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The Missing Sniper

By Earl Staggs

Adam Kingston stood at his kitchen window looking out over his backyard, sipping his second cup of coffee of the day and waiting for the phone to ring. He had slept restlessly the night before and woke knowing a call would come. He didn’t know who would call, only that someone had died who shouldn’t have, and that he would be taking another trip.

Waiting. The part he hated most about the whole business.

He drained his cup, stepped to the counter to pour another one and returned to the window. The lawn needed mowing, and Caroline’s azalea bushes needed a good trim. He sipped his coffee, sighed, and waited.

The phone rang ten minutes later. When Adam said hello, the caller asked in a strong southern drawl, “Mr. Kingston? Adam Kingston?”

“Yes.”

“Mr. Kingston, this is, uh, Sheriff Corbin from Mendes County, Florida?”

Adam loved the way the English language was practiced in the deep South. They ended almost every sentence on a high note so that it sounded like a question. “What can I do for you, Sheriff Corbin?”

“Well, sir, I got your name off a list of Law Enforcement Consultants. It’s a list put out by the state?”

He’s young, Adam decided. Mid-thirties. And somewhat nervous. “Yes, I’m familiar with that list,” he said. He was on the same list in twenty-four states now. “Please go on, Sheriff.”

“Well, sir, according to this list, you help law enforcement agencies solve difficult cases, and it says you, uh, can visit crime scenes, touch pieces of evidence and you…see things and…and you can, uh…”

Adam interrupted. He had to put the stammering young man at ease if this conversation was going anywhere. “Let me ask you something, Sheriff. Have you ever had the phone ring, and you knew who it was before you answered it?”

“Yes, I guess that’s happened to me.”

“And have you ever had someone start to say something, and you knew what they were going to say before they finished saying it?”

“I’d have to say yes, that’s happened to me, too.”

“It’s a proven fact, Sheriff, that everyone has extrasensory perception. Sometimes it’s called a sixth sense. Some people, like me, just have more than others. That’s about all there is to it.”

He was lying. There was a lot more to it. A hell of a lot more. For several years, he’d made a decent living as a consultant to law enforcement agencies, but he’d learned that a simple explanation helped get past the awkwardness people felt when they talked to him the first time. Using first names also made people more comfortable.

“What’s your first name, Sheriff?”

“It’s Dillon, sir,” the caller replied, sounding confused at the change in the conversation.

“Dillon. And why don’t you call me Adam?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now, Dillon, why don’t you tell me why you called.”

“Well, sir, we’ve got a case down here that’s really got us stumped, and we were hoping you could give us a hand.”

“What kind of case?”

“Someone tried to assassinate a state senator. They held a big campaign rally and just as he started to speak, a sniper opened fire. We know the shots came from a rooftop, but that’s all we know. It happened three weeks ago and, so far, we don’t even have a suspect. If we don’t stop him, we could have a dead senator on our hands.”

Good. The young sheriff seemed more relaxed, which meant Adam might be able to pick up something. It didn’t always work over the phone, but he’d give it a try. He closed his eyes and concentrated. Fuzzy, vague images formed in his mind.

…an office…a desk…young man, blond hair, tan uniform…shelves on the wall behind him…books, pictures…bright sunshine now…a crowd, running, screaming…a man falling, his head covered in blood…water now, all around…someone swimming under water…

The images grew faint and faded away. Adam realized his caller was still speaking.

“…You might have seen it in the papers or maybe on the news, Mr. Kingston.”

“It’s Adam, Dillon.”

“Sorry. Adam. But it made a lot of papers, even up north.”

“Yes, I remember seeing something in the paper. A politician speaking in front of a large crowd, some people injured when the crowd panicked and, I believe, someone was killed. I can’t recall the senator’s name.

“Thornton. William P. Thornton.”

“The name sounds familiar,” Adam said, suddenly struck by a change in the voice—and emotions—of the man on the other end of the line. Strong, personal emotions suddenly coming through. What was it? He couldn’t put his finger on it.
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