
 

 

FORGET ME NOT 
 

AN ED MCAVOY MYSTERY 

 

 

BY BILL STACKHOUSE 

 

REVISION E 

 

CHAPTER 1 

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 10 - EARLY EVENING 

KINGSTON, NEW YORK 

 

Agnes Berman, police-beat reporter for the Kingston Chronicle, sat at her gray steel desk with an open 

file folder in front of her, reviewing an article that she had written almost fifteen years ago: 

 

Vanished! Accountant set to testify against reputed mob boss. 

By Agnes Berman—Tuesday, February 15 

 

Sometime around 2:30 P.M. yesterday afternoon in Saugerties, Mortimer Weinberg, an 

accountant with Kempf, Weinberg, & Sullivan, walked out of The Green Bottle Grill and 

into the restaurant’s parking lot. From there, he seemingly disappeared into thin air. 

According to Weinberg’s wife, Lois, Mort had a two o’clock meeting with some 

associates regarding his upcoming federal grand jury testimony. Mrs. Weinberg claimed 

that her husband never told her who those associates were; but, at two-thirty, he called from 

a pay phone in the restaurant, upset that they hadn’t yet shown up, and told her he was on 

his way home. That was the last time Lois Weinberg ever spoke to her husband. 
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Franco Marchetti, owner of The Green Bottle Grill, remembers Weinberg being there, 

having served him a glass of Riesling. Marchetti had been told by Weinberg that he would 

wait until his friends arrived before ordering. Marchetti also remembers Weinberg using 

the pay phone, then dropping a ten-dollar bill on the table and leaving the restaurant. 

Because he had to attend to a linen-supply delivery that had just arrived, Marchetti said 

that he never actually saw whether or not Weinberg drove out of the parking lot. 

When Weinberg failed to return home, his wife called the police to report him missing. 

In the early hours of this morning, the police found Weinberg’s black Lincoln Town Car 

in the far corner of The Green Bottle Grill’s parking lot. The car was locked and there were 

no signs of a struggle. A large bouquet of flowers sat in the front passenger seat, an intended 

Valentine’s Day gift for Weinberg’s wife—a Valentine’s Day, no doubt, that Lois 

Weinberg will never forget. 

Marchetti said that he did not observe the Town Car when he and his wife closed up 

the restaurant shortly after midnight, because they park their car on the opposite side of the 

building from the customer lot. 

No trace has yet to be found of Mortimer Weinberg. Due to his scheduled federal grand 

jury appearance to discuss the tax records of alleged crime boss Silvio Centofonti, the 

Saugerties Police have called in both the Ulster County Sheriff’s Office and the FBI for 

assistance. 

 

After emitting a small sigh, Agnes returned the fifteen-year-old clipping to the folder—a folder that 

also contained all the other articles that she had written during the subsequent months of the investigation 

into Mortimer Weinberg’s disappearance, as well as her one-, two-, three-, four-, five-, and ten-year-

anniversary updates. 

How many ways can you say, ‘Dead and gone!’ she wondered as she closed the folder, shut down the 

police scanner and computer, and turned off her desk lamp. Well, I’m meeting with your widow tomorrow, 

Morty. Time for your fifteen-year-anniversary update in this Saturday’s edition. Hope you have a happy 

Valentine’s Day…wherever you are. Dead and gone, maybe, but, certainly, not forgotten. 

Getting up from her chair and donning a tan trench coat over her black pantsuit, the diminutive woman 

exchanged pleasantries with a few of her colleagues, as she made her way to the second-floor elevator. 

Glancing over at the smallest desk in the office, tucked away in a corner almost as an afterthought, she 

spotted a fresh-faced young man in his early twenties, dressed in bluejeans and a French-blue, button-



FORGET ME NOT                                                                                                          3 

 

 

down, long-sleeve oxford shirt, hunched over his keyboard diligently typing away, a smile on his freckled 

face. 

Stopping at the side of his desk, Agnes said, “Hey, there, Porkbelly, whatcha working on so 

assiduously? And write that word down, kid. ‘Assiduously’ is a good word for a journalist to have at the 

ready.” 

Christian Vilseck, the newest member of the news team, hailed from a small town in the manure-belt 

of rural Indiana where his parents were pig farmers. The Chronicle was Chris’ first job, having graduated 

the summer before from Holy Cross College in Notre Dame, Indiana. With his Bachelor of Arts in 

Communications proudly hanging on the wall next to his desk, the ink barely dry, he exuded the 

enthusiasm of the neophyte. 

Agnes was sure that Chris had another spot on that wall all picked out for his future Pulitzer. She 

cynically remembered how gung-ho she had been on her first job, and her own chosen spot on her wall—

a spot which now contained a photograph of her cat, Inky. 

My age is showing, she thought. It would be more appropriate nowadays to have a cat named 

Keyboard. I wonder why he hasn’t hung up his 4-H ribbons. I’ll bet he’s got more than a couple of ’em. 

“Hey, Ms. Berman,” Chris answered with a slight chuckle, shutting off his Olympus digital voice 

recorder, removing the earbud from his ear, and giving her a wide-angle version of the smile, as he wiped 

a stray light-brown hair out of his eyes. 

Chris didn’t mind the moniker Agnes had given him. She actually acknowledged his existence, which 

was more than most of the other, more senior, reporters did. Plus, she reminded him a little bit of his 

mom—short, a tad overweight, but still fairly nice looking, despite the maroonish-red of her short hair. 

Back in his hometown of Fowler, it seemed like every middle-aged Jewish woman—the few that there 

were—had that same hair color. Around town, it was jokingly referred to as ‘Jewess Red.’ 

“Probably nothing anywhere near as exciting as you chasing down bad guys on the police beat,” Chris 

continued, “but the boss did give me a pretty interesting assignment for a change.” 

“Whoa, there, PB,” Agnes replied. Then pointing a thumb at her chest, she said, “This gal doesn’t 

chase down bad guys. She chases down the people who do chase down the bad guys.” 

“Yeah, but what if, while you were developing a story, you did come across a crime? What would you 

do then?” 

“I’d run like hell in the opposite direction and get in touch with the cops. Then, when the dust had 

settled, I’d chase the cops down and get the story from them. Now, what’s this interesting assignment that 

you’re working on so…what’s the word?” 
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“Assiduously,” Chris answered. “‘Assiduously’—diligently, industriously, or persistently.” He gave 

Agnes the hundred-watt smile again, then continued. “Did you know that during the Second World War, 

New York had some POW camps for German prisoners?” Without waiting for a response, he went on. 

“Well, quite a few of the POWs liked the area so much that, after they were repatriated to Germany at the 

end of the war, with their country being in such a shambles, they emigrated back here to live.” 

Sitting on the corner of the small desk, Agnes, asked, “Okay. So, what’s your angle going to be?” 

“Angle?” 

“Yeah, kid. Angle. You’re not going to simply write a series of ‘This is why I moved back to good old 

New York’ pieces. What ties them all together? Your angle?” 

“Oh, yeah! I have one! I really do! I drove up to Watertown yesterday. Apparently, the POWs who 

were housed at Fort Drum—it was called Pine Camp back then—used to work in the apple orchards during 

harvest because of the scarcity of labor. I found an orchard owner whose grandmother remembers some 

of the prisoners from Pine Camp.” 

Chris turned and picked up a smartphone from his desk, cycled through a few photos on the view 

screen, then showed one of them to Agnes. It was a shot of a stout woman in her eighties, wearing a black-

and-white, floral-print housedress, sitting in the parlor of her home and holding on to a cane. 

“I’ve searched for the names that she gave me,” he continued, “and have managed to locate a few of 

the men. I’m going to start my interviews with these old guys tomorrow; and, I thought I’d meld their 

stories with the info I got from the grandmother. Maybe even arrange to get them all together with her and 

let them reminisce about old times at the orchard.” 

As Chris returned the smartphone to the desktop, Agnes winked, approvingly. “There you go, kid. 

Good angle. I look forward to reading it.” 

When she stood to leave, Chris said, “Uh…Ms. Berman? Would you con…consider looking over my 

draft when I get one and giving me some input? I’d really appreciate it. All I’ve done so far is school-

board stuff and library book clubs. I’d really like this piece to be first rate. Know what I mean?” 

“Be happy to, PB. But, if you’re looking for praise, I gotta warn you, I’m going to be brutally honest.” 

“Wouldn’t have it any other way, ma’am. And, th…thanks.” 

Agnes Berman, once again, headed toward the elevator, the three-inch heels of her black pumps 

clickity-clacking on the hard tile of the floor—off to home, a microwaved dinner for one, and Inky. 

Still with the hundred-watt smile, Christian Vilseck stuck the earbud from his digital voice recorder 

back into his ear and returned his attention to his computer. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 10 - EVENING 

WOODLAND VALLEY CAMPGROUND - ULSTER COUNTY, NEW YORK 

 

Ulster County Sheriff’s Deputy Tom Lapinski had gotten the call just before arriving home. He had 

wheeled his bronze-metallic BMW SUV around and headed it west out of Kingston, picking up I-587 and 

driving under the New York State Thruway, where he connected to State Route #28, the Onteora Trail. 

When he reached the Ashokan Reservoir, he had had the presence of mind to call Trina Walpert and cancel 

their dinner date. 

Although disappointed, Trina had understood. She was also an Ulster County Sheriff’s Deputy—a 

forensics accountant with the Computer Crimes Division. 

Reaching the town of Phoenicia, Tom made a left-hand turn onto Woodland Valley Road, crossed 

over the Esopus Creek, and proceeded down toward the Woodland Valley Campground. Just as he came 

to the Dougherty Branch of Woodland Creek, he slowed his speed, having come up on a modified black 

Dodge Cargo Van with no back windows. 

Deputy Lapinski knew the vehicle well. As the rookie member of Ulster County Sheriff’s 

Department’s forensics team, he and Dr. Miriam Talbot, Assistant Medical Examiner for Ulster County, 

had crossed paths on far too many occasions. 

‘Meth lab explosion at Woodland Valley Campground,’ was all the dispatcher had told Tom when she 

had called him. Meth lab explosion with casualties, he thought, as he followed the doctor down the road. 

When she made a right-hand turn into the campground’s parking lot, Tom kept going, glancing into the 

lot to see who else had already arrived. Red-and-white flashing lights from two white Ulster County 

Sheriff’s Ford Explorers, as well as their headlights and the headlights of one other car, illuminated the 

lot. 
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The two sheriff’s SUVs, Tom assumed, belonged to one of the deputies from the Phoenicia sub-station 

and to Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett. The owner of the car, a silver-metallic Toyota Camry sedan, Tom 

knew well—his boss, Deputy Sergeant Stanley Jurocik, the senior member of the forensics team. 

Through the trees, farther on down the road, the flashing red lights of what Tom knew to be fire trucks 

cast their eerie glow in the rapidly fading twilight. Pulling over onto the left-hand shoulder just at the far 

exit of the parking lot, Tom got out of the BMW, doffed his black cashmere blazer, and placed it on the 

rear seat of the SUV. He then popped the rear hatch and removed a duffle bag with his work clothes. 

In the restroom, the junior member of the forensics team changed into bluejeans, a blue chambray 

shirt, natural wool socks, black steel-toed boots, and a blue windbreaker, all from Walmart. Then, he 

placed his stainless steel Omega Constellation wristwatch and his gold ring, with a rectangular face and a 

garnet offset to one side (a recent birthday gift from Trina), into his black Allen Edmonds loafers, tucking 

his black merino wool socks into the shoes as well. The shoes were then put in the bottom of the duffle 

bag, with his charcoal flannel slacks and gray cashmere turtleneck set neatly on top of them. 

Once again back in the BMW, the rest of his Brooks Brothers wardrobe in the rear seat with the blazer, 

Tom drove into the parking lot from the far driveway and parked next to Stanley Jurocik’s Camry. 

Jurocik himself stood in the middle of the lot with Dr. Talbot, Sergeant Martin Bassett, Deputy Bill 

Layman from the Phoenicia sub-station, Park Ranger Victoria Wilson, and a firefighter from the M.F. 

Whitney Hose Company in Phoenicia, dressed in hazmat personal protective equipment. 

Tom had to smile at the quintet. Well, not so much at the entire five, just at Sergeants Bassett and 

Jurocik. 

Quite a bit of good-natured ribbing had come Tom’s way because of his fashionable appearance and 

expensive wardrobe—as well as some snarky suspicions as to how the rookie had acquired his money. 

But, when it came to looking smart, Martin Bassett took a back seat to no one. After a full shift, the 

sergeant still looked as if he had just stepped out of a recruiting poster—his bluegray trousers with dark-

blue stripes down the sides pressed to knife-edge creases, his black shirt laundered with just enough starch 

to preclude casual wrinkling, his bluegray tie held in place with a gold-plated tie tack in the shape of 

sergeant’s stripes, and his dark-brown Smokey Bear hat at the proper level above his eyes. The only item 

that hinted of casualness was the unzipped black windbreaker. 

In contrast, Stanley Jurocik always looked as if he had slept in his clothes, with a rumpled trench coat, 

reminiscent of Columbo, and an out-of-shape, multi-patterned Irish walking hat, pulled down almost over 

his ears. 
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Again popping the BMW’s hatchback, Tom removed a white Tyvek disposable hazmat suit, Tyvek 

booties, and a full-facepiece air-purifying respirator. He joined the fivesome just as the firefighter said, 

“Gonna be awhile. It’s still hot down there.” 

“Thank God you got it under control before the whole forest went up in flames,” Ranger Wilson 

replied. 

“We were lucky. The few feet of snow covering the vegetation helped a lot.” 

“Any chance I can remove the body?” Dr. Miriam Talbot asked. The slender, attractive brunette stood 

there with her hands in the pockets of her dove-gray winter trench coat, her long hair whipping around her 

face in the evening breeze. 

The firefighter, Paul Lytle, looked over at Jurocik and raised his palms. “What do you think, Stosh?” 

The old curmudgeon took off his crumpled-up hat and ran his hand through his wispy, gray hair as he 

thought about the question. Then, thumbing in Tom’s direction, he responded, “Take the kid down there 

and let him look things over. From what you say, though, my guess is that it’s not a crime scene. It’s just 

another moron who screwed up making meth with the shake-and-bake method.” 

“I’ll get my suit and mask and come down there with you, if you like, Tom,” Ranger Wilson offered. 

“It’s just down the road at campsite number seventy-one.” 

“I didn’t think you opened for camping until May,” Deputy Layman said. 

“We don’t. This guy was supposed to be here as a day-use hiker only. With this shake-and-bake 

method, me and my people aren’t so much rangers, anymore, as we are garbage collectors. These guys 

come in and find a secluded spot. It takes only, what? Less than an hour to mix up a small batch of meth 

in their vehicle? Then they toss what’s left over of the ingredients and their equipment into a ditch and 

hightail it out of here. Thank God, they haven’t set up near the creek, yet. This is the first one we’ve had, 

though, who’s blown his dumb-ass self up.” 

“We’re averaging about three of them a month,” Dr. Talbot said, wryly. 

“You want me to suit up?” Victoria asked again. 

“Naw, Vic,” Tom answered, as he handed his jacket and his Smith & Wesson Model 66 .357 magnum, 

stainless steel snub-nose revolver to Jurocik, and proceeded to pull on his Tyvek hazmat suit and nitrile 

gloves. “No sense in both of us getting filthy.” 

“Watch yourself down there,” Jurocik told him, in an uncharacteristically concerned voice. “No 

unnecessary risks, now.” 

Deputy Lapinski winked at the older man and smiled. “Don’t have to tell me twice, Stosh.” 
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As Tom followed Paul Lytle down the road toward campsite #71, with Jurocik tagging along to as far 

as the firefighter would permit him to go without PPE, Bill Layman said to Victoria Wilson, “As addictive 

and easy to make as this stuff is, I’m afraid you and the doc, here, will be seeing a whole lot more of each 

other.” He gestured toward the glow from the lights of the fire trucks. 

Just then, a blue Honda Accord coupe pulled into the parking lot. Sergeant Martin Bassett let out a 

small sigh, and his six-foot-four-inch, one-hundred-ninety-five-pound, normally ramrod-straight frame 

slumped a bit. 

“Looks like your date has arrived, Sarge,” Deputy Laymen said with a chuckle. Then, to Miriam 

Talbot, he continued, “You got a body bag?” 

“Silly boy,” she chided him. “A half-dozen PEVA heavy-duty cadaver bags.” 

“Jeez, you’re prepared for the worst, aren’t you? Well, let’s take your me…” He stopped himself 

before using the term ‘meat wagon,’ and continued with, “vehicle, and I’ll ride down with you as far as 

the fire department will let us go.” 

Agnes Berman exited the Honda, and Martin Bassett muttered, “For the love of…” but left the sentence 

unfinished. 

Miriam, on her way to her van with Deputy Layman, turned around and said, “Love of your life? Is 

that what you were going to say, Sergeant?” 

Martin gave her a scowl and replied, “Not quite, Doc. Not even close.” 

As he turned and crossed toward Ulster County Sheriff’s vehicle #73, Agnes Berman called out, “Hey, 

hey, hey, Sergeant! Not so fast, there! I want to get in some questions before Joe gets here and tries to hog 

the scene.” 

The ‘Joe’ to whom she referred was Joe Heffernan, a reporter for Kingston’s WKNG TV, Channel 31 

On-The-Spot News Team. 

Martin stopped, turned toward the reporter, and asked, “He’s coming, too?” 

Agnes raised her palms, gave him a look of condescension, and said, “Seriously? Flashing lights? Cop 

cars? Fire engines? Dead body?…Of course he’s coming. I blew past his van on twenty-eight just before 

we got to West Hurley. He got caught by the light at three-seventy-five, but he’ll be here in a matter of 

minutes. So let’s not waste any more of my valuable time. Give, Sergeant! Who, what, when, where, why, 

and how? You know the drill. Details! Now! Chop, chop!” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 10 - VERY LATE EVENING 

PEEKAMOOSE HEIGHTS, NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

The metallic, jade-green Lincoln Town Car had finished negotiating the numerous switchbacks as it 

climbed Slide Mountain from where it had turned off of County Road #42 near the hamlet of West Shokan. 

At almost forty-two-hundred feet, Slide was the highest peak in the Catskills. 

After the final sweeping curve, the road straightened out just before cresting at the Ashokan Pass. 

There, a small overlook had been carved out of the mountainside. Had it been daylight, the overlook would 

have provided the passengers of the Town Car with an eastward panoramic view of the Ashokan 

Reservoir, as well as the Hudson River Valley farther off. 

Although a light snow had begun to fall, the road on the west side of the pass had been recently plowed. 

As long as the snow continued, Dwight Deavers, handyman par excellence for the Village of Peekamoose 

Heights, would operate the village’s singular snowplow from the Ashokan Pass down Irving Boulevard, 

the village’s main street, then continue on westward about six-tenths of a mile to just past The Poplars, a 

private hospital and rehabilitation facility. 

“Almost home, Mrs. Bigelow,” Sam Douglas, the driver of the Lincoln, said, smiling and making eye-

contact via the rearview mirror with one of his backseat passengers. 

“Won’t be long, now,” Sam’s wife, Emily, agreed from the front passenger seat. “And we’ll have you 

home and in bed in about another fifteen minutes, Mrs. Winthrop.” 

The foursome was returning from a performance of Macbeth at the State University of New York in 

New Paltz. 

Mrs. George Duffrin Winthrop III—Katherine to her many social acquaintances and Kate to her few 

true friends—used one of her arthritically gnarled hands to smooth the skirt of her pink, wrap-style 
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coatdress, and replied, “I think both Ginny and I already had our pre-sleep.” Looking over at the woman 

next to her, she continued with, “Didn’t we, old girl?” 

“Did I snore?” Ginny Bigelow asked, sheepishly, in her nasally voice. “Andy always said that I snored. 

Although I don’t know how he could have heard anything over the noises he used to make. Why, I saw a 

nature program on PBS the other night and there was this elephant seal, and it reminded me so much of 

Andy. Not because of its size, mind you. You, remember, Kate. Andy was tall and slender and oh so 

handsome. But because of its snorting. That’s what Andy sounded like when he slept.” 

*     *     * 

A widow for the last thirty of her seventy-some years, Ginny’s late husband, Andrew, had owned one 

of the largest cement plants in the area. He had left her enough of an estate so that she rarely spent the 

annual interest, not that anyone could tell she was wealthy by looking at the old woman. She habitually 

dressed in the most garishly colored muumuus. Tonight’s selection was white, with big red and blue 

hibiscuses on it. Combined with her multiple strings of beads, orange Harpo-Marx hair, painted-on 

eyebrows, and bright red lipstick and nail polish, Ginny Bigelow looked like a nineteen-sixties hippie 

caught in a time warp. 

The appearance of Ginny’s backseat companion couldn’t have been more of a contrast. Widow of the 

multimillionaire industrialist, George Duffrin Winthrop III, Kate, also in her seventies, with her perfectly 

coifed silver-white hair, always dressed stylishly, with every expensive piece of her clothing and jewelry 

perfectly coordinated. 

*     *     * 

Leaning over and placing her mouth just inches from Kate’s ear, Ginny whispered, “I don’t know what 

the protocol is. Am I to tip your colored man when we get to my home? Oh, dear,” she said, apologetically, 

putting a hand to her mouth, “there I go again, using that word. I must try and remember harder. Chief 

McAvoy told me that they don’t like to be called that anymore. That now it’s ‘black’ or ‘African-

American.’ Anyway, do I?” Since Ginny was extremely hard of hearing, her whisper came out more like 

a stage-whisper than an actual one. 

Although normally possessing a steel-trap mind, Kate, momentarily sidetracked by ‘colored’ vs. 

‘black’ or ‘African-American,’ forgot the original question. “Do you what?” she stage-whispered back. 

“Do I tip your African-American man when he drops me off?” Ginny asked again. 

“Of course not. Mr. Douglas is a friend, not a servant.” 

“Oh. Okay. I just wanted to be sure. I didn’t want to offend him.” 
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The Douglasses did their best to stifle laughs at the conversation from the back seat. However, they 

did exchange looks and quick smiles with each other. 

*     *     * 

What Ginny Bigelow’s addled mind had remembered, though, was that Samuel Douglas had been, for 

most of his life, a servant to the Duffrin Winthrop family, right up until the time that Kate’s arthritis had 

become so debilitating that she had had to sell her beloved Winthrop Manor and move into a suite at The 

Poplars, which she had founded some years before. 

Although accepting a loan from Kate to start his business, The Then & Now, one of the finest antique 

stores in the Catskills, Sam had insisted that she permit him to continue driving her whenever she had to 

leave the private hospital. 

*     *     * 

“What part of the play did you enjoy most, Mrs. Bigelow?” Emily asked in an attempt to change the 

subject. 

“Ooo, there were so many,” Ginny responded. “I liked the three witches. Really I did.” 

“When shall we meet again?” Kate cackled one of the first witch’s lines. “In thunder, lightning, or in 

rain?” 

“When the hurly-burly’s done, when the battle’s lost and won,” Emily responded, cackling the 

response from the second witch. 

“Oh, that particular part I didn’t like,” Ginny said, anxiously. “Not at all, in fact. It’s always when 

there are storms, and lightning, and rain, and snow, that it comes around the house.” Her eyes got wide 

and she nodded to Kate, holding up the index finger of her right hand. “You know what I mean.…It!…And 

the part I liked least of all was that part about the woods creeping up on the castle. The next storm we get, 

I just know I won’t be able to sleep a wink. I’ll be sitting there all night peering out of my bedroom window 

at my woods. Waiting for it to move. I just know I will.” 

As I did stand my watch upon the hill, I looked toward Birnam, and anon, methought, the wood began 

to move, Sam thought, reciting the lines of the messenger to himself, but having the good sense not to 

voice them aloud and frighten the old woman any more. 

Ginny periodically imagined that prowlers or dwarfs or trolls or even, on one occasion, a goblin 

roamed the woods around her mansion on the slope of Slide Mountain. 

“Here we are, Mrs. Bigelow,” Sam said, steering the Lincoln into the driveway and flipping on the 

high beams. 
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As the large, classic-style, two-story, brick home came into view, he continued with, “And we’re in 

luck. No storms, no lightning, no rain, no snow, and no moving woods.” 

“None that we can see, anyway,” Ginny replied, again wide-eyed, and once more holding up a 

forefinger and giving Kate that all-knowing, cautionary nod. 

Emily Douglas turned around in her seat, as Sam brought the car to a stop in the circular driveway. 

“Tell you what, Mrs. Bigelow. How about I walk you up to the house while Sam takes a look around the 

outside? Would that make you feel a little more at ease?” 

“Ooo. I would appreciate that ever so much. Thank you. Thank you both. And thank you, Kate, for the 

wonderful evening, even if I won’t get any sleep next time it storms.” 

*     *     * 

Sam opened the driver’s door of the Lincoln; and, as he got inside, summoned up his best Stepin 

Fetchit impersonation. “Yo colored man done got all dem ghosties an’ goblins skeered off, Missy 

Winthrop. Yes, indeedie, ma’am. Dey be gone for good, I do believe.” 

He was rewarded for his attempt at humor with a slap on the arm from his wife and a scolding from 

Kate Winthrop. 

“Don’t you mock her, Mr. Douglas,” the elderly woman told him. “Ginny Bigelow is one of my oldest 

and dearest friends. You should be ashamed of yourself. There are some people in this world we make 

allowances for. Ginny is at the top of that list.” 

Sam snickered, but did not apologize. Putting the car in gear, he continued around the circular 

driveway and out onto the main road. 

“Would you like to stop at The Plough for a nightcap before heading home?” he asked. 

The Plough & Whistle was an authentic English pub in downtown Peekamoose Heights. Co-owned 

by Roscoe Jarvis and his sister, Stephanie Henderson, The Plough was ‘the finest dining establishment in 

the Catskills and one of the top five restaurants in New York State’—so wrote a critic in a national food 

magazine. From behind non-glare glass, that framed magazine article occupied a prominent place on the 

pub’s wall. 

“The spirit is willing, but I think I’ll take a rain-check. Just straight home, please, Mr. Douglas.” 

*     *     * 

When Sam and Emily stopped in at The Plough & Whistle, after dropping Kate Winthrop off at The 

Poplars, garaging her Town Car and picking up their own metallic-blue Dodge Caravan, they could see 

that, apparently, most other people in town had felt the same as the elderly woman. During the week, the 

pub catered to more or less a local crowd. And on this weeknight, the local crowd was less than sparse. 
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Dwight Deavers stood at the bar, taking a break from his snowplowing duties. Standing there with him 

was Heinrich Hirschbuehler, a local fur trapper. Short and stout, with sparse gray hair, light-blue eyes, 

wearing faded black bib overalls, a black-and-white buffalo-checked wool shirt, and scuffed insulated 

hunting boots, Heinie looked like an old-west mountain man. While not Jewish, he had a gray Hebraic 

beard that covered most of his weathered face. Consequently, his age remained indeterminate. Some 

thought him to be in his late sixties. Others figured him to be seventy-something, although he could just 

as well have been in his eighties for all anyone really knew. 

Heinie’s faded and sweat-stained black ear-flap ball cap and fleece-lined hooded camo parka hung on 

one of the coat rack pegs next to Dwight’s brown, faux-fur-lined hooded parka. 

At a table near the fireplace, glowing with a half-consumed log, Beverly White, the managing director 

of Mountain Gap Repertory Theatre, and a few of her cast members in the current production were having 

a round of after-rehearsal drinks. 

Over by the dart board, Police Chief Ed McAvoy sat at his customary table, sharing a pitcher of 

Hudson Lager with Fr. John Desmond, rector of St. Mary’s-in-the-Hills Episcopal Church. Hudson Lager 

was one of the three specialty brews on tap year round from the Woodstock Brewery in Kingston. 

Only one of the men wore a uniform. Being a Tuesday, John still wore his priestly charcoal suit, light 

gray shirt, and clerical collar, having conducted a Vespers service earlier that evening. McAvoy put on a 

police uniform for only the rare ceremonial occasion. Otherwise, he opted for civvies. On this night, he 

wore tan chinos, a green-and-black plaid wool shirt, and tan, side-zip western-style boots. The chief found 

that people were much more comfortable around him when he dressed that way; and, in a small village 

like Peekamoose Heights, he considered it important that the residents felt at ease in his presence. Besides, 

people at ease tended to talk more openly. 

The Douglasses hung their coats on pegs and crossed over to the table by the dart board, waving a 

greeting to Roscoe Jarvis and Stephanie Henderson as they did so. 

“Room for two more?” Sam asked, as they arrived at the table. 

Both McAvoy and John stood, and John pulled out the chair next to him for Emily. 

“How was the play?” the chief asked, as all four sat. “Macbeth was always one of my favorites.” 

While getting his Bachelor’s Degree in Criminal Justice and a Masters in Criminal Justice 

Administration—both at night—from Detroit’s Wayne State University, McAvoy had worked as a techie 

at the Bonstelle or the Hilberry, Wayne’s undergraduate and graduate theaters, respectively. 

“They did a really nice job,” Sam replied. “Very enjoyable. For us, that is.” Then he smiled. “Not 

going to be so much so for you, though, I’m afraid.” 
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Just then Stephanie Henderson arrived at the table. Pointing to the half-full pitcher of ale, she asked, 

“That going to be okay, or would you like something else?” 

“Any of the Ichabod Crane Holiday Lager left, Stevie?” Emily asked. 

No one called the cute, brown-eyed, brown-haired, barmaid with pixyish tomboy looks, ‘Stephanie,’ 

except her brother when he was angry with her. 

“’Fraid not, Em. And we won’t be getting any of the Celebration Maibock in for another couple of 

months.” 

Celebration Maibock was Woodstock’s limited-run spring beer. The Ichabod Crane Holiday Lager, 

brewed with sugar pumpkins, had been their fall/winter seasonal offering. 

“Two more mugs, then,” Sam said. “We’ll sponge off these guys.” 

“You got it,” Stevie said, and returned to the bar for the glassware, with both Sam and McAvoy 

watching the rear of her form-fitting, stone-washed jeans. 

“You were saying?” Fr. Desmond spoke up, finally. “What’s not going to be so enjoyable for Ed?” 

“You know the part where it appears that Birnam Woods is marching upon Dunsinane Castle?” Sam 

asked. 

“Bring me no more reports; let them fly all:” McAvoy quoted. “’Till Birnam Wood remove to 

Dunsinane, I cannot faint with fear.” 

“Well, faint you will, Bucky,” Emily said, patting him on the arm. “Because Ginny Bigelow got herself 

all worked up over it. So, now, this coming Friday night when that nor’easter comes blaring—” 

“Aw, jeez,” McAvoy interrupted, hanging his head. “Goblins and trolls aren’t enough. Now I’m going 

to have to run out there every time it storms because she thinks Slide Mountain Wood is removing to the 

Bigelow mansion?” He looked over at Fr. Desmond. “Can’t you do something, John? Go out there and 

perform an exorcism or something. Sprinkle some holy-water around? This is getting out of hand.” 

John chuckled and said, “Just remember whose phone number she has on speed-dial, Ed.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

If the police didn’t respond promptly to one of Ginny’s troll-calls, the old woman would telephone the 

mayor at home. And no officer wanted that. Neither did the chief. The Mayor of Peekamoose Heights was 

his sister, Colleen Parker; and, if gotten out of bed in the middle of the night, she would go into dragon 

mode. 

The big screen TV in the corner near the fireplace was on, but with the sound muted and the closed-

captioning turned on. WKNG’s eleven o’clock news had led with a piece about New York’s junior senator 

Charles Renssalear Lancaster. Although Senator Lancaster had lost the Iowa Republican caucuses to John 
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McCormack, the senior senator from Texas, by the narrowest of margins, mainly because of McCormack’s 

appeal to evangelicals, the polls showed Lancaster well ahead of his rival in the upcoming New Hampshire 

primary. 

Seeing the face of the New York senator took McAvoy back a couple of months in time, as his mind 

drifted to thoughts of Roberta Katz and Darren Corbett. 

Bobbie had, for a time, been assigned to Lancaster when she worked as a domestic protective services 

agent for Black Kat Protective Services. Through a set of unforeseen deaths at the agency, and with her 

holding the stock of her late father, one of the founders of Black Kat, Bobbie had become the head of the 

firm. In short order, she had sold her interest to two of the division heads and had moved to Florida where, 

with her Ph.D. in chemistry, she now taught masters-level classes in biochemistry for forensic science 

students at the University of Central Florida in Orlando. 

As his mind shifted to Darren Corbett, the chief unconsciously reached up and fingered the sterling 

silver Air Force five-way medal beneath his shirt that was suspended from a chain of like metal. Darren 

had left it to him when he had disappeared. The cross-shaped medal had the Air Force coat of arms in the 

center with four additional images on each of the points—St. George, the Guardian Angel, St. Joan of 

Arc, and St. Michael the Archangel, the patron saint of not only military personnel, but of police officers 

as well. 

McAvoy recalled the closing words that Darren had written on the note included with the medal: 

 

Ed, please accept this medal as a token of my esteem and, I hope, friendship. Please 

wear it and be safe. It’s a nasty world out there. You can use all the help you can get. 

 

I hope you’re safe wherever you are, Country Boy, the chief thought. And he smiled. 

Up second on the WKNG broadcast was Joe Heffernan’s interview with Ulster County Sheriff’s 

Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett at the Woodland Valley Campground. Just as the picture switched, Danny 

Henderson, Stevie’s son, emerged through the doorway marked PRIVATE at the rear of the pub, which led 

to stairways to the second floor living quarters, the basement, and to an exit into the back yard. 

The upper level of the pub had been subdivided into two separate apartments—two rooms and a bath 

for Roscoe, and an additional three rooms and two baths for Stevie and Danny. The fourteen-year-old 

attended the Onteora Junior and Senior High School in Boiceville, and had just completed his homework. 

Before getting ready for bed, he had come down to the pub to help himself to a glass of milk and a couple 

of his uncle’s Chocolate/Cream Cheese Brownies. 
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McAvoy hailed the boy, pointing at the screen and saying, “Dan, would you turn up the sound, 

please?” 

“Sure, Ed,” he answered, crossing over to the TV and pushing the MUTE button on the remote. 

Martin Bassett was completing an answer to Joe’s question about a crime spree. 

“…exactly call it a spree, Joe. Yeah, cooking meth is a crime, and, yeah, we have had a few of these 

bozos blow themselves up recently. But the incidents are totally unrelated. Hardly a spree.” 

“If all three of these bozos, as you call them, are dead, Sergeant, how do you know the incidents are 

unrelated?” 

“Because I do, that’s how.” 

“You’re saying that the general public has no need to be concerned about drugs being manufactured 

here in our parks?” 

“Better here, Joe, than the one three weeks ago, where the explosion took out a fourplex in Kingston. 

There is reason to be concerned. And we need the public to be vigilant and report any suspicious activity.” 

“Care to elaborate, Sergeant?” 

“We aren’t talking about the big meth labs that you see on TV. What we’ve got primarily nowadays, 

and this one here is a good case in point, is what’s called the shake-and-bake method. Small volume 

manufacturing. They make the stuff in less than an hour and discard their paraphernalia.” Martin looked 

pointedly at the reporter and said, “That’s equipment and bits and pieces and stuff used in the 

manufacturing process, Joe, just in case you aren’t familiar with the word.” 

“Zinger!” Danny shouted, pointing at the TV screen. “You got him, big-time, Sergeant!” 

Martin continued, “If anyone sees any of this stuff—two-liter soda bottles with a brownish residue in 

the bottom; empty packets of ephedrine or pseudoephedrine, such as Sudafed; flammable solvent 

containers like camping fuel; disassembled lithium batteries...” 

McAvoy signaled to Danny, and the boy returned the volume to mute. 

“The sergeant sure got him on ‘paraphernalia,’ didn’t he?” Danny said as he crossed toward the 

kitchen. 

From behind the bar where he had just unloaded the dishwasher, Roscoe Jarvis spoke up in his 

assimilated British speech pattern. “I say, there, Ed, what on earth do they do with lithium batteries?” 

A retired Air Force Master Sergeant, Roscoe had been the head chef to the senior officers’ wardroom 

at the 3rd Air Force Tactical Fighter Wing at the Upper Heyford NATO base near Ardley and Steeple 

Aston, in Oxfordshire, England. After thirty years in the Thames and Chilterns region of England, he had 

picked up quite a few British speech mannerisms. He also had perfected the image of a typical British 



FORGET ME NOT                                                                                                          17 

 

 

publican. His wardrobe of the day consisted of gray cords, a light-blue pinpoint button-down-collared 

shirt, a charcoal vest, and matching sleeve-garters. 

“Not the batteries themselves, Porky,” McAvoy told him. “They just use the lithium strips from the 

batteries as a catalyst.” 

A short, portly man with a round body, round head, and little ears, Roscoe had early on in life been 

saddled with the moniker, ‘Porky.’ Now solidly past middle-age and completely bald, the appellation was 

even more apropos. The only ones who never referred to him by that nickname were his younger sister 

and his nephew. To them, he was either ‘Roscoe’ or ‘Roz’ or ‘Uncle Roz,’ respectively. 

“A catalyst for what, pray tell?” Porky asked. 

“Besides the big meth labs that you see on TV, Uncle Roz, which are used primarily down in Mexico 

these days, there are two one-pot methods of cooking meth,” Danny answered. “The first one is called the 

‘Nazi’ method—” The boy stopped, turned to the old fur trapper at the bar, raised his palms in front of 

him, and said, “No offense Mr. Hirschbuehler.” 

“None taken,” Heinie replied, lifting his mug of Big Indian Porter. 

“Danny!” his mother scolded him. 

“What?!” Danny said. “That’s what they call it. Meth was given to German soldiers during World 

War Two to keep them alert. They used fertilizer to get the ammonium nitrate.” 

“Surely you jest, lad,” Porky said. 

“Nein,” Heinie told him “Der boy, he speak der trute. Dat vas vhat happened.” 

“Good Lord. Did you have to take it?” Porky asked. 

“Nein. I vas young. A teenager. About Danny’s age. I vas alert enough.” 

“Anyway,” Danny said, “the ‘Nazi’ method uses ammonium nitrate, the common ingredient in 

fertilizer. The other, newer method is the shake-and-bake method which uses ammonium nitrate found in 

chemical ice packs. You take a one-liter soda bottle, you put the Sudafed tablets in it, the lithium strips, a 

little bit of water, Coleman camping fluid or ether, some other stuff, and you get a chemical reaction. It 

turns out that pseudoephedrine, the ingredient in Sudafed, is just one oxygen atom different from meth. 

The cooking process turns the pseudoephedrine into methamphetamine. Pour the results of the process 

through a coffee filter and voila! You’ve got yourself about three grams of meth. Cut it with the dietary 

supplement methylsulfonylmethane and you end up with about twelve grams worth at least a hundred 

bucks a gram on the street.” 

Stevie glared at McAvoy. “When I asked you to have the ‘drug conversation’ with him, I hadn’t 

intended that you teach him how to make the stuff.” 
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“Please, Mom,” Danny said, condescendingly. “He didn’t teach me. I taught him. And, believe me, 

he’s now a much better cop because of it.” Looking over at the chief, the boy continued. “Pop quiz, Ed. 

What makes this shake-and-bake method so much riskier than the conventional meth lab?” 

“In a big conventional lab, something catches fire, you run like hell,” the chief recited, dutifully. “Sure, 

it’s a mighty big explosion; but by the time it blows, you’re well away from it. With the shake-and-bake 

method, you’re holding the actual lab in your hands—a two liter soda bottle with a bunch of crap in it that 

cooks the meth while you’re hanging on to it.” 

“An ‘A’ for the chief,” Danny told him, then continued his lecture for the general audience. “You get 

high heat and high pressure inside that bottle. Shake it too hard, it explodes. Shake it the wrong way, it 

explodes. Don’t release the pressure periodically at the right time or in the right way, it explodes.” Again 

looking over at McAvoy, Danny said, “Extra credit, Ed. What’s it called when you release the pressure 

from the bottle?” 

McAvoy smiled. “Burping the bottle.” 

“We’ll raise that grade to an ‘A-plus.’” Picking up where he had left off in his lecture, the boy said, 

“Let water get near it, it explodes.” 

From the bar, Heinie added, “Fart vhile you do it, it explode. Und you got no time to run. It right dare 

at chest level in front of you ven it explode.” 

Everyone looked over at the old trapper. 

“Vhat?!” he said. “I read.” 

“Now,” Danny said, with some finality to it, “if there are no more questions, I’m going after my drug 

of choice. There’re a couple of brownies with my name on them.” With that, he crossed behind the bar 

and disappeared into the kitchen. 

“Man!” Dwight Deavers said, taking the last swig of porter, then heading toward the coat rack to 

resume his snowplowing duties. “It’s gotta be tough raising kids these days.” 

“Tell me about it,” Stevie muttered. Then turning toward McAvoy, she said, “I thought the pharmacies 

were cracking down on the purchase of Sudafed and those kinds of drugs that you could use to make 

meth.” 

“They are,” he replied. “But they recruit some of their customers, give them fake IDs, and send them 

around to multiple pharmacies—” 

“Smurfs!” Danny’s voice called out from the kitchen. 

“Right,” McAvoy told Stevie. “They’re called ‘smurfs.’ Anyway, they go to multiple pharmacies and 

use the fake IDs to make legitimate—” 
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“Why?” she asked. 

“Why, what?” 

“Why are they called ‘smurfs?’” 

“Beats me. That’s just what they’re—” 

“It comes from banking,” Danny’s voice called out again. “Where they break up a large financial 

transaction into a bunch of smaller ones to get around government regs. The comic book characters, 

Smurfs, are a large group of many small creatures.” 

“You want to tell this?” McAvoy shouted back to the boy. 

“Naw, you’re on a roll, Ed. Keep going.” 

The chief shrugged his shoulders at the barmaid and said, “You get the point.” 

“Seriously, do I need to worry?” she asked. 

He shook his head. “In the course of my education, Danny even gave me a couple of names from 

school that I turned over to Martin. He’s a good kid, Stevie. Don’t worry. You did a fine job raising him.” 

“Here, here!” the three people at the table with the chief called out, lifting their mugs. The toast was 

joined by Heinie Hirschbuehler. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 11 - LATE AFTERNOON 

PEEKAMOOSE HEIGHTS, NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

It had become a ritual with the two teenagers. 

While on the school bus, all the way to and from the Onteora Junior and Senior High School in 

Boiceville, Danny Henderson and Brigid O’Seamus would either ignore each other or toss an occasional 

barb in the other’s direction. 

On the way home, Danny’s stop at The Plough & Whistle Pub in downtown Peekamoose Heights 

came before Brigid’s. He would exit the vehicle and quickly run upstairs to the living quarters to change 

his clothes. Then, he would turn Sandy, his yellow Labrador Retriever, loose in the back yard while he 

completed his after-school chores. 

In the winter time, those chores included firing up the Honda snow blower and clearing the walks on 

both the Irving Boulevard and the Vedder Street sides of the pub, as well as sweeping the snow from the 

flower-shaped, black marble stepping stones in his uncle’s English garden in back, all the way to the rear 

gate in the cedar stockade fence. After that, the boy would again use the snow blower to clear a path across 

the alley, through the rear gate leading to Babs’ B&B, and up to the back porch steps of the renovated 

Dutch Colonial home. 

Babs Wysocki, although a terrific hostess, was a dreadful cook. The second ‘B’ in ‘B&B’ was The 

Plough & Whistle. 

On this particular afternoon very little snow had accumulated during the day, mainly just what the 

wind had blown up onto the sidewalk. Therefore, Danny had been able to simply sweep sidewalks and 

alley as well as the stepping stones and path to The Bab, the name the locals all used when referring to 

Babs’ B&B. 
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Brigid, after being dropped off at her home, two blocks west of the pub and another two south, would 

quickly run upstairs to her third-floor room to change clothes, as well. Her home was called Gandalf’s 

Cave, an old, three-story Victorian on the corner of Vanderdonk Street and Gardenier Avenue. 

When only an infant, Brigid’s parents had been killed in a fire. She had lived with her grandfather, 

Patrick Blackstone, and her Aunt Fionnuala, her mom’s younger sister, virtually all of her life. 

Patrick, a retired magician who had performed under the name of ‘The Renowned Blackstone,’ now 

concentrated solely on selling magic supplies and building illusions for other members of the brotherhood. 

The workshop and retail space took up the basement and first floor of the home, while the upper two floors 

served as living quarters. 

Brigid’s Aunt Fee was a librarian at the Olive Free Library on State Route #28A and, also, a part-time 

herbalist. 

The important part of the ritual for the two teenagers, though, was not just getting home and changing 

clothes, but what came next. 

Brigid would walk over to The Plough & Whistle, getting there just as Danny finished up his after-

school tasks. The twosome would then take Sandy for either a romp in Stuyvesant Park, across Vedder 

Street from the pub, or, when they could catch a lift, a snuffling excursion along the banks of the Woodland 

Creek that ran near The Poplars. From the private hospital and rehab center, they would wander up the 

hiking trail, always stopping at a large pudding-stone boulder where the trail split, the left fork going to 

Winnisook and the right to the Woodland Valley Campground. 

This afternoon the teenagers had been lucky. Across the street from the pub, Sergeant Jim Culpepper, 

one of the Peekamoose Heights police officers, had just driven his blue-and-white Jeep Cherokee out of 

the small parking lot in front of the police station. He and his partner, Larry Parker, had just started the 

three-thirty to midnight afternoon watch. While Larry manned the desk, Jim headed out for his stint on 

patrol. 

Because the police department operated twenty-four-seven, the eight officers partnered in pairs and 

worked an eight-and-a-half hour watch that overlapped the end of the previous watch by one half-hour. 

Each twosome would spend sixteen days on days, sixteen days on afternoons, sixteen days on nights, then 

sixteen days on relief. The sixteen-day relief watch turned out to be a real brain-numbing experience that 

no one ever became acclimated to. It consisted of two days on days, two days on afternoons, and two days 

on nights, to cover the other officers’ days off, then two days off themselves before starting it all over 

again. 
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Being a small department with no Internal Affairs function, when McAvoy had taken over as chief, 

he had also instituted a partner rotation schedule. After every four of these sixteen-day periods, the eight 

officers would switch partners, except for Jim and Larry. As the rookie member of the force, Larry would 

be paired with Jim for two years or until he was no longer the rookie, whichever occurred first. 

Sergeant Culpepper took the turn-around in the median of Irving Boulevard and headed westward. 

Both kids stuck out their thumbs, and Jim pulled his Jeep over to the curb. 

Cycling the passenger-side window down, he asked, “Where you guys headed?” 

“How ’bout The Poplars?” Danny answered. 

Jim glanced down at the yellow Lab. “Paws?” he said. 

Danny squatted down and took each one of Sandy’s paws and wiped them on the snow-covered park 

lawn between the sidewalk and curb. 

“Okay,” Jim told them. “Hop in.” 

Kids and dog did so, Brigid first, followed by Sandy, then Danny. 

As he pulled the Cherokee away from the curb, Jim asked. “How’re you getting home?” 

“Feet,” Brigid replied. Then turning on the charm, she continued with, “That is…unless the cutest, 

bravest, most competent officer on the force should, like, happen to come by and get us.” 

Using the rearview mirror to make eye-contact with Brigid, Jim said, “How old are you?” 

“A lady never tells her age,” the little blond girl replied, batting her eyelashes at him. 

“I swear, you kids are growing up sooner every year. You’d better keep a lid on that, Brigid.” 

“On what, Sergeant?” she replied in a sultry voice. “My budding sensuality?” 

“You see what I have to put up with, Jim?” Danny said. 

Sergeant Culpepper just shook his head, thinking, Fourteen going on thirty. What he said was, “Call 

Lucille when you’re ready. Either Larry or I’ll come and get you.” 

The Lucille, to whom he referred, was Lucille McAvoy, sister-in-law to the police chief and 

combination telephone answerer, dispatcher, office manager, and whatever-needed-doinger. 

*     *     * 

Turning his Jeep around and exiting through the mammoth fieldstone arch at the end of The Poplars’ 

driveway, Jim made his turn onto the two-lane road and disappeared from sight. Only then did the two 

teenagers clasp hands and walk across the Woodland Creek bridge. 

Now, with no one, especially their schoolmates, to observe them, the teenagers’ perceived attitudes 

toward each other took a complete one-hundred-eighty-degree flip. Danny, of course, trying to be cool, 
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hadn’t wanted any of his friends to notice his true feelings toward the girl. However, with Brigid, ignoring 

Danny in public didn’t have as much to do with not looking cool as it did with avoiding embarrassment. 

Although the same age as Danny, she had skipped the first grade and was a year ahead of him. The 

following fall, she would be entering high school while Danny would still be in middle school. She knew 

she would feel somewhat awkward next year if she, a freshman in high school, were seen dating a middle-

school kid. 

I’ve got time to figure this out, she had kept telling herself ever since the mutual attraction had started 

to bloom during the current school year. However, as her feelings for Danny had begun to grow stronger, 

she began to sense the urgency. This next half year is, like, going to fly by, I’m afraid, she told herself, as 

she grasped Danny’s hand more tightly. What to do? What to do? 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 11 - LATE AFTERNOON 

CATSKILL PARK - ULSTER COUNTY, NEW YORK 

 

The snuffling excursion turned out to be every bit as enjoyable for the teenagers as it was for Sandy 

the dog. Off leash and tail wagging, the yellow Lab poked her pink nose into every nook, cranny, and 

hole, as well as under every shrub and downed tree along the trail. The smells intrigued her. They were so 

completely different from the ones she was used to in Stuyvesant Park. 

As she went about her doggy business, Danny and Brigid used every opportunity to sit on a rock or 

log, or just stand there in the middle of the trail where, alone in the forest, they could demonstrate their 

growing mutual attraction. 

Early on in their relationship, Brigid had laid out the ground rules. Now, each time, just before their 

first kiss of the afternoon, she would make sure Danny understood them, pulling him tightly against her 

and whispering beguilingly into his ear, “If you tell anyone about this, what’s going to happen?” 

To which he would earnestly reply, “I’ll wish I were dead.” 

“So dead,” she would add, right before placing her lips tenderly onto his. 

Just before the teens reached the pudding-stone boulder, Sandy ran up in front of them and stood there, 

blocking the path. Hackles raised, she uttered a low, rumbling growl that occasionally would border on a 

snarl. 

“What is it, girl?” Danny asked, pushing Brigid behind him, as he got down on one knee next to the 

Lab. “Is there a bear? Is that what you smell?” He quickly snapped the leash back on to her collar. 

Sandy held her position, still growling. 

“Back up slowly, Bridge,” Danny said, motioning the girl in the direction they had come. “Make lots 

of noise, but, whatever you do, don’t run.” 
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There was no chance of the little blond girl running. She turned into a statue, grasping his shoulder in 

a vice-like grip. And, instead of making noise, she hardly breathed. 

Danny stood and shortened up on Sandy’s leash, shouting, “It’s just us, Mr. Bear. Didn’t intend to 

bother you. Just out for an afternoon walk. Me and my girlfriend and my dog. We don’t mean you any 

harm. We’ll just be going on our way, now. Bye, Mr. Bear!” 

He tried to back up, but two things stopped him. Sandy had her brakes on and wasn’t going anywhere, 

and Brigid stood there still rooted to the ground behind him. “Come on, guys,” he whispered. “Bridge, 

move! Sandy, you’re not going to fight that bear. Now let’s go!” He tugged on the leash, but to no avail. 

Turning around, Danny tried to move Brigid, but the effort achieved the opposite result from what he 

had intended. She threw both arms around his neck and clung to him tightly, as she shook all over with 

fear. 

“It’ll just take about a half minute more, Mr. Bear,” he shouted out over his shoulder in the direction 

of the boulder, as he continued trying to push Brigid and pull Sandy. “Then we’re outta…” 

Danny stopped, noticing for the first time a hand and a black sleeve protruding from behind the 

boulder. 

“What the…?” He turned to Brigid. “It’s not a bear, Bridge. Calm down. It’s not a bear.” 

“Wh…wh…what is it?” she asked, still fearful. 

“I think it’s a person. Could be a hiker who fell or something. Maybe a heart attack. I don’t know. 

Here! Can you hold the leash while I go see what’s happened?” He forced the leash into her hand, then 

tapped Sandy on the muzzle to get her attention. “Sit!” the boy commanded. “Sandy, sit!” 

Although the dog obeyed, she still kept up the low, rumbling growl. 

“Sandy, stay!” he commanded. “Stay!” Looking at Brigid, holding on to the leash as if it were the rope 

on the last lifeboat of the Titanic, he said, “You, too! I’ll be right back.” 

The boy’s heartbeat started to rise as he cautiously made his way up the trail, alert to any possible 

danger. Reaching the large pudding-stone boulder, he saw a young man lying there behind it, eyes open 

and staring vacantly at the side of the rock. 

The second thing Danny noticed was that the man wasn’t dressed for hiking. He wore charcoal chinos, 

a black wool pea coat, and black waterproof oxfords with lugged soles. A maroon-gray-and-white-striped 

knit hat with a pompom of those same colors and the initials HC embroidered on it lay on the ground 

nearby. That was right after the first thing Danny noticed, which was that the man hadn’t had a heart 

attack. The hole in the back of his skull and the pool of blood beneath his head had been a rather obvious 

tip-off. 
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“Like, what do you see?” Brigid called out. 

“Dead guy,” Danny yelled back down the trail to her. “Stay there.” 

Taking a cell phone from the pocket of his scarlet-black-and-white Onteora Indians jacket, the boy 

pressed the third number on the speed dial, then held the phone a good six-inches away from his ear. 

Before the second ring had died out, the sound of an unmuffled gasoline-powered weedwacker came 

through the speaker: “Peekamoose Heights Police Department. How may I help you?” 

Once he heard the initial grating voice of Lucille McAvoy, Danny placed the phone back to the side 

of his head and said, “Lucille? It’s me. Danny.” 

“Need a ride home, do you?” she asked with a bit of a chortle. “I’ll let Larry know.” 

“No, no, it’s not that, ma’am. Brigid and I are up here at the fork in the hiking trail by the big boulder. 

There’s a dead guy here. He’s been shot.” 

“Are you sure, Danny?” 

“Hole in the head. Pool of blood. Pretty sure, ma’am.” 

“By the big boulder, you say?” 

“Yeah. It’s where the trail from behind The Poplars meets up with the one from the Winnisook 

trailhead to the campground. Ed’ll know where it is.” 

“I’ll get him on his way. And don’t touch anything, Danny.” 

“Count on it.” Disconnecting, the boy then pressed the first number on the speed dial—the one for his 

mom. 

*     *     * 

The scene at the pudding-stone boulder was strangely reminiscent of the scene at the campground 

parking lot the night before. 

There stood Ulster County Sheriff’s Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett, Deputy Bill Layman from the 

Phoenicia sub-station, Assistant Medical Examiner Dr. Miriam Talbot, Deputy Sergeant Stanley Jurocik, 

and Deputy Tom Lapinski. In place of firefighter Paul Lytle and Park Ranger Victoria Wilson, though, 

was Police Chief Ed McAvoy from Peekamoose Heights. 

After getting Danny Henderson’s message from Lucille, McAvoy had called Martin, and the deputy 

sergeant had gotten the ball rolling. Everyone except McAvoy had met at the Woodland Valley 

Campground parking lot, where Deputy Layman had trailered in a Polaris Emergency ATV and two 

Polaris four-seater ATVs. 

Martin had driven the Emergency ATV down to the crime scene with Dr. Talbot aboard. The 

Wenceslas Brigade—the affectionate name with which the department had tagged the forensics team of 
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Stanley Jurocik and Tom Lapinski—had taken one of the four-seaters, and Bill Layman had taken the 

other, powering past the crime scene and down to the Winnisook trailhead to pick up McAvoy. 

As soon as the chief had arrived on the scene and had talked to Danny, he had thanked the boy for 

calling in the report, and had Deputy Layman drive the two teenagers and dog back down to the bridge 

over Woodland Creek by The Poplars, where Danny’s mom and Brigid’s aunt were waiting for them. 

Miriam Talbot had completed her preliminary investigation—a very short one, since the bullet hole 

was obvious—and had probed for liver temperature. Based on the body’s core temperature and the ambient 

temperature at the scene in the winter afternoon, she had estimated the time of death to be sometime within 

the past two to three hours. 

Once the doctor had turned over the body to the forensics team, Tom Lapinski and Stanley Jurocik 

began to process the crime scene. 

The presence of a class ring, Timex watch, and brown, cowhide wallet initially minimized robbery as 

the motive for the killing. The wallet also provided the dead man’s identity—Christian Michael Vilseck 

of Kingston. 

Jurocik, billfold in one hand, held up a card toward McAvoy and Martin with the other. “Kingston 

Chronicle press card,” he announced. 

“Christ!” Sergeant Bassett said. “The press is going to be all over this like stink on shit. What else 

have you got?” 

Tom Lapinski had been going through the pockets of the victim’s black pea coat and had removed 

three empty Sudafed blister-packs, a handful of destroyed Energizer lithium batteries, and an empty spray 

can of engine starting fluid. Laying the items out next to the body, he was in the process of photographing 

them when Deputy Bill Layman took a call on his police radio and approached Martin and McAvoy. 

“Sarge, it’s…” he stopped, pointed down at the ground by his feet, and shouted over at the forensics 

team. “Hey, you guys, there’s a ring over here. Gold with a red stone.” 

Tom Lapinski stood, crossed to the deputy, and looked down where Bill still pointed. “Well, shit!” he 

said, holding up his right hand and examining his bare ring-finger ensconced in the nitrile glove. “It’s 

mine.” He reached down and picked up the ring. “I owe you one, Bill. A gift from Trina for my birthday 

a couple weeks ago.” 

“You’d be up shit’s creek if you lost that,” Bill said. 

“You know it. I haven’t had a chance to take it in yet and get it resized.” Tom put the ring in his pocket, 

as he rejoined Jurocik. 
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Bill, pointing toward his radio, picked up where he had left off with McAvoy and Martin. “It’s Dave 

up at the campground. He’s got Ms. Berman, Joe Heffernan, and Mr. Brinkmire corralled up there. He 

wants to know what to do with them?” 

The ‘Dave’ was Ulster County Sheriff’s Deputy Dave Stratton from the Phoenicia sub-station. The 

‘Mr. Brinkmire’ was Bill Brinkmire, managing editor of the Ashokan Register, a weekly newspaper 

published on Wednesdays in West Shokan. 

Although his initial thought was, Tase ’em, Martin asked McAvoy, “What do we do about Berman?” 

“Your case,” the chief told him. “Your call.” 

“Well, technically it could go either way,” Martin said. “It’s close enough to your jurisdiction that an 

argument could be made that it’s your case, what with Danny Henderson being the one who found the 

body. Besides, it isn’t like the county doesn’t have enough on our plate already. What’ve you got on yours, 

besides a few pissant misdemeanors and Ginny Bigelow’s troll?” 

The Ulster County Sheriff’s Department not only ran the county jail, but patrolled forty-one miles of 

Hudson River waterways and policed all of rural Ulster County. 

The technicality-straw that Martin had grasped on to was pretty thin and feeble, indeed. The case 

definitely belonged to the sheriff’s department. However, before his forced medical retirement from the 

Detroit Police Force, after a drug dealer’s bullet had shattered his left tibia, McAvoy had been a detective 

captain in homicide. Standing out there in the forest with his hands crammed into the pockets of his red 

parka, a red-and-white-striped ski cap pulled down over his ears, flexing his left leg that had started to 

stiffen due to the cold, the pastured-out warhorse began to warm up, just thinking about a murder. 

“You got me, there, Deputy Dawg,” he said with a slight smile and a nod of his head. “I’ll take this 

one for you.” 

Stanley Jurocik also smiled, thinking, In that case, maybe we stand a chance of solving it. Although 

having the utmost respect for the chief’s abilities, the old forensics man had absolutely none whatsoever 

for Sergeant Bassett’s. 

“Um…Chief?” Deputy Layman asked. “About the reporters?” 

Martin snickered and said, “Your case, your call, Chief.” 

“Anything else you guys got?” McAvoy asked Jurocik. 

The older man glanced over at Tom Lapinski. 

Tom gestured to the remnants from a methamphetamine-making operation. “Looks like he snooped 

where he shouldn’t have.” 

“Any chance there’re footprints of any kind?” the chief asked. 
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“Footprints of every kind,” Jurocik replied, disgustedly, waving at the trail. 

McAvoy looked over at Bill Layman. “Find a shell casing?” 

“Not yet. I gave the trail a look-see about thirty yards in each direction. As soon as Stosh gives me a 

probable trajectory, I’ll check it out more thoroughly. I’ve got a metal detector in the ATV.” 

The chief turned to Jurocik and said, “I’m going to go talk to Aggie. She may know what story this 

guy was working on.” 

The old curmudgeon nodded. “Go, Mac. By the time you get back, me and the kid might have some 

idea of what direction the bullet came from.” 

*     *     * 

As soon as Deputy Layman and McAvoy arrived at the campground parking lot, Alice Gordon, Joe 

Heffernan’s camera operator and producer, turned on the camera and lit up the chief. Joe grabbed his 

microphone, and the twosome broke loose from Deputy Stratton, sprinting toward the ATV, Joe hoping 

to ask his questions before Agnes Berman and Bill Brinkmire got there. 

“This is Chief Ed McAvoy from up in Peekamoose Heights,” Joe told the camera. Then, thrusting the 

mic in McAvoy’s face, he asked, “Can you confirm that there’s been a shooting here in the forest, and if 

it’s related to the explosion and killing of that meth-maker last night?” 

“First of all, Joe,” the chief said, reaching out and moving the hand with the microphone back about 

six inches, “I’m not involved in the meth-maker case, so I really don’t know if anything’s related to it. 

Second of all, as to what happened here in the forest this afternoon, I’ll have a press briefing at my office 

later this evening at about six-thirty or so.” 

“But has there been a shooting?” 

“Is it six-thirty, Joe?” McAvoy, asked, lifting his left hand and looking at the liquid crystal digits on 

his stainless steel Seiko. “And is this my office?” He gestured around the parking lot. 

The reporter opened his mouth and went into his deer-in-the-headlights impersonation. 

“Cut the crap, Chief,” Agnes Berman said, having just arrived at the ATV with Bill Brinkmire. “Give 

us something.” 

“All in due time,” McAvoy said. Then pointing at Joe and Bill Brinkmire, he continued with, “I’ll see 

you two at the briefing. Aggie, hop in, if you wouldn’t mind. I’ve got a few questions for you.” 

“About what?” a suspicious Agnes Berman asked. 

He thumbed in the direction of the second seat. “Hop in and you’ll find out.” 

Her reporter’s curiosity piqued, she didn’t need a third invitation. 
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As soon as Agnes had settled in the back seat of the ATV, Deputy Layman gunned the engine, made 

a U-turn, and headed back down the trail. 

“Hey! That’s not fair!” Joe Heffernan shouted at the rapidly disappearing Polaris. Turning to Bill 

Brinkmire, he reiterated, “It’s not fair!” 

Bill patted him on the shoulder and said, “It’s life, Joe. It’s life. See you at six-thirty.” 

As Joe stomped back to the WKNG TV, Channel 31 On-The-Spot News Team’s van, with Alice 

Gordon in his wake, Bill took a careful look around the parking lot. Not seeing McAvoy’s blue-and-white 

Jeep Cherokee, he smiled to himself and climbed into his light-blue Honda CR-V. 

Yeah, I’ll see you at six-thirty, Joe, he thought, but, before that, I’ll see McAvoy at the Winnisook 

trailhead where he’s probably parked. 

Because his was strictly a local newspaper, Bill knew the area much better than Joe Heffernan. Pulling 

out of the campground parking lot, though, he lamented the fact that his Ashokan Register had been 

published earlier that day. By the time next week’s paper rolled off the press, this story would probably 

be old news. 

*     *     * 

On the way from the campground to the crime scene, McAvoy had told Agnes Berman why he had 

asked her to accompany him, giving her the particulars of the shooting, as he knew them thus far. 

Even with her hard edge, the chief noticed the woman wipe a tear from the corner of her eye, as they 

stood over the body. 

Tom Lapinski had all of Christian Vilseck’s personal possessions laid out next to the corpse and was 

completing the inventory record. 

“Do you know what he was working on?” McAvoy asked. 

“A feature piece about German POWs who were held in this area during the war and who came back 

here to live.” 

Martin Bassett, standing across the body from Agnes, pointed with the toe of his shoe toward the meth-

lab paraphernalia. 

“Shit, Porkbelly,” Agnes said, “what did you go and do? Didn’t anything I said yesterday register with 

you?” 

“Like what, Aggie?” McAvoy asked. 

She threw up one arm in a gesture of exasperation. “Yesterday evening we had a brief conversation 

about his project; and, he asked me what I’d do if, during the course of working a story, I came upon an 

actual crime.” She shook her head, then turned away from the body and looked up at the chief. “I told him 
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I’d run like hell in the opposite direction, then call the cops and let them handle it.” Once again turning to 

look down on the young reporter’s body, she shouted at it, “Why didn’t you fucking listen?!” 

Agnes walked halfway back to the ATV and stood there hugging herself, then turned around once 

again and asked, “Where’re his cell phone and voice recorder?” 

Tom looked up from his clipboard and said, “No cell phone or recorder, Ms. Berman. Just the drug 

stuff in his coat pockets, and his wallet, ring, spare change, pen, handkerchief, and keys.” 

“He wouldn’t have gone out without them. What about a notebook?” 

“No, ma’am.” 

McAvoy looked over at Bill Layman. 

“No recorder, phone, or notebook on the part of the trail I looked at, Chief. You want me to expand 

the search area?” 

“Stosh, you two have any idea, yet, about the bullet trajectory?” McAvoy asked. 

“As near as we can tell, up the trail toward the campground,” he replied. 

“I won’t know for certain, until I get the body back to the office,” Miriam Talbot spoke up, “but my 

guess is it’s from a rifle. Small bore, from the size of the entry wound. Plus, there’s no exit wound. Most 

likely a twenty-two.” 

“We’re going to lose our light soon,” the chief said to Martin. 

Sergeant Bassett pointed at Bill Layman. “Tell Stratton to send for some portable lights, then have 

him get his ass down here. You and him and Lapinski and whoever brings the lights start looking and 

using metal detectors to see if you can find anything within…” He glanced over at McAvoy. 

“Thirty yards on either side of the trail for a hundred yards in both directions,” the chief told him. 

“You heard the man,” Martin barked at Deputy Layman. “Make it happen.” 

As Bill Layman made the contact, McAvoy said to Agnes Berman, “Next of kin?” 

“Somewhere in the manure-belt of Indiana. I’ll get the number from the office and make the 

notification.” 

“You sure?” 

“Yeah,” she said with a sigh. “I’m sure.” 

“Can I get access to his calendar and see what he had scheduled for today?” 

“When?” 

“The sooner the better. How about now?” 

McAvoy turned to Deputy Bill Layman, who was still talking to Deputy Dave Stratton up at the 

campground parking lot, and held up a finger. 
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“Hold on, Dave,” Bill said. 

“What was Vilseck driving?” the chief asked Agnes. 

She thought for a second, then answered, “A Ford pickup. White. Probably with a bale of hay in the…” 

but left the sentence unfinished as she turned once again, looked down at Chris Vilseck’s body, and simply 

shook her head. 

“What’s that, Aggie? “McAvoy said. 

She waved him off. “Never mind.” 

He glanced over at Layman, and the deputy asked over the radio, “Is there a white Ford pickup truck 

in the lot up there?” After about fifteen seconds, he relayed the reply, “No pickup of any kind, Chief.” 

McAvoy nodded, then said to Tom Lapinski, “Gimme that set of keys. There was a white pickup in 

the trailhead parking lot.” 

He then called Lucille and asked her to have Sergeant Jim Culpepper and Officers Larry Parker and 

Mickey Campbell meet him at the Winnisook trailhead with two police vehicles and two snowmobiles. 

The emphasis was on the word ‘ask.’ Only Lucille ‘told’ people what to do. 

Although Jim and Larry worked the afternoon watch, Jim was the unofficial assistant chief of police 

and would run the investigation at the crime scene, while McAvoy drove into Kingston to check on whom 

Christian Vilseck was supposed to have seen that day. 

Before ending the conversation, the chief said to Lucille, “Also, have Don come in early and ride up 

to the trailhead with Jim. I may have a vehicle for him to take back to the office. And have Heather come 

in and finish the afternoon watch with Don. Tell her the village is hers.” 

Officer Don Ralston, currently partnered with Mickey Campbell on the night watch, had broken his 

left ankle and dislocated his left shoulder in the line of duty two days before Christmas. Even though he 

had recently traded in the casts for a knee-high CAM walker boot and an arm-sling, he was still on 

restricted duty. 

McAvoy had no qualms about leaving the village in Officer Heather Larrabee’s hands. Having spent 

the last two of her six years in the service as an E-6 with the 10th Military Police Battalion, as well as 

graduating third in her Police Basic Training Class, she was very well qualified, indeed. Also, Heather 

attended SUNY New Paltz part time, as her work schedule permitted, working toward an Associate Degree 

in Police Science. McAvoy had let it be known that upon graduation, stripes and a promotion would be 

forthcoming. 
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When Deputy Layman had finished his call, Martin said to him, “Take the chief back to his vehicle. 

I’ll run Miss Berman up to the campground. And, when he gets here, you guys do whatever Sergeant 

Culpepper asks you to do.” 
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