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Chapter	I
Corey	Palmer	and	Michelle	Pritchard	chained	their	bikes	and	packs	to	the	posts	just	off

the	dirt	road	they’d	pedaled	up.	Most	kids	came	up	to	this	cliff	when	they	swam	in	Lake
Cyrus.

The	kids	wore	swimsuits	and	their	packs	held	towels	and	dry	clothes	for	the	ride	back
to	town.

Corey	 stripped	 off	 his	 tee-shirt	 while	 Michelle	 removed	 her	 shorts.	 As	 he	 began
moving	down	the	trail	toward	the	lake,	he	said,	“Last	one	in’s	a	…”

“Stop	it,	Corey,”	Michelle	said	as	she	finished	putting	her	shorts	away.	“Grow	up.	That
joke	is	older	than	my	dad.”

Corey	laughed	at	his	friend	and	ran	the	rest	of	the	way.	He	leapt	off	the	cliff	edge	down
toward	the	lake’s	cool	water.

The	two	friends	wanted	one	more	swim	in	the	lake	before	autumn	settled	over	Wagner
County	and	things	cooled,	and	this	Saturday	was	just	perfect	with	the	temperature	in	the
high	eighties	and	a	cloudless	sky.	Even	though	they	were	almost	a	month	back	in	school,	it
felt	like	summer	vacation	still.

As	he	worked	his	body	into	position	to	enter	the	cool	water,	Corey’s	instincts	told	him
something	was	very	wrong.	He	looked	down,	expecting	to	see	the	lake’s	clear	water,	but
saw	only	darkness.

Corey	tried	to	scream	but	the	sound	was	cut	short	when	he	landed	with	a	splat	in	the
soft	mud.	He	rolled	over	himself	several	times	down	the	slope.

Up	on	the	cliff,	Michelle	looked	down	at	her	friend	and	began	laughing.

“How’s	the	water,	Corey?”	she	asked	between	giggles.

Corey	stood	up,	shaking	mud	and	muck	from	his	hands.	His	filthy	look	and	encrusted
hair	made	Michelle	laugh	harder	from	above.

“Hey,	where’s	the	lake?”	he	asked,	spreading	his	arms.

“Drained	away,”	Michelle	answered.	“Duh!”

“But	they	weren’t	supposed	to	do	that	‘til	next	month.”

Lake	Cyrus	sat	behind	a	concrete	and	earth	dam	where	Jewel	Creek	and	the	Choctaw
River	flowed	into	the	Holanattchee	River.	The	Army	Corps	of	Engineers	were	scheduled
to	open	the	dam	and	draining	the	lake	in	early	October	to	repair	the	structure	and	clean	up
the	 lake	 bottom.	 For	 some	 reason,	 though,	 they’d	 done	 it	 early	 and	 now	 the	 place	was
nothing	but	a	mud	bog	between	three	hills.

Corey	looked	around.	He	saw	mostly	more	mud,	but	there	were	tree	stumps,	boulders,
what	 looked	 like	 old	 oil	 drums,	 and	 lots	 of	 other	 things	 he	 couldn’t	 identify.	He	 stood
precariously	on	the	slope,	 looking	down	a	very	long	way	to	what	was	usually	 the	 lake’s
bottom.



He	looked	back	up	at	Michelle.	“It’s	really	kind	of	cool.	Come	on	down.”

“No	way,”	she	said.	“It’s	a	mess	and	I’ll	end	up	looking	like	you.”

“So	what?”	Corey	replied.	“We	brought	dry	clothes	anyway.	We’ll	just	have	to	find	a
way	to	clean	up.”	He	looked	to	his	right.

“Hey,	I	think	that’s	an	old	bike	down	there.”

Michelle	looked	where	he	pointed.	“I	think	you’re	right.	I	wonder	how	it	got	there.”

“Let’s	check	it	out,”	Corey	said.

Michelle	climbed	down	the	cliff	and	gently	stepped	into	the	mud.	Her	foot	sank	into	the
muck.

“Yuck.	At	least	we	aren’t	wearing	shoes.”	She	slowly	worked	her	way	down	to	where
Corey	waited.

“Don’t	even	 think	about	 it,	Corey	Palmer,”	 she	 said	 sharply,	 seeing	 the	 smirk	on	her
friend’s	face.

“Busted,”	Corey	 laughed.	He’d	 have	 to	 be	 sneakier	 to	 get	Michelle	 as	muddy	 as	 he
was.

He	 could	 have	 just	 grabbed	 her	 and	 thrown	 her	 down.	 He	 was	 big	 enough,	 having
sprouted	four	inches	in	the	last	year.	Now	he	towered	over	his	friend	by	half	a	foot.	But
Corey	wouldn’t	do	that.	He	liked	Michelle	too	much	to	be	that	mean.

Michelle	was	still	short	and	slight	for	thirteen,	though	she	was	filling	out	noticeably	in
her	one-piece	 suit.	She’d	wanted	 to	wear	a	 two-piece	 suit,	but	her	mother	 scotched	 that
idea.	Marybelle	Pritchard	worried	as	much	about	her	daughter	showing	too	much	skin	as
she	did	about	sunburn.

They	carefully	stepped	down	to	the	twisted	and	rusted	bicycle	remains.	The	front	wheel
was	twisted	several	ways	and	the	rear	was	half	buried	in	the	lake	bottom.	Most	of	the	paint
was	rusted	over.

“I	 think	 I	 know	whose	 bike	 this	 is,”	 Corey	 said.	 “Do	 you	 remember	 hearing	 about
Wayne	Heckman	launching	his	bike	off	the	cliff?	I	bet	this	is	his.”

“I	remember	hearing	he	broke	his	 leg	doing	it,”	Michelle	said.	“It’s	why	they	put	 the
bike	rack	back	there	and	banned	riding	on	the	trails.”

They	looked	around	some	more	and	kept	walking.	The	hillside	sloped	sharply,	so	every
step	 they	 took	 toward	what	was	usually	 the	 lake’s	center	 took	 them	further	down.	Soon
they	couldn’t	see	the	cliff	where	Corey	jumped	off.

Corey	kept	looking	and	talking	about	what	he	saw.	Mostly	old	tree	stumps	and	fallen
logs,	sodden	from	being	underwater	so	long.	But	also	a	lot	of	trash,	including	many	empty
bottles	and	cans.

“I	wish	people	wouldn’t	throw	their	trash	overboard,”	he	said.

“Me	 too,”	Michelle	 said.	 “It’s	no	wonder	 they	need	 to	clean	up	 the	 lake	bottom.	We
need	to	take	better	care	of	this.”



“I’m	with	you,”	Corey	said.

As	 they	 walked	 across	 the	 mud,	 Corey’s	 toe	 kicked	 something	 hard.	 He	 stumbled,
almost	falling.

“Ouch,”	he	said,	looking	down	for	what	caused	his	pain.	He	saw	a	piece	of	metal	and
bent	down	 to	pick	 it	 up.	He	wiped	most	 of	 the	mud	off	 the	 thing	onto	his	 trunks,	 even
though	they	were	already	well	coated.

“Hey	Shel,	look	at	this.”	He	held	the	object	up.	It	was	a	big	silver	ring	with	a	large	dark
blue	stone.	He	felt	a	lot	of	decoration	and	symbols	around	the	stone	and	down	the	sides,
though	couldn’t	make	anything	out	through	the	mud.

What	is	it?”	Michelle	asked.

“Looks	like	somebody’s	ring.	I	wonder	if	it’s	worth	anything.”

Michelle	looked	at	the	ring	in	Corey’s	hand.

“I	wonder	who	it	belongs	to.”

“Me,	now.”

“Oh	come	on,	Corey,”	Michelle	said.	“It	might	really	be	somebody’s	and	we	ought	to
try	and	return	it.”

“I	know,”	Corey	said,	putting	the	ring	in	his	pocket.	“But	if	we	can’t	find	who	it	really
belongs	to,	I’m	going	to	keep	it.	I	think	it	will	look	good	once	I	clean	it	up.”

They	continued	on.	Trees	were	present	up	on	the	old	lake	shore,	but	they	saw	only	mud
beginning	where	the	water	used	to	be.	Soon	they	could	only	see	dark	walls	of	soaked	earth
all	around	them.

“I	never	knew	the	lake	was	this	deep,”	Michelle	said.

“Me	neither,”	Corey	replied.	“It’s	no	wonder	all	this	stuff	was	never	hauled	out.	No	one
could	see	the	bottom	when	there’s	water.”

He	stopped	and	pointed	down.

“What’s	that?”	He	pointed	at	something	larger	than	anything	else	they’d	seen.	It	was	a
faded	light	blue	mostly	rectangular	shape	facing	them.	One	end	tapered	to	a	point.

“I	don’t	know,”	Michelle	said.	“Are	you	going	to	check	it	out?”

“Sure.	Let’s	go.”	Moving	carefully	but	steadily,	 they	went	down	the	hill	closer	 to	 the
thing.	Its	shape	became	clearer	as	they	approached.

“I	think	it’s	an	old	boat,”	Corey	said.

They	moved	on	down	toward	the	large	whatever.

“It’s	 an	 old	 rowboat,”	Michelle	 said	 as	 they	 came	 to	 it.	 The	 boat	 lay	mostly	 upside
down	in	the	mud,	its	blue	marine	paint	now	faded	from	being	submerged	for	some	time.

“I	 wonder	 how	 long	 it’s	 been	 here,”	 Corey	 said.	 He	 moved	 around	 the	 stern	 and
crouched	down	to	look	underneath.	Michelle	followed	and	leaned	over	his	shoulder.

“I	can’t	see	much,	but	there’s	a	chain	attached	to	the	bottom.”



“Is	there	a	hole	in	the	bottom?”	Michelle	asked.

“I	don’t	see	one,”	Corey	said,	“but	maybe	the	chain	is	attached	to	something.”

He	 reached	 in	 and	pulled.	The	chain	 came	 free	 from	 the	muck.	Corey	pulled	harder,
trying	 to	 find	what	 the	 other	 end	was	 attached	 to.	Whatever	was	 on	 the	 other	 end	was
almost	directly	underneath	the	two	friends.	Corey	reached	into	the	mud	to	see	if	he	could
grab	what	was	 held	 by	 the	 chain.	 His	 hand	wrapped	 around	 something	 thin	 and	 cloth-
covered.

He	pulled	one	end	of	the	object	free,	though	it	wasn’t	hooked	to	the	chain.

Corey	held	a	shirt-sleeve	covered	human	arm.

“Holy	crap!”	Corey	said,	trying	to	stand.	“It’s	an	arm.”

Michelle	screamed	and	Corey	dropped	the	arm,	jumping	up	and	back.

As	they	were	standing	down	from	the	boat	and	the	body,	Corey	lost	his	footing	and	fell
backward	into	Michelle.	They	both	landed	in	the	mud	with	Corey	on	top	and	slid	several
feet	down	the	hillside.

He	succeeded	only	in	turning	to	face	Michelle,	driving	her	deeper	into	the	mud.

“Get	off	me,”	Michelle	cried,	shoving	Corey	farther	down	the	hillside.	She	stood	first,
but	was	now	covered	in	mud	like	Corey.

“I	do	not	believe	this,”	she	said.	“We	found	another	dead	body!	We’re	jinxed.”

Corey	stood	and	made	his	way	back	to	where	Michelle	stood.

“We’re	not	jinxed,	Shel,”	he	said.	“We’re	just	lucky.

“Or	unlucky.”

“I’m	getting	out	of	here,”	Michelle	said,	moving	away	from	where	they	stood.

“Wait	a	minute,”	Corey	said.	“We	have	to	tell	someone.	We	have	to	report	this.”

“Why?”

“Because	that’s	what	we’re	supposed	to	do.	We	can	get	in	trouble	if	we	don’t.”

“Besides,”	 Corey	 continued,	 “maybe	 someone	 can	 figure	 out	 who	 it	 is	 and	 what
happened.	Like	we	did	with	Phil	Cooper.”

“Seriously,	Corey?”	Michelle	said.	“Do	you	want	to	go	through	all	that?	I’m	not	getting
grounded	with	you	again.”

“That	won’t	happen,”	Corey	replied.	“We’re	not	someplace	we	shouldn’t	be—“

“We’re	 slogging	 around	 the	bottom	of	 a	 lake!”	Michelle	 exclaimed,	walking	back	 to
where	Corey	 stood.	 “We’re	 covered	 in	mud	 and	we’ve	 stumbled	 on	 a	 dead	 person	 that
somebody	didn’t	want	found!”

“Well,	I’m	going	to	call	the	police,”	Corey	said.	“Someone	needs	to	be	told.”	He	started
climbing	back	up	the	hillside.

“How	will	you	do	that?”	Michelle	asked.



“My	phone’s	in	my	backpack,”	Corey	answered.

“And	that’s	where?”	Michelle	continued.”We	can’t	even	see	the	cliff	where	you	jumped
in.”

“I’ll	figure	it	out	when	I	see	the	shoreline.”	Corey	kept	walking	uphill.	A	minute	later,
he	stopped	and	turned	back.

“I	can	see	the	swimming	beach	and	the	picnic	area,	Shel,”	he	said.	“I	can	find	our	bikes
from	there.”

“And	what	am	I	supposed	to	do	in	the	meantime?”

“Stay	there.	We’ll	need	to	show	people	where	the	body	is.”

“Oh	no	you	don’t,	Corey,”	Michelle	said.	“You’re	not	stranding	me	down	here	with	this
thing.”	She	began	trudging	up	the	slope.

“Now	what?”	she	asked,	 joining	her	friend.	“We	can	see	the	shore	from	here,	but	 the
boat	is	down	there.	How	will	we	find	it	again?”

Corey	looked	around	and	thought	for	several	seconds.

“I’ve	got	an	idea,”	he	said.	“I	know	how	we	can	mark	it	for	later.”

“Great.	What	do	we	do?”	Michelle	asked.

“We	need	some	pieces	of	trash.	Some	things	with	colors,”	Corey	said.	“Then	we’ll	tie
them	onto	a	limb	and	stick	it	here	like	a	flag.”

Corey	quickly	found	a	long	tree	branch	lying	on	the	lake	bottom.	He	brought	it	back	to
the	spot.	Michelle	found	an	old	seat	cushion	cover	from	someone’s	boat	and	two	plastic
six-pack	can	holders.	She	pulled	the	plastic	apart	to	make	two	long	strands.

Corey	emptied	soggy	and	rotting	foam	from	the	cushion	and	used	Michelle’s	plastic	to
tie	the	orange	vinyl	to	one	end	of	the	limb.	Then	he	stuck	the	other	end	into	the	mud	as	far
as	he	could.	The	makeshift	marker	stood	fairly	straight.

“Okay,	that	should	work,”	Corey	said.	“And	we	should	be	able	to	see	it	from	shore.”

They	climbed	on	up	to	the	sandy	area	usually	reserved	for	swimmers	and	sunbathers.
Beyond	this	was	a	large	open	area	with	picnic	tables,	charcoal	grills,	and	restrooms.	Corey
and	Michelle	knew	where	their	bikes	were	from	here.

Back	at	their	bikes,	Corey	unlocked	everything	while	Michelle	dug	her	phone	out.

“I	thought	you	didn’t	want	to	call	anyone,”	Corey	said.

“I	might	as	well,”	Michelle	said.	“We’re	both	in	this.”

She	didn’t	dial	9-1-1,	but	the	regular	sheriff’s	department	number.

“Wagner	County	Sheriff’s	office,”	a	voice	replied.	“How	can	I	help	you?”

“My	friend	and	I	just	found	a	dead	body	in	Lake	Cyrus,”	Michelle	said.	“We	need	to
tell	the	sheriff,	police,	the	coroner,	and	whoever.”

“Okay,	 slow	 down,”	 Officer	 Brenda	 Shelton	 replied.	 She	 wasn’t	 a	 deputy,	 but	 a
Craigsville	police	officer.	The	city	and	county	shared	functions	to	save	money,	including



night	and	weekend	dispatch.	Officers	and	deputies	rotated	to	cover.

Let’s	start	with	your	name	and	exactly	where	you	are.”

“My	name	is	Michelle	Pritchard,	and	Corey	Palmer	and	I	just	discovered	a	dead	body
at	the	bottom	of	the	lake.”

Officer	 Shelton	 recognized	 the	 names.	 She’d	 been	 part	 of	 Corey	 and	 Michelle’s
adventure	in	the	courthouse	clock	tower	just	over	a	year	ago.

“Okay,	Michelle,”	the	officer	said.	“Calm	down	and	tell	me	everything.	You	know	how
this	works.”

Michelle	exhaled.	“Like	I	said,	Corey	and	I	found	a	dead	body.”

“How	did	you	get	down	to	the	bottom?”

“There’s	no	water.	We	walked	down.”

Officer	Shelton	remembered	hearing	the	lake	was	being	drained	this	fall.

“Okay,”	she	said.	“Give	me	some	details.	Exactly	where	did	you	find	this	body?”

“We	jumped	in	off	the	cliff	east	of	the	picnic	beach	and	went	down	the	slope.	We	were
looking	at	the	junk	all	around	and	saw	an	old	boat.	The	body	was	underneath.”

Corey	heard	Michelle	and	spoke	up.	“Tell	them	it	was	wrapped	in	a	chain	attached	to
the	bottom	of	the	boat.”

Michelle	told	the	officer.

“Alright,”	Shelton	said,	“where	exactly	are	you	now?”

“We’re	at	our	bikes	but	we’re	going	back	to	the	picnic	beach,”	Michelle	said.

“Can	you	see	this	boat	from	there?”

“No,	but	we	put	a	marker	down	the	slope	to	show	you	where	to	go.”

“That’s	great,	Michelle.	Just	sit	tight	and	I’ll	get	people	out	there	quickly.”

After	hanging	up,	Shelton	called	Sheriff	Wingate,	Dr.	Driscoll,	 the	medical	examiner,
and	her	boss,	Chief	Blaise.	Lake	Cyrus	was	county	jurisdiction,	but	the	city	police	might
need	to	help.	Then	she	dispatched	the	nearest	units	to	the	lake	to	secure	the	scene.



Chapter	II
Sheriff	Abe	Wingate	crossed	his	arms	and	looked	sternly	at	the	two	mud-covered	kids

sitting	on	a	picnic	table.

“What	 is	 it	 with	 you	 two?”	 he	 said.	 “Every	 time	 there’s	 a	 call	 with	 your	 names
attached,	there’s	a	dead	body.”

“It	only	happened	once	before,”	Corey	said.

And	that	was	still	too	many,”	Wingate	replied.	The	kids	looked	down.

Activity	swirled	around,	both	on	the	shore	and	down	in	the	lake.	Three	other	sheriff’s
department	cars	were	parked	on	the	grass	and	the	Craigsville	Volunteer	Fire	Department
brought	 their	 rescue	engine	and	a	grass	 fire	 rig	 to	 the	scene.	The	medical	examiner,	Dr.
Driscoll,	and	her	 techs	brought	an	equipment-filled	SUV	to	process	 the	scene.	Everyone
also	 brought	 rubber	 boots	 or	 fishing	 waders	 to	 deal	 with	 the	 mud.	 Right	 now,	 most
everyone	was	down	at	the	body.

“We	 can	 talk	 about	 that	 later,”	 the	 sheriff	 said.	 “Right	 now,	 I	 need	 your	 statements.
What	were	you	doing	here,	and	how	in	the	world	did	you	stumble	on	another	dead	body?”

His	radio	crackled,	“Sheriff	Wingate.”

“Wingate	here,”	he	replied.

“Abe,	this	is	Mo	Driscoll.	Can	you	come	down	here?	You’ll	want	to	see	this.”

“On	my	way,”	he	said.

He	turned	away	from	Corey	and	Michelle.	“Roscoe,”	he	called	to	a	deputy,	“come	over
here.”

“Get	 statements	 from	 these	 two	 and	 send	 them	home,”	Wingate	 continued	when	 the
officer	joined	them.	“Just	get	the	short	version.	We’ll	get	their	full	statements	next	week.”

“You	two	will	go	straight	home,”	he	said	to	the	kids.	“And	you’ll	tell	your	folks	exactly
what	happened,	because	I	will	check.

“I’ll	also	text	you	with	a	time	to	come	by	the	office.”

He	started	moving	away.

“Do	we	have	to	go	like	this?”	Corey	asked.	“Can’t	we	at	least	clean	up?”

Wingate	stopped.	He	looked	at	the	assembled	equipment.

“Hey,	Garland,”	he	called	 to	 the	 firefighter	 standing	by	 the	grass	 fire	 truck.	“Do	you
have	water	in	that	thing?”

“Of	course,”	the	firefighter	replied.	“We	always	keep	it	filled,	even	if	we	don’t	need	it.”

“Good,”	Wingate	said.	“Hose	these	two	off,	will	you?”

After	giving	basic	statements	 to	 the	deputy,	Corey	and	Michelle	got	off	 the	 table	and
went	to	the	grass	fire	truck.	Garland	already	had	the	hose	turned	on	when	they	got	there.



“This	is	probably	going	to	be	cold,”	he	said,	“but	it	won’t	last	long.”

He	 was	 right.	 Corey	 and	 Michelle	 were	 both	 shivering	 when	 the	 shower	 finished.
Afterward,	they	took	their	packs	and	went	to	the	restrooms	to	towel	off	and	change	into
their	dry	clothes.

Sheriff	Wingate	opened	his	trunk	to	get	his	rubber	boots.	As	he	pulled	them	on,	another
car	pulled	in	and	parked	right	next	to	him.	Rich	Geltsin	got	out	of	the	vehicle.

“Hi,	Sheriff,”	the	editor	of	the	Record	/	Times	said.	“I	hear	you’ve	got	a	body.	What’s
the	story?”

“How	did	you	hear	about	this?”	Wingate	said.	“We’ve	only	known	about	it	for	an	hour
or	so.”

“My	old	scanner	still	works,”	Geltsin	replied.	“I	heard	you	dispatch	everyone	out	here.
So	what	have	you	got?”

“I	don’t	know	anything	yet,”	Wingate	said,	“and	won’t	have	a	statement	until	I	do.”

“That’s	 okay,”	 Geltsin	 replied.	 “I	 can	 wait.	 Meantime,	 if	 you	 don’t	 mind,	 I’ll	 look
around.”

“I	certainly	do	mind!”	Wingate	said	sternly.	“This	is	possibly	a	crime	scene	and	I	will
not	allow	you	to	mess	it	up	by	traipsing	around.	Stay	here.”

“And	why	are	you	even	here?”	the	sheriff	continued.	“Why	didn’t	you	send	one	of	your
people?”

“Because	 I	 called	your	department	 for	 confirmation	 and	 found	out	who	called	 it	 in,”
Geltsin	said.	“I’ve	got	a	soft	spot	for	those	two	and	figured	whatever	they’ve	found	ought
to	be	interesting.”

“Then	go	chase	them	someplace	else.	I	sent	them	home.”	Wingate	walked	away	toward
the	empty	lake.

Geltsin	wasn’t	easily	discouraged,	so	he	waited	until	the	sheriff	was	across	the	sand	to
the	muddy	lake	bottom.	Then	he	started	walking	toward	the	people	standing	near	the	fire
trucks.	They	might	be	able	to	answer	some	questions.

Corey	and	Michelle	came	out	of	the	restrooms	dried	off	and	wearing	cleaner	clothes.

Seeing	them,	Geltsin	called	over.	“Hey,	you	two,	I	thought	the	sheriff	sent	you	home.”

“He	did,”	Corey	said,	“but	we	needed	to	clean	up	first.”

“Well,	that’s	a	break	for	me,”	Geltsin	replied.	“So	what’s	the	story?	What	did	you	two
find	this	time?”

“A	dead	body,	chained	to	a	rowboat,”	Michelle	said.	“And	the	boat	was	sunk.”

Geltsin	 took	out	his	pen	and	notebook.	“Let’s	have	 the	details.	How’d	you	get	down
there?”

The	kids	told	him	how	Corey	jumped	off	the	cliff	and	then	how	they	were	looking	at
things	on	the	lake	bottom	when	they	came	upon	the	boat	and	then	the	body.	They	also	told
Geltsin	how	they	marked	the	slope	to	find	the	site	again.



“Good	thinking,	Corey,”	the	editor	said.	“Now,	can	you	tell	me	anything	about	the	body
itself?”

“No,”	Michelle	said.	“We	only	saw	the	arm	when	Corey	grabbed	it.”

“And	it	just	looked	like	it	had	been	down	there	for	awhile,”	Corey	said.

“Do	you	know	how	long	ago?”	Geltsin	asked.	The	kids	shook	their	heads.

“Is	that	it?”

Corey	looked	at	Michelle.	“Basically,”	he	said.	“After	we	found	it,	we	called	the	sheriff
and	after	everyone	got	here,	he	told	us	to	go	home.”

“Then	 you	 better	 get	 going,”	 the	 editor	 said,	 “but	 if	 you	 think	 of	 anything,	 let	 me
know.”

“We	will,”	Michelle	said.	The	kids	grabbed	the	packs	and	started	for	their	bikes.

Wingate	 made	 it	 down	 to	 the	 scene.	 Four	 other	 deputies	 and	 six	 firefighters	 were
already	 there	 along	 with	 Dr.	 Driscoll	 and	 her	 two	 techs.	 When	 he	 arrived,	 they	 were
closing	the	black	body	bag	and	carefully	trying	to	place	it	into	a	long	basket	attached	to	a
cable	from	up	at	the	picnic	area.

“Hi,	Abe,”	Dr.	Driscoll	said	as	the	sheriff	came	up.	“I	wanted	to	let	you	know	this	is
definitely	a	crime	scene.”	She	moved	to	the	boat’s	underside.

“We’ve	gotten	the	body	ready	to	send	up,	but	I	can	already	tell	this	is	no	accident.”

How	so?”	the	sheriff	asked.

“Come	on	down	and	I’ll	show	you.”

Wingate	joined	her	and	looked	into	the	boat.	He	saw	the	large	cavity	where	the	body
had	been,	and	noticed	a	white	splotch	in	the	mud.

“What’s	that?”	he	asked.

“Plaster	cast,”	Driscoll	said.	“I’m	trying	to	get	a	face	mold	from	the	mud.	There	wasn’t
much	left	on	the	remains.”

“But	that’s	not	what	I	want	you	to	see,”	she	continued.	“The	body	was	wrapped	in	this
chain.	Really	wound	tight.”

She	pointed	to	the	boat’s	bottom.	“And	the	chain	was	secured	to	the	boat	itself.”

“Okay,	I	see	that,”	Wingate	said,	“but	what’s	it	mean?”

“It	means	this	was	intentional.”	Driscoll	said.	“It	means	this	boat	and	maybe	this	whole
part	of	the	lake	bottom	is	a	crime	scene.”

“Okay,	it’s	potentially	a	crime	scene,”	the	sheriff	said.	“So	do	your	thing.”

“You’ll	approve?”	Driscoll	asked.

“Mo,	you	don’t	work	for	me,”	Wingate	said.	“You	work	for	the	coroner.	Do	what	you
have	to	do.”

“My	budget	works	for	you,”	Driscoll	replied.	“And	the	overtime’s	going	to	be	sky	high



before	we	get	everything	processed	and	back	to	town.”

“Besides,”	 she	 continued,	 “we’ll	 be	 lucky	 to	 get	 done	before	 dark,	 and	 I’m	going	 to
need	some	different	equipment	to	haul	this	boat	out	of	here.”

“I’ll	approve	the	overtime,”	Wingate	said.	“But	what	else	do	you	need?”

“A	 truck	 for	 starters,”	 the	medical	 examiner	 replied.	 “The	 rescue	 truck	 can	 take	 the
body	 to	 the	morgue	and	one	of	my	 team	can	go	along	and	get	 things	 started	 there.	But
there	 isn’t	 anything	up	 top	 to	haul	 this	boat.	Then	 I’m	going	 to	need	a	place	 to	put	 the
thing	so	I	can	work	on	it.

“And	that’s	not	all.	Your	folks	know	what	they	are	doing,	but	the	longer	they’re	here,
the	longer	there’s	less	coverage	across	the	county.	I	know	the	city	police	can	cover	some
of	this,	but	do	you	really	want	half	your	shift	stuck	down	here?”

“I	see	your	point,”	Wingate	said,	“What	do	you	want	to	do?”

“I	can	call	Birdie	over	in	Morris.	He	can	send	his	team	and	the	truck.	When	they	get
here,	I	can	release	your	people	back	to	their	regular	duty.”

“What	about	the	fire	guys?”	Wingate	asked.

“I’ll	use	them	as	long	as	they	can	stay.	They’re	helpful,	but	not	really	trained	to	process
a	scene	unless	it	was	a	fire.	All	I	really	need	from	them	is	the	winch	and	the	drivers.”

Wingate	nodded	his	approval	and	Dr.	Driscoll	made	the	call.	While	waiting,	the	team
finished	bagging	the	body	and	winched	it	up	the	hillside.	It	was	soon	loaded	into	the	squad
and	on	its	way	to	the	county	morgue.	The	sheriff	walked	up	beside	it.

Back	at	the	picnic	area,	Wingate	spotted	Rich	Geltsin	nosing	around,	asking	questions
of	anyone	who’d	talk.	He	also	grabbed	pictures	where	he	could.

“Geltsin,	you	are	getting	in	the	way,”	the	sheriff	said.	“Get	out	of	here.”

“Not	 a	 chance,	 sheriff,”	 the	 editor	 replied.	 “This	 is	 a	 story	 and	 I	 am	 going	 to	 keep
working	it.	Freedom	of	the	press	and	all.”

“This	is	an	active	crime	scene,”	Wingate	said.	“I	can	arrest	you	for	obstruction.”

“Now,	Abe,	do	you	really	want	the	hassle?”

The	sheriff	thought	about	this.

“Besides,”	Geltsin	continued,	“all	you	can	really	stop	me	from	doing	is	getting	close-up
pictures.	I’ll	get	the	details,	one	way	or	another.

“I’ll	put	those	two	kids	on	it,	if	I	need	to.”

“Okay,	okay,”	Wingate	said,	“I’ll	give	you	the	rundown	tomorrow,	after	we’ve	had	time
to	get	everything	organized.	Call	me	for	a	time.”

“It	 has	 to	 be	 before	 two,”	 Geltsin	 replied.	 “That’s	 when	 we	 set	 the	 front	 page	 for
Monday.”

After	 walking	 down	 to	 Corey’s	 marker	 for	 some	 long-range	 photos	 of	 the	 rowboat,
Geltsin	left.	He	had	enough	to	get	started,	and	the	sheriff’s	statement	with	the	details	from



Corey	and	Michelle	should	fill	in	most	of	the	blanks.

Forty	minutes	after	Dr.	Driscoll’s	call,	Stuart	Byrd,	known	as	“Birdie”	 to	 friends	and
colleagues,	arrived	with	his	crew	of	crime-scene	techs	and	a	flatbed	truck	borrowed	from	a
Morris	towing	company.

Byrd	 and	Dr.	Driscoll	 helped	 each	 other	whenever	 needed.	 The	Morris	 County	man
handled	evidence	and	crime	scenes	better	 than	Driscoll,	where	she	 took	more	 time	with
autopsies.	A	complicated	case	in	either	county	usually	meant	the	two	examiners	and	their
crews	joined	forces.

Byrd	 and	 his	 crew	 came	 down	 the	 slope	 wearing	 rubber	 boots	 and	 hauling	 several
equipment	cases.

“What’s	up,	Mo?”	Byrd	said.

“Sorry	you	missed	the	body,	Birdie,	but	we	needed	to	get	it	stabilized	and	stored.”

“No	problem,	kiddo,	that’s	your	gig	anyway.”

He	set	his	gear	down	on	the	mud.	“So	what	do	you	need?”

“I	need	the	boat	removed	from	the	mud	as	intact	as	possible,”	Driscoll	replied.	“Plus	all
the	trace	evidence	we	can	find,	soil	samples,	and	anything	else	you	can	think	of.”

“But	let	me	show	you	the	chain	first.”	Driscoll	took	Byrd	around	to	the	boat’s	interior.

“See	that?”	she	continued,	pointing	to	the	chain’s	connection	on	the	boat’s	floor.	“What
does	that	tell	you?”

Byrd	looked	at	the	chain	and	bolt	for	several	seconds.

“Probably	the	same	thing	it	tells	you,”	he	said.	“This	was	no	accident.”

“Come	on,	Stuart,”	Driscoll	said,	“I	need	more	than	that.”

“I’m	not	a	detective,	Mo,”	Byrd	said,	“and	I’m	not	going	to	speculate.	Let’s	gather	the
evidence	and	process	the	scene.	Then	we	can	see	where	it	takes	us.”

They	 set	 to	 work.	 With	 the	 extra	 techs	 and	 the	 remaining	 firefighters,	 things	 went
quickly	and	Dr.	Driscoll’s	goal	of	finishing	before	sunset	was	met	with	an	hour	to	spare.
The	 last	 thing	 removed	 from	 the	 slope	 was	 Driscoll’s	 plaster	 casting	 from	 where	 the
body’s	face	had	imprinted.	Before	leaving,	Driscoll	instructed	the	remaining	deputies	and
firefighters	to	rope	off	the	entire	area	in	case	they	needed	to	take	another	look	at	the	scene.

The	rowboat	and	all	the	evidence	went	to	an	empty	bay	in	the	city-county	maintenance
garage.	 The	 body	 went	 to	 cold	 storage	 in	 the	 morgue.	 After	 securing	 and	 logging
everything,	Driscoll	 and	Byrd	 released	everyone	 to	go	home.	Over	a	quick	bite	 the	 two
examiners	made	plans	 to	 reconvene	Monday.	Driscoll	would	do	 the	autopsy	while	Byrd
began	examining	and	processing	all	the	other	items.

Sheriff	Wingate	made	good	on	his	threat	to	call	Corey	and	Michelle’s	parents.	He	was
pleasantly	 surprised	 to	 hear	 both	 kids	 had	 filled	 their	 folks	 in	 on	 what	 happened.	 He
wasn’t	so	pleased	to	hear	neither	Mrs.	Palmer	nor	the	Pritchards	were	going	to	discipline
either	child.



“Yes,	sheriff,”	Mrs.	Palmer	told	him,	“Corey	told	me	everything.	Maybe	he	shouldn’t
have	gone	all	the	way	down	there,	but	I	don’t	think	he	did	anything	wrong.”

“Wasn’t	 it	 Michelle	 who	 called	 it	 in?”	 Mrs.	 Pritchard	 told	 the	 sheriff	 in	 her
conversation.	“Seems	to	me	she	and	Corey	did	the	right	thing.”

“And	Corey’s	okay	after	all	this,”	Annette	told	the	sheriff,	“He’s	doing	fine,	in	case	you
are	wondering.”

“No,	Michelle	doesn’t	seem	upset	by	this,”	Marybelle	said.	“If	you’re	interested.”

“Yes,	 I’ll	 make	 sure	 they	 come	 over	 to	 your	 office	 after	 school	 on	 Monday,”	 both
mothers	told	Wingate.

Neither	 mother	 was	 pleased	 with	 the	 day’s	 adventure,	 but	 couldn’t	 find	 fault	 with
anything	the	 two	friends	did.	Both	were	also	happy	their	children	didn’t	appear	upset	or
adversely	affected	by	finding	another	set	of	human	remains.

Corey	found	the	old	ring	in	his	swim	shorts	when	he	tossed	his	muddy	clothes	into	the
wash.	 In	 the	 uproar	 of	 finding	 the	 body	 and	 then	 all	 the	 activity	with	 the	 sheriff,	 he’d
forgotten	about	it.	He	rinsed	most	of	the	dirt	and	muck	off,	but	there	was	still	lots	of	grime
hiding	the	ring’s	design.

***

Rich	 Geltsin	 spent	 Saturday	 evening	 doing	 research	 on	 Lake	 Cyrus’s	 history.	 He
showed	up	at	Sheriff	Wingate’s	office	precisely	 at	 ten	o’clock	Sunday	morning.	At	 two
that	 afternoon,	 he	 held	 his	 usual	 front-page	 editorial	 and	 design	meeting	 for	Monday’s
paper.

After	church	and	Sunday	dinner,	Corey	rode	over	to	Michelle’s	house.	Michelle	and	her
dad	were	working	in	the	garage.

Pete	Pritchard	sold	his	old	restored	pick-up	when	his	daughter	was	born,	but	never	lost
his	interest	in	classic	cars.	He’d	taken	a	new	job	that	spring,	still	driving	a	truck,	but	now
doing	local	deliveries	in	Wagner	and	the	surrounding	counties.	He	wasn’t	gone	more	than
one	or	two	nights	a	week,	and	never	consecutively.

So	he	had	a	lot	more	time	at	home.	Marybelle	kept	him	busy	with	home	improvement
projects,	and	there	was	always	yard	work,	but	Pete	now	had	time	to	work	on	an	old	car	if
he	wished.

He’d	 found	 his	 new	 project	 just	 a	month	 ago	when	 he	 saw	 a	 1968	 Ford	Torino	GT
Coupe	for	sale	by	a	farmer	outside	Tyrone.	He	paid	less	than	a	thousand	for	the	old	beater,
and	though	it	still	ran	well	enough	to	make	it	back	to	Craigsville,	 that	was	about	it.	The
thing	needed	a	complete	rebuilding.

He	parked	it	in	the	garage	and	started	taking	it	apart.

Corey	left	his	bike	in	the	driveway	and	walked	in	the	garage.

Pete	looked	up	from	under	the	car’s	hood.	“Hi,	Corey,	how	are	you	doing?”

“Hi,	Mr.	Pritchard,	hey	Shel,”	Corey	said.

‘Hey,	Corey,”	Michelle	said,	looking	up	from	the	workbench	on	the	garage’s	wall.



“So	what	brings	you	over	here?”	Pete	asked.

Corey	 pulled	 the	 heavy	 ring	 out	 of	 his	 pocket.	 “I	 know	 Michelle	 told	 you	 what
happened	to	us	yesterday,	but	there	was	something	else.	I	wanted	to	show	you	something.”

“What	have	you	got	there?”	Pete	took	the	ring	from	Corey	and	looked	closely	at	it.

“I	think	it’s	an	old	class	ring,”	he	said.	“It	feels	like	one.”

“That’s	what	my	mom	said,”	Corey	replied,	“but	she	wasn’t	sure.	We	tried	to	clean	it
up,	but	didn’t	have	anything	to	get	the	gunk	off.”

“If	it’s	a	ring,	you	could	use	jewelry	cleaner,”	Michelle	said.	“My	mom	has	some	stuff,
doesn’t	yours?”

“She	uses	a	machine	to	clean	her	rings	and	stuff,”	Corey	said,	“and	she	was	afraid	this
was	too	big	and	heavy.”

“She’s	probably	right,”	Pete	said.	“So	let’s	see	what	we	can	do.”

He	walked	to	the	workbench	and	looked	over	the	chemicals	and	other	solutions	on	the
wall	shelves.

“Shelly,”	he	said	to	his	daughter,	“why	don’t	you	go	get	your	mom’s	jewelry	cleaner?
We’ll	probably	need	it	later	to	finish	this.

“Right	 now,	 I	 think	 this	 will	 get	 us	 started.”	 He	 pulled	 a	 bottle	 of	 oil	 and	 grease
remover	from	the	shelf.

Pete	 pulled	 on	 some	 rubber	 gloves	 and	 adjusted	 his	 safety	 goggles.	Then	 he	 dabbed
some	 solution	 onto	 a	 clean	 rag	 and	 started	 wiping	 the	 ring	 with	 it.	 Corey	 came	 up	 to
watch.

“Put	goggles	on,	Corey,”	Pete	said.	“This	stuff	is	really	bad	if	it	splashes	you.”

Several	swipes	of	the	cleaner	removed	most	of	the	muck,	but	the	ring’s	metal	was	still
dark	and	discolored.	They	couldn’t	tell	what	color	anything	was	supposed	to	be.

Michelle	came	back	in	with	another	bottle.

“Mom	says	this	should	work	whether	the	ring	is	gold	or	silver,”	she	said.

“Okay,	 let’s	give	 it	a	shot,”	Pete	 replied.	He	 took	a	clean	rag	and	poured	a	bit	of	 the
different	cleaner	onto	it.

“Either	of	you	want	to	do	the	honors?”	he	asked	the	kids.

“Sure,”	Corey	said,	taking	the	rag	from	Michelle’s	dad.	He	began	cleaning	and	shining
the	ring.	A	pale	silver	color	appeared	 in	no	 time	with	what	 turned	out	 to	be	a	dark	blue
gemstone	 set	 into	 the	metal.	Wrapped	around	 the	edge	were	 letters,	 and	along	 the	wide
part	of	 each	 side	Corey	 found	 two	numbers	above	 small	 shield	devices.	Then	each	 side
tapered	down	to	the	ring’s	narrower	bottom.

Corey	put	the	rag	down	and	held	the	ring	in	the	light.

“I	see	a	one	and	a	nine	on	this	side,”	he	said,	as	he	turned	the	ring,	“And	a	six	and	a
five	on	the	other	side.”	He	held	it	out	to	Michelle.



“There’s	writing	along	the	top	edge,”	she	said,	and	started	rotating	it.	“United	States…”

“I	can’t	read	the	rest.”

Pete	 took	 the	 ring	 from	 his	 daughter	 and	 looked	 closely.	 He	 smiled	 at	 the	 two
youngsters.

“Kids,”	he	said,	“I	think	you’ve	found	someone’s	Navy	class	ring.	It	says	United	States
Naval	Academy.”

“And	the	numbers?”	Corey	asked.

“Class	of	sixty-five,”	Pete	answered.

“And	 I’d	 bet	 there	 was	 something	mounted	 on	 the	 stone,”	 he	 continued.	 “There’s	 a
small	hole	in	the	stone’s	center.”

He	 held	 the	 ring	 at	 an	 angle.	 “There’s	 some	 engraving	 on	 the	 inside,	 but	 it’s	 really
small.	Can’t	make	it	out	in	this	light.”

“Somebody’s	initials?”	Michelle	asked.	Mr.	Pritchard	nodded.

“Do	you	think	it’s	worth	anything?”	Corey	asked.

“Corey!”	Michelle	exclaimed.	“Don’t	be	crude.	It	belongs	to	someone.”

Pete	laughed.	“Shelly’s	right,	Corey.	It	does	belong	to	someone,	and	they’re	probably
the	only	people	who’d	think	it	was	worth	anything.”

“But	how	could	we	ever	find	out	who	it	belongs	 to?”	Corey	asked	as	he	put	 the	ring
back	in	his	pocket.

Pete	 looked	at	 the	young	man.	 “Come	on,	Corey.	After	what	you	 two	pulled	off	 last
summer	with	Phillip	Cooper?	I’d	bet	you	could	find	that	ring’s	owner	in	no	time	at	all.”

“Yeah,	I	suppose,”	Corey	said.

“Well	then,”	Pete	said,	“I’m	glad	we	could	help.	But	it’s	back	to	work	on	the	car.”	He
ducked	back	under	the	open	hood	and	Michelle	started	working	at	the	bench	again.

“What	are	you	doing?”	Corey	asked.

“Right	now	I’m	cleaning	things	Dad	takes	off	 the	engine,”	Michelle	said.	“But	we’re
going	to	pull	the	heads	next,	right	Daddy?”

“That’s	right,”	Pete	said	from	the	engine	compartment.	“Thing	needs	a	complete	ring
job.”

Corey	moved	over	to	the	car’s	other	side	and	looked	into	where	Pete	worked.

“What	year	is	it?”	he	asked.

“Sixty-eight,”	both	Pritchards	replied.

“Cool,”	Corey	said.	“Two-eighty-nine?”

“Three-oh-two,”	Michelle	said	from	the	workbench.	“The	bigger	version.”

“You	know	about	cars?”	Pete	asked.



“Mostly	history,”	Corey	said,	“but	I	know	those	were	Ford’s	main	engines	for	a	 long
time.”

“Still	are,	young	man,”	Pete	said,	“though	they	have	metric	names	these	days.”

Corey	stayed	until	dinner,	helping	take	parts	off	the	old	Ford	and	cleaning	them	up.	He
went	home	needing	another	shower	and	change	of	clothes	before	his	mother	would	let	him
sit	down	to	eat.

Annette	Palmer	began	thinking	she	needed	to	teach	her	son	to	do	his	own	laundry	if	he
continued	coming	home	so	filthy.

Then	again,	 at	 least	he	was	getting	 some	good	wear	out	of	 things	before	he	outgrew
them.

Having	grown	four	inches	in	the	past	year,	Corey	was	going	through	clothes	almost	as
fast	as	Annette	could	buy	them.	He’d	outgrown	one	complete	wardrobe	and	was	stretching
a	 second.	 Fortunately	 for	 Annette’s	 budget,	 a	 lot	 of	 teenagers	 in	 Craigsville	 grew	 like
Corey	and	so	the	thrift	shops	in	the	area	always	had	things	Corey	could	wear.	If	he	didn’t
like	them,	she	thought,	too	bad.	He’d	outgrow	them	soon	enough.



Chapter	III
The	Craigsville	Record/Times	arrived	in	people’s	mailboxes	and	driveways	by	sunrise

Monday	morning	 and	 the	 town	 started	 the	week	with	Rich	Geltsin’s	 large	 headline	 and
story.

Mystery	Body	Found	in	Lake	Cyrus
By	Richard	Geltsin,	Editor

The	story	took	up	most	of	the	front	page	with	two	pictures	of	the	rowboat	and	the	body
bag	coming	up	 the	slope.	Geltsin	 included	everything	he’d	 learned,	crediting	Corey	and
Michelle	with	 the	discovery	and	quoting	both	Sheriff	Wingate	and	Dr.	Driscoll.	He	also
told	why	the	lake	was	drained	and	summarized	the	Corps	of	Engineers	work	on	the	dam
and	the	lake.

Charlie	Clyde	at	WMCJ	read	the	story	in	the	studio	while	he	waited	to	go	on	the	air	at
seven.

This	will	be	good	to	lead	with,	he	thought	His	engineer	gave	him	the	cue	to	start	in.

“Good	morning	everyone,	and	welcome	to	Monday.	This	is	Charlie	Clyde	with	you	on
WMCJ,	Hit	Country	106	FM,	and	I’ll	be	filling	in	this	morning	while	we	try	to	figure	out
what	happened	to	the	raging	lunatics.”

WMCJ’s	regular	morning	show	was	called	Raging	Lunacy,	hosted	by	“Lunatic	Louie”
and	“Raging	Rick.”	The	two	characters	played	a	few	songs,	but	mostly	filled	the	morning
with	 outrageous	 jokes,	more	 outrageous	 rants	 on	 any	 subject,	 and	offbeat	 conversations
with	a	regular	lineup	of	callers.	They	urged	anyone	offended	by	their	comments	to	call	in
immediately	 so	 they	 could	 insult	 the	 listener	 directly.	 Few	 took	 advantage	 and	 most
everyone	in	the	four	counties	either	laughed	along	or	tuned	out.

A	week	ago,	however,	the	guys	simply	disappeared	after	their	show.	There	had	been	no
sightings,	no	calls,	and	no	messages.	As	far	as	anyone	knew,	they’d	vanished.

The	station	still	had	to	fill	the	hours,	so	management	juggled	the	lineup.	Charlie	left	his
usual	 afternoon	 slot	 to	 take	 the	mornings,	 giving	 up	 his	 Saturday	morning	 show	 in	 the
process.

“It’s	going	 to	be	gorgeous	 in	 the	 four	counties	 today.	Partly	cloudy	with	highs	 in	 the
mid-eighties.	Slight	chance	of	rain	this	afternoon,	though.

“News	 from	Wagner	County	 this	morning.	 The	 Record/Times	 reports	 two	 youngsters
discovered	a	dead	body	over	the	weekend	at	the	bottom	of	Lake	Cyrus.	Don’t	worry,	folks,
there	wasn’t	any	water.	As	most	of	y’all	know,	the	Army	Corps	is	draining	the	lake	to	work
on	the	dam	and	clean	things	up.

And	also,	as	far	as	we	know,	it	wasn’t	either	of	our	missing	characters.

“Interesting	 thing,	 though,	 the	 kids	 who	 discovered	 the	 body	 are	 the	 same	 two	 who
found	those	remains	up	in	the	Wagner	County	clock	tower	last	summer.

“Don’t	 know	much	more	 than	what	 I’ve	 read,	 but	we’ll	 try	 to	bring	 you	more	as	we



learn	it.	For	now,	let’s	get	started	with	an	old	classic	from	the	great	Conway	Twitty.”

At	Craigsville	Middle	School,	Corey	and	Michelle	faced	a	lot	of	questions	from	friends
and	acquaintances.	Most	wanted	details	about	how	they	found	the	body,	but	a	few	wanted
to	know	how	gruesome	the	remains	were.

“Did	you	actually	touch	it?”	Tim	Crane	asked	Corey.

“Just	the	arm,”	Corey	replied,	“but	that	was	enough.”

“Was	it	murder?”	Paula	Terrill	asked.

“We	don’t	know,”	Michelle	said.	“After	the	sheriff	and	everyone	got	there,	we	had	to
stay	away.”

And	so	it	went	until	class	started.

As	 the	 bell	 rang	 to	 begin	 third	 period,	 everyone	 in	Mrs.	Hollis’s	English	 class	 grew
very	still.	Mrs.	Hollis	was	known	as	the	strictest	teacher	in	school,	and	always	insisted	her
students	be	quiet	and	ready	for	the	day’s	lesson	when	the	bell	sounded.

As	she	began	speaking,	Corey’s	phone	buzzed.	Mrs.	Hollis	stopped	talking	and	no	one
made	a	sound.	Two	seconds	later,	Corey’s	phone	buzzed	again.	Though	he	tried	hard	not
to	react,	Mrs.	Hollis	homed	in	on	him.	As	she	walked	to	his	desk,	Corey	quickly	took	his
phone	out	to	turn	it	off,	glancing	at	the	message	as	he	did.

To:	C.	Palmer	/	M.	Pritchard

From:	Wagner	County	Sheriff

My	office	3:30PM

AW

“Mr.	Palmer,”	Mrs.	Hollis	said,	“your	phone.	You	know	the	rules.”

School	policy	said	no	texting	or	messaging	during	classes.	The	penalty	was	having	the
phone	confiscated	for	the	rest	of	the	day.

“But	it’s	official	business,”	Corey	said.	“The	message	was	from	the	sheriff’s	office.”

“And	why	would	the	sheriff	be	texting	you,	young	man?”	Mrs.	Hollis	said.	“What	have
you	done?”

This	made	several	students	chuckle.

“Nothing	wrong,	ma’am,”	Corey	said.	“It’s	about	what	I	found	over	the	weekend.”

“And	what	did	you	find	that	would	interest	Sheriff	Wingate?”

Now	some	of	the	others	laughed	louder.

“That’s	enough,	people!”	Mrs.	Hollis	said.

Tim	Crane	spoke	up.	“Didn’t	you	read	the	paper,	this	morning,	Mrs.	Hollis?”

“No,	I	did	not.	I	have	better	things	to	do	with	my	morning	free	time	than	waste	it	on
that	silly	thing.”

All	the	students	laughed.



“Am	I	missing	something?”	Mrs.	Hollis	asked.	Corey	mumbled	a	reply.

“What	was	that,	Mr.	Palmer?”

“Michelle	Pritchard	and	I	found	a	dead	body	in	the	lake,”	Corey	said.	“And	the	sheriff
wants	full	statements	from	us	after	school.	That’s	what	the	message	was	about.”

“Well	 then,	 the	 sheriff	 will	 just	 have	 to	 get	 along	 without	 your	 information.”	 Mrs.
Hollis	turned	to	go	back	to	her	desk.

“But	you	can’t	do	that!”	Corey	said.	“I	have	to	reply.”

Mrs.	 Palmer	 turned	 around.	 “No	 you	 do	 not.	And	 if	 you	 aren’t	 careful,	 young	man,
you’ll	be	serving	detention	this	afternoon.”

“You’re	interfering	with	an	investigation,”	Corey	said.	Several	classmates	chuckled.

“And	you’re	insubordinate,	Mr.	Palmer.”	Mrs.	Hollis	replied.	“You	will	serve	two	hours
detention	this	afternoon.”	She	wrote	up	a	form	on	her	desk.

“And	if	you	say	another	word,	I	will	send	you	to	the	principal’s	office	where	you	can
explain	why	you	violated	school	policy	and	talked	back	to	me.”

“It’s	not	fair,”	Corey	said	quietly,	trying	not	to	be	heard.	“I’m	just	trying	to	help	out.”

But	Mrs.	Hollis	did	hear	him.

“That’s	it,”	she	said.	She	went	to	the	classroom	door,	and	called	to	the	security	officer
in	the	hall.

“Escort	Mr.	Palmer	to	the	office,”	she	told	the	man	when	he	entered	the	room.	“Tell	Mr.
Dorsey	 that	 Corey	 violated	 school	 policy	 and	 was	 insubordinate.	 Also	 tell	 him	 I’ve
already	imposed	a	two-hour	detention.”

Corey	grabbed	his	backpack	and	left	with	the	officer.

As	 they	walked	 to	 the	office,	 the	man	 told	Corey,	“I	don’t	know	what	happened,	but
everybody	knows	you	don’t	cross	Mrs.	Hollis.	I	hope	you	aren’t	in	too	much	trouble,	kid.”

Corey	waited	 outside	while	 the	 security	 guard	 talked	 to	 the	 principal.	After	 the	man
left,	Mr.	Dorsey	made	Corey	wait	several	more	minutes	before	calling	him	in.

“Alright,	Corey,	tell	me	what	happened,”	Dorsey	said.

Corey	quickly	explained	about	the	message	from	Sheriff	Wingate,	and	then	how	Mrs.
Hollis	took	his	phone.	When	asked,	he	admitted	he	did	talk	back	to	his	teacher,	but	tried	to
explain	why	it	was	important.

Dorsey	 stopped	 him.	 “All	 well	 and	 good,	 son,	 but	 you	 know	 the	 rules	 and	 you	 did
violate	them.	Why	didn’t	you	turn	your	phone	completely	off?”

“I	 thought	 I	 had,”	 Corey	 said.	 “And	 if	Mrs.	 Hollis	 would’ve	 read	 the	message,	 she
might	have	seen	I	was	telling	the	truth.”

“That’s	 not	 the	 issue,	Corey,”	Dorsey	 said,	 “you	 did	 break	 the	 rules	 and	 you	 should
never	talk	back	to	your	teacher.”

“I	know,	sir,”	Corey	said,	“and	I	am	sorry.	But	I	really	do	have	to	talk	to	the	sheriff	this



afternoon.”

The	principal	thought	it	over	for	a	few	seconds.	“Alright,	here’s	what	we’ll	do.	You	go
back	outside	and	wait.	I’ll	call	the	sheriff’s	office	and	confirm	your	story.	I’ll	also	let	him
know	you’ll	be	late.

“If	everything	checks	out,	you’ll	still	have	to	serve	detention,	but	that	will	be	the	end	of
it.”

“Can	I	get	my	phone	back?”

“At	the	end	of	the	day,	like	usual.”

Corey	left	the	office.	Ten	minutes	later,	Mr.	Dorsey	called	him	back	in.

“Well,	son,”	he	said,	“Sheriff	Wingate	confirms	your	story,	and	told	me	how	you	and
Miss	Pritchard	found	another	body.	Seems	to	be	a	habit	with	you	two.”

Corey	looked	down.

“Don’t	worry.	The	sheriff	said	to	come	by	whenever	you’re	free.”

“Yessir.”

“And	I	called	you	mother	too,”	Dorsey	continued.	Corey	looked	up	with	panic.

“What	did	she	say?”

“I	 didn’t	 talk	 to	 her.	 I	 talked	 to	 Judge	 Danielson,	 who	 said	 he’d	 pass	 the	 message
along.”

Dorsey	stood	and	came	around	the	desk.

“Look,	Corey,”	he	said	as	he	walked	the	young	man	to	the	door,	“the	rules	are	there	for
a	 reason.	Our	 gadgets	 can	 be	 a	 big	 help	 or	 a	 bigger	 distraction.	Be	 sure	 you	 turn	 your
phone	all	the	way	off	before	class	starts.	It’s	not	that	hard.”

“Yessir,	I	know.”

“Okay,	 now	 get	 going,”	 Dorsey	 said.	 “And	 you	 caught	 a	 break.	 Mr.	 Holcomb’s	 in
charge	of	detention	today.	You	might	get	out	early.”

Corey	didn’t	see	Michelle	until	science	class	later	in	the	day.	They	only	had	two	classes
together	 this	 year,	 social	 studies	 and	 science.	She’d	 already	heard	 about	 his	 run-in	with
Mrs.	Hollis.

What	were	you	thinking?”	she	asked	him.

“I	really	thought	my	phone	was	off,”	Corey	said.	“Now	I	have	to	serve	detention,	and
then	go	talk	to	the	sheriff.”

“And	then	tell	my	mom	after	I	finally	get	home,”	he	continued.

“Man,	it	stinks	to	be	you,”	Tim	Crane	said	as	the	kids	entered	class.

Teachers	 at	 Craigsville	Middle	 School	 rotated	 supervising	 the	 after-school	 detention
study	hall.	While	there	were	basic	rules,	some	set	different	standards,	allowing	students	to
use	gadgets	or	read	non-school	books	or	something.	The	only	things	in	common	were	no
talking	and	homework	had	to	be	completed	first.



Jake	Holcomb	taught	seventh	and	eighth-grade	math.	He	loved	his	job	and	enjoyed	his
students,	but	hated	one	modern	development.	Mr.	Holcomb	truly	believed	young	people
relied	way	too	much	on	technology	to	solve	math	problems.

So	he	insisted	his	students	be	able	to	solve	basic	problems	with	just	pencil	and	paper.

“However,”	he	told	every	class,	“you	can	also	use	the	most	powerful	computer	going—
your	brain.”

When	supervising	detention	hall,	Mr.	Holcomb	made	everyone	finish	their	homework
as	 quickly	 as	 possible,	 then	he	made	 them	empty	 their	 pockets	 and	put	 their	 packs	 and
book	bags	at	the	back	of	the	room.

After	this,	he	put	a	problem	on	the	chalkboard	and	let	all	his	detainees	work	to	solve	it
using	only	pencil,	 paper,	 and	brainpower.	 If	 solved	correctly,	 students	were	 released	 for
the	day	with	proper	paperwork	and	allowed	to	go	home	early.

Holcomb	put	 the	 day’s	 problem	up	 just	 after	 four	 o’clock,	 halfway	 through	 the	 two-
hour	detention.	Corey	wanted	to	get	away	quickly,	so	he	went	right	to	work	on	it,	solving
it	within	ten	minutes.	He	turned	his	work	into	Mr.	Holcomb	and	when	his	answer	checked
out,	Corey	grabbed	his	release	and	his	backpack,	and	took	off.

He	almost	made	it	out	of	the	building.

“What	are	you	doing,	Mr.	Palmer?”	Corey	heard	Mrs.	Hollis	say	from	down	the	hall.
“You	are	supposed	to	be	serving	detention.	Where	do	you	think	you’re	going?”

Corey	turned	around.	“I	was	released	early,	Mrs.	Hollis—“

“That’s	not	possible,	young	man,”	Mrs.	Hollis	interrupted,	“I’m	taking	you	back	there
right	now.”

“But—“

“But	 nothing,	Mr.	 Palmer,	 two	 hours	 detention	means	 two	 hours.	Not	 a	minute	 less.
Let’s	go.”

She	 escorted	 Corey	 back	 to	 Mr.	 Holcomb’s	 room.	 As	 they	 approached,	 three	 other
students	left	and	headed	for	the	door.	Mrs.	Hollis	stormed	into	the	detention	study	hall.

“What	 is	 the	 meaning	 of	 this,	 Mr.	 Holcomb?	 Why	 are	 students	 leaving	 detention
early?”

“Because	 I	 released	 them,”	 Holcomb	 replied.	 “They’ve	 completed	 their	 punishment
and	satisfied	my	requirements.	Is	there	a	problem?”

“Did	you	release	Mr.	Palmer	here?”

“He	was	the	first	one	done,”	Mr.	Holcomb	said.	“Corey,	didn’t	you	show	Mrs.	Hollis
your	release	form?”

“She	didn’t	let	me,”	Corey	said.

“Don’t	worry	about	it,	Corey,”	Holcomb	replied,	“you’re	good	to	go.”

He	 turned	 to	 his	 colleague.	 “In	 fact,	 we	 shouldn’t	 keep	Mr.	 Palmer	 any	 longer	 as	 I



know	he’s	already	late	for	another	appointment.”

“This	 is	 not	 acceptable,	 Mr.	 Holcomb,”	 Mrs.	 Hollis	 said,	 “I	 will	 report	 this	 to	 the
principal.”

“Go	ahead,”	Holcomb	said,	“but	we	both	know	Mr.	Dorsey	lets	every	teacher	oversee
detention	as	they	see	fit,	provided	the	basic	rules	are	followed.”

“We	shall	see,	sir,”	Mrs.	Hollis	said.	“At	any	rate,	I	was	coming	down	to	return	Corey’s
phone.”	She	took	the	smart	phone	from	her	large	handbag	and	set	it	on	the	desk.	Then	she
turned	and	stalked	out	of	the	room.

“Are	you	going	 to	get	 in	 trouble	with	Mr.	Dorsey?”	Corey	asked	as	he	pocketed	his
phone.

“No	way,”	Mr.	Holcomb	said.	“The	principal	does	let	every	teacher	supervise	detention
as	they	want.	Within	limits	of	course.”

“Now	get	going,”	he	continued.	“You’re	already	late.”
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