      “What does that mean?” I asked.

      “The person who put her here cared about her or this place, probably both,” Santiago said quietly.

      “She was killed by someone she knew.” Saul’s voice was solemn.

      This day had just gotten a whole lot darker.

    

  

OEBPS/images/hanged-ebook-cover.jpg





