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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

This is a work of fiction.  All names, characters, places, businesses and incidents are used fictitiously 
and are purely the product of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or 
dead, business establishments or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Dedication

This book is gratefully dedicated to the memory of a man of many talents.  A World 
War II fighter pilot, a businessman, a loving husband and provider, and the man who 

focused my attention back to the compass when I strayed off course; 
My father, Carl Shaver  
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Preface

Life isn’t always fair, or at least at times it takes on that appearance.  Quite often luck is 
confused with opportunity, and good fortune with reward.  When our lives are compared with those of 
others, there will always be someone who is better off than we are, and by the same token, there will 
always be someone less fortunate as well.

This is the story of a man who considered himself to be, shall we say, deficient in good fortune, 
so he came up with a plan to improve his lot in life and put it into action.  He didn’t realize though, that
he was starting something that had already begun.  Call it fate or call it luck, but the fact remains, it was
reality; and reality cannot be changed or re-directed.  We don’t always control it.  Sometimes it simply 
happens to us.

The man’s actions parallel fate until the two unavoidably collide in a reality that no one 
expected.  There is great truth in the old adage ‘Be careful what you wish for’.  Odds are it was written 
by the same person who wrote ‘Murphy’s Law’.  

The road to prosperity is rarely smooth and seldom straight.  When considering others, it must 
be decided who is walking this road and who is being carried; and who is just standing there waiting 
for a ride.
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AFTER THE FACT – WHEN PASSION AND FATE COLLIDE

CHAPTER ONE

Life had been dealing its cards to Denton Kaylan from the bottom of the deck since he was in 
his teens, but today, April third, he declared his independence from misfortune and set about to collect 
compensation for a lifetime of mediocrity.

Denton William Kaylan was a commercial airline pilot.  He had more than some, but certainly 
less than he should have for all his years of trying.  At forty-four he was still nearer the bottom of the 
aviation food chain than he was the top.  Despite his efforts, he had regularly missed every opportunity 
for promotion.  There was always something, some stupid little thing that got in the way and kept 
Denton exactly where he was.  Although he tried to accept the fact that he may have gone as far in life 
as he was able, something inside him kept telling him it wasn't fair.  Something inside him kept urging 
him to fight, and to take what was rightfully his no matter what the cost.  For over twenty years he 
ignored those voices.  Today, he listened to them.

His failures notwithstanding, Denton was a good man.  He stood a somewhat mundane five foot
seven and weighed close to one hundred sixty pounds.  Karen, his wife of seventeen years and the 
mother of their three children, was the picture of stability.  Professionally she was a probation officer 
for the state board of corrections.  It seemed her mission, or perhaps her gift, to realize and maintain 
balance in her life and in the lives of everyone around her.  Realistically she had a ninety nine percent 
success rate, Denton being one of her few shortcomings.

It was a rare occasion that Denton, his wife and their children were all eating breakfast together,
but today would be a day of firsts.  Resting his elbows on the table, he cradled his coffee cup in both 
hands as he looked out at his three children.  They were his perfection, the only part of his life that he 
wouldn’t change if given the opportunity; his children and of course, Karen.  They were his strength; 
his anchor.

Del was fifteen, and besides being the oldest, he was Denton’s only son.  He was named for his 
grandfather, Delbert Kaylan, who was also a pilot in his day.  He though, was an air force pilot and a 
decorated war hero.  Denton grew up listening to his father's war stories.  He would paint such vivid 
images in Denton's mind, images of danger and cunning, of courage and heroism, and most of all, of 
the glamour and respect that one commanded as a flier.  

Denton was never really sure what made him become a pilot.  It might have been a combination
of his father’s coaxing and the allure conjured up by the stories of his days as a fighter pilot.  Despite 
the years of thought and consideration he had given this subject, at end of the day, Denton realized that 
he had become a pilot simply because it was expected of him.  

As Denton sat watching his son, he wondered if Del looked up to him with even a small 
measure of the awe with which he regarded his own father.  He took another sip of coffee then 
answered, although predictably, his own question.

But today was not a day to mirror the past.  A decision had been made and a line was about to 
be crossed.  It was a new beginning, and despite the fact that Denton couldn't tell anyone about it, just 
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knowing that somehow made him feel better.
Across the table from Del, Julie and Christine sat picking at their breakfast and discussing two 

of the most important things in their young lives; clothes and boys.  
Julie was thirteen in every sense of the word.  Her thoughts, her mannerisms and even the 

expressions on her face seem to call out, ‘out of my way everybody; I'm thirteen!’  Denton considered 
himself lucky that her infatuation with boys these days seemed to involve more talking about them to 
her friends than anything else.  Denton knew those days were numbered though, and she’d soon be 
dating.  He wasn’t in any hurry to see them go.

Christine on the other hand, was quite the opposite.  She was eleven, going on twenty-one.  
Although she shared many of the interests and preoccupations of her older sister, she had become 
something of a pragmatic little girl, leaving the impetuous tendencies to her sister.  Her maturity level 
seemed to have passed her sister’s some time back.  Denton had always considered her an enigma.  Her
traits were certainly not his, and even rivaled those of his wife.  Of all his children, he held out the 
greatest hope for Christine.

“Sure is nice to have you here for breakfast,”  Karen said as she sat a plate of bacon and eggs on
the table in front of him.  “This doesn't happen very often.”

Denton smiled, partly at Karen's comments, but mostly because he was about to eat his first 
home cooked breakfast in almost a month.

“How come you can't have breakfast with us every morning?”  Christine asked between bites of
toast.

“It's my job sweetheart.  I have to work when they tell me to.  Sometimes it's for a few days at a
time and sometimes it’s more.  It's just part of being a pilot.”

“Where are you headed today?”  Karen asked.
“I got the Atlanta, Detroit, L.A. run.”
“What kind of plane?”  Del asked excitedly.
“Same as I always fly,” Denton answered, taking a long sip from his cup.  “Why?”
“When are you going to get to fly the big birds, you know, like the ones that make the overseas 

runs?”
 Denton knew this day would come.  He just didn't expect it to get here so soon.  Now even his 
children could see it.  He was convinced his failures were obvious to everyone.  But the day of 
reckoning was at hand.  Things were about to change.  

“Soon,” Denton answered, “very soon.”  He stared coldly into his coffee cup for a few seconds 
before rejoining his son in conversation.

“Do you think maybe I could fly with you once when you start flying the big birds?”  Del asked
with all the enthusiasm of a fifteen year old.

“We'll have to see son.  Like you said most of those flights are overseas.  That gets complicated 
when you're just along for the ride.”

“Why is that?”  Karen asked, paying little attention to the conversation to this point.
“Drugs, terrorism, 9/11, you name it.”
“I don’t get it,” Del questioned.  “What do they have to do with anything?”
“Customs gets a little suspicious of people that fly into their country then take the next flight 
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back out.  There's usually a reason.  Then the FAA looks at you when you fly long distances without 
luggage, and if you’re flying to certain Middle Eastern countries you draw even more suspicion.”

“I never would have thought of that,”  Karen said innocently.  
Del sat with a mild look of disappointment on his face.  Denton looked at him, wishing he could

take back the words he had just spoken.
“But I'm sure we can find a domestic flight when the time comes.”  Denton watched Del's 

expression change.  “Don’t worry; I’ll get you up there with me.”
Karen glanced down at her watch.  “The bus will be here in ten minutes.  Get a move on.”
Del quickly finished his breakfast.  His two sisters took the opportunity to leave most of theirs 

on their plates, and then hurried off to the bathroom.  Apparently for young girls in school, the way you
look takes precedence over nourishment these days.  When the dust settled, Denton was alone in the 
kitchen with Karen.

“Are you really going to be getting some over seas runs soon?” she asked sounding surprised 
yet skeptical at the same time.

“Yes I have a feeling I will,” Denton answered confidently.
“A feeling?  So no one has spoken to you about this?”
“That's right, it's just a feeling.  But I'm almost positive about it this time.”
“I thought you had to be a captain to get those runs.”
“Well maybe I’m going to be.”  This was beginning to feel more like an interrogation than a 

conversation, but Denton started this and he was determined to convince Karen that better times were 
just around the corner.

“So you’re taking the test again?”
Again, Denton thought.  It wasn’t Karen’s intention, but her question that hurt him to the bone, 

partly because she knew how many times he’d taken the test and fallen short, but mostly because she 
was right in asking it.

“Maybe,” he answered.
“Oh.”
Denton sensed a tone of disappointment in his wife's voice.  He was trying hard not to become 

offended, but deep down inside he knew Karen's doubt was more than justified.  He wanted desperately
to tell her, to include her in his impending change of fortune and what he was about to do to make it 
happen, but he knew he couldn’t.  No one could know.  He was beginning to realize that this was going 
to take more determination and self-discipline than he had anticipated.  But he was steadfast in his 
belief that he could pull it off, and in doing so, give his career the boost it so desperately needed.

He stood up as he took his last swallow of coffee then turned and kissed Karen on her cheek.  
“You'll just have to trust me this time.”  

He winked at her and smiled then walked out of the kitchen and into the dining room where his 
flight bag and jacket sat in one of the chairs at the dining room table.  He unsnapped the top and 
reached inside.  Pulling a file folder up just far enough to identify it, he read what had been scribbled 
on the tab then slipped it back down inside the bag and snapped the clasps.  He stood as if in intense 
thought for a few seconds.  Then a paltry smile crept across his face.  It was clear that he was extremely
pleased with himself, or at least with what he had decided to do.
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The unmistakable sound of the school bus was growing louder as Del, Julie and Christine 
thundered down the stairs toward the front door.  The Kaylan house was near the end of the bus route 
so there were usually few if any seats left on the bus by the time it arrived.  But the three always 
hurried out to the bus as if more seats would be empty if they just got there a little quicker.

“Have a good day kids,” Denton shouted. 
Del raised his hand slightly as if to acknowledge his father's words as he dashed toward the bus.

His sisters’ attentions were elsewhere and ignored their father completely.
Suddenly the house was uncharacteristically quiet.  Denton took a moment to savor the silence 

before grabbing his bag and jacket from the chair.  Karen was standing in front of the sink rinsing the 
last of the breakfast dishes.

“I'm off,” Denton announced as he made his way through the kitchen.
“Be careful,” Karen answered, “no slam-dunks this trip, okay?”  One of the first things Karen 

learned from Denton about flying was the slam-dunk; a steep approach to land usually due to noise 
abatement regulations.

“Hey, your job's a lot more dangerous than mine.  You're the one that works with criminals.”
“Former criminals,” Karen admonished.  
“Once a criminal, always a criminal,” Denton muttered.  
He leaned forward and kissed Karen goodbye.  She wrapped her arms around him and squeezed

him tightly.
“Wake me up when you get in on Saturday,” she said then smiled seductively at him.
Denton knew what she meant.  It never ceased to amaze him how much Karen still cared.  He 

felt so inadequate much of the time, but Karen stood behind him and loved him just the same.  
Denton winked back at her then walked out the door and into the garage.  Opening the car door, 

he pulled the seat back forward then dropped his bag and coat in the back seat.  Then he pushed the seat
back and got in.  He pulled the door closed, thinking as he always did how badly the car needed a paint 
job.  Actually it needed to be replaced, but that was out of the question, at least for the time being.  
Backing out into the street, he felt strangely confident things were about to change.  

His thoughts drifted back to a layover he once had in Las Vegas.  Having twelve hours to kill, 
he took a cab to a casino and began to play the slots.  Twice the machine next to him paid off to some 
obscure person who probably didn't even need the money while his only came close, never paying him 
a dime.  But all of that was all about to change.  The tumblers were finally falling into place and the big
pay-off was beginning to come into view.

A small trail of smoke followed Denton's car down the street until it rounded the corner and 
sped out of sight.

Karen snapped the clasps on her brief case then walked over and pushed the button to turn on 
the answering machine.  Taking one last look around the room, she satisfied herself that everything had 
been done that needed to be done, and reached for the door.  As she turned the knob, the telephone 
rang.  For a split second, she contemplated letting the machine pick it up it, then thought better of it.   

“Karen, this is Norman.”  Norman Lancer was Karen's supervisor at the department.
“Norman, how are you this morning?”
“I'm fine, but I have a bit of a problem that I'm hoping you can help me with.”
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“What can I do to help you?”  Karen asked as she sat her briefcase down on the counter.
“One of my officers quit this morning and I'm in a bit of a bind.  I'm trying to rearrange the 

caseloads so that nobody is overloaded, but everything gets done.”
“Well, what do you need me to do?”
“I want to take a couple of cases off your hands and replace them with some others.  There's one

in particular that has the potential to be a problem.  I know you’ve planned to do employer interviews 
this morning, but I really need you to come into the office.  I'll review it all with you when you get in 
and you can tell me if you think it's something you can handle or not.”

“Norman, you know I'll do anything I need to.  Just tell me what needs to be done.”
“If you can bring all of your case files to my office this morning we'll get everything 

straightened out.”  Norman seemed uncharacteristically serious and somber.  
“No problem,” Karen answered, “I was just walking out the door.  See you in fifteen minutes.”
Karen hung up the phone and walked back into the den.  She returned to the kitchen with an 

armload of file folders, far too many to fit in her brief case.  She wrapped a rubber band around them, 
grabbed her brief case once again, and headed out the door.

The airport was busy as it usually was this time of the morning.  Denton pulled his car into a 
parking lot reserved for airline employees and found an empty spot.  With his coat and flight bag in 
hand, he made his way through the parking lot and into the busy terminal.  He went directly to the 
airline’s office and checked in.  Then, having completed all the necessary paperwork, Denton left the 
office and headed for the airline's hanger where the repair and maintenance was performed. It was a 
brisk ten-minute walk, but he had plenty of time before his flight and he needed the exercise.

As he approached the hanger he saw a small commuter jet with its port side engine cover open 
and a technician standing on a raised platform with a manual in one hand and a flashlight in the other.

“What's with the book?” Denton yelled sarcastically.  “You should have finished your on the job
training years ago.”

The man lowered the book and looked down at Denton from the platform.
“Well if you're so damned smart, bring your ass up here and find this electrical problem for 

me.”
Denton walked up the steps to the platform and over to where the mechanic was working.  He 

looked sternly at him for a long moment before giving in to a smile.
“How you doing old buddy?” Denton asked as he patted the man on the back.
The mechanic was Mick Wiley, a long time friend of Denton's.  Although Mick was twelve 

years his senior, they had served together briefly in the military.  Mick was an aircraft mechanic, and he
and Denton were in the same outfit.  Mick kind of looked out for Denton until he was discharged.  
When Denton hired on with the airline, he got a job for Mick in maintenance.

“How am I doing?” Mick repeated, “I got an engine here that sends false information back to 
the cockpit, I got a big bird over there with an engine that ate a seagull, and see that one over there?  
It’s a brand new one, never flown a passenger, and already it has an oil pressure problem.”  His look of 
indignation quickly turned to one of delight.  “Life is good.  I’ve got job security.   So, what are you 
doing here?”
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“Just came to see my old buddy,” Denton said as he looked curiously at the inner workings of 
the engine.  “How do you possibly work on these things, Mick?  There so much stuff crammed into 
such a small space.  How do you know what it all does?”

“Why do you think I have this manual?  Nobody can keep all this stuff in their head anymore.  
It's not like the old days.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.  So every plane has a manual, does it?”
“A manual?  Look through that window.”  Mick pointed to a window in the wall behind them.  

Through the window, Denton could see a table and a wall of bookcases, filled with books; manuals, just
like the one that Mick was holding.

“I see your point,” Denton admitted.  “So what exactly is the problem with this aircraft?”
Mick sat the manual down on a small metal table on the platform then leaned against the engine

housing.  “It's the electrical system, specifically the sensor that indicates the turbine speed.  It's sending 
a false reading to the computer.  You know yourself the port and starboard engines have to be spinning 
at the same speed or the plane will yaw.  And you know what that's like.  The computer thinks both 
engines are pushing the same thrust, but this one is running faster.  Makes it a challenge to stay on 
course, huh?”

“That it does,” Denton agreed.  He thought for a moment before asking his next question.  
“What do you suppose is causing the oil pressure problem on that bird over there?”

“Got no idea until I tear into it,” Mick said, wiping his hands on a red rag that he kept in his 
back pocket.

“When do you think that will be?
“I don't know, three or four days maybe.  Why, are you going to come and help me or are you 

still afraid of getting your hands dirty?”
“Not a chance.  I’m just curious because that type of aircraft is mostly what I fly.  It would 

probably do me good to know a little more mechanically about them.”
Mick shook his head.  “Anytime you want to get dirt under your fingernails you just come on 

down here.  I have a wrench with your name on it.”
“I might just do that, Mick,” Denton said quite seriously.  “I might just do that.”
Denton checked his watch.  “I'd better head back to the terminal.  I'll see you in a few days.”
“Try to keep it in the air,” Mick shouted sarcastically as Denton walked down the metal steps.
“You keep them running and I’ll keep them flying,” he responded.
As he walked back toward the terminal, he felt a greater feeling of satisfaction than usual.  

Things were falling into place very well, perhaps too well.  But Denton knew he had some good luck 
coming, so he thought very little of it.

Karen tapped gently on Norman Lancer’s door.  His desk was piled high with files.  Two of 
Karen's co-workers, also probation officers, sat in front of Norman's desk, each with pile of case files in
their lap.

“Come on in and join the party,” Steve said mockingly, hearing Karen's knock.
Steve Younger was hired at the same time as Karen.  Ken Millford, who sat next to him in front 

of Norman’s desk, was hired some years later.  Steve was in his mid fifties, happily married and well 
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balanced in both his personal life and his career.
Ken on the other hand was single and although he was twenty six, his hormones still raced as if 

he were eighteen.  His pursuit of the women he worked with sometimes took precedence over his 
responsibilities.  His good looks made it easy, but usually there was a price to be paid by the women 
who actually liked him, when the chase lost its challenge.

“What's going on around here?”  Karen asked.  She had seen officers come and go, but it never 
created the confusion that seemed to exist today.  “And what are the police doing out in the hall?”

“Sit down, Karen,” Norman asked.
Karen pulled a chair from behind the door over to his desk.  “This can’t be good,” she muttered 

to herself.
“It’s not,” Steve whispered under his breath.
“I'm afraid I wasn't exactly truthful when we talked on the phone earlier this morning.”
“Truthful about what?”  Karen's face was beginning to take on a look of concern.
“The officer I spoke to you about this morning, well, he didn't quit.” 
“He didn't?  Did you fire him?”
“No,” Norman paused, trying to find the right words, “he was murdered.”
Karen sat speechless, her two companions watching her reactions.  
“Which officer was it?  Karen was afraid to hear the answer but still she had to ask the question.
Norman looked down at his desk, not wanting to answer, but knowing he had to.  “It was 

Dutch,” he said reluctantly.
Karen's eyes began to tear.  Dutch was the man who trained her when she first came on board.  

He was, until today, the senior officer in the department.   Over the years, Karen grew very close to 
him.  He was more than a friend; he was sort of a father figure to her as Karen had lost her own dad 
many years ago.  Although their schedules kept their paths from crossing as often as Karen would have 
liked, she still considered him to be a very trusted and dear friend.  Just knowing he was around gave 
her a little more confidence.  Now he was gone.

“Dutch,” she said in disbelief, “are you sure?”
Ken leaned over towards Karen.  “Norman had to identify the body.”

Karen buried her face in her hands and began to sob.  She thought of all the time they had spent 
together over the years, all the things he’d taught her.  

“Who could have done this?”
Norman took a deep breath.  “The police think it may have been one of his parolees.”
“That’s what makes it scary,” Steve added.
“Has someone notified his family?” Karen asked, trying to keep her composure.
“You were the only real family he had,” Steve answered.  “His wife died years ago and his kids 

live out of state.  Dutch never talked about them much. They kind of lost touch with him.  He was 
closer to you than he was to anyone.”

“Karen,” Norman continued, “Dutch handled the most violent cases.  He was the senior man; its
policy.  Now that he's gone, you and Steve are tied for that position.  I have to re-assign all of Dutch's 
cases among the two of you.  Now I want you to realize that you can say no to any of these cases.  I'm 
not going to force your hand here.  Just say the word and I'll give them all to Steve."
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“Are you offering those same terms to him?”  Karen asked sternly.
“No, I'm not,” Norman reluctantly answered, knowing what was coming.
“Then why are you offering them to me?  Is it because I'm a woman?”
“Yes it is,” Norman snapped.  “Maybe I'm old fashioned, maybe I'm even a chauvinist.  The 

bottom line is I don't want you doing anything you're not comfortable with; period.”
Karen felt bad for her reaction.  She had worked for Norman for eleven years and never knew 

him to be anything but fair.
“I'm sorry, Norman.  This just comes as such a shock.”  Karen took out a tissue and wiped her 

eyes.  “I have no problem taking as many of Dutch's cases as you want to give me.”
“Are you sure?”
“Positive,” Karen answered.
For the next three and half hours, much of Karen's current caseload was re-assigned to Ken and 

twelve new ones were added to hers.  The same number was added to Steve’s case load.  When the re-
assignments were completed, they all sat silently for a few moments, wondering which of them had just
been assigned Dutch's murderer. 
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CHAPTER TWO

The sky had turned from bright blue to dismal gray as an ominous blanket of thick clouds began
to block out the sun.  Denton glanced upwards in anticipation of the rain as he walked over to inspect 
the nose gear.  He reached for the front gear pin and pulled it.  Then, taking a brief but thorough look 
up inside the wheel well, he moved on to the main landing gear.  

As he pulled the pin from the port side gear, he noticed a fresh drop of hydraulic fluid on the 
topside of the inside tire.  Looking up, he saw many places it could have come from, but none of them 
looked as if they were leaking.  Denton noted what he saw and continued.

After pulling all three gear pins, he walked over to the number one engine, the one on the right 
side of the aircraft as you are facing it.  He stood in front of the intake studying the giant blades on the 
fan.  He thought about his friend Mick, and all they'd been through together.  If he only knew what I 
was about to do, Denton thought to himself.

Both engines looked fine, as did the lights, fire bottles, static discharge wicks and the auxiliary 
power unit (the APU) in the back of the aircraft.  One of the engine pylons had a bolt that was showing 
signs of working loose, but overall, the plane was in good shape, and Denton had successfully 
completed what was referred to as ‘violation protection’, a crucial part of the pre-flight procedures.

The rain, which until now had been little more than a fine mist, was coming down in buckets.  
Denton walked forward along the underside of the aircraft then braved the elements as he ran to the 
door at the bottom of the ramp.  Once inside, he shook off the rain as best he could.

“I won't be doing this shit much longer,” he muttered to himself.  It was the first officer's 
responsibility to do the pre-flight check that he had just completed.  During this time, the captain sits 
warm and dry on the flight deck programming the on-board computer.  As he reached the top of the 
stairs and stepped onto the ramp, he stared briefly through the window that looked out onto the nose of 
the plane.  He paused for a second as he looked through the cockpit windows at the captain, seated on 
the left side of the flight deck.  The empty seat, the seat on the right, was his.  A smile that could well 
have been a sigh crept across his face.  For a fleeting moment, his thoughts were a million miles away.  
A drop of rain dripped from the brim of his hat.  As it passed through his line of sight, it popped him 
back to reality.

He stepped through the forward door and was greeted by the well-rehearsed smile of one of the 
flight attendants.  

“Good morning sir,” she said cheerfully.
“Morning,” Denton replied, shifting the gear pins from his left hand to his right.
“You're soaked,” she noticed.  “Can I get you a towel?”
“That would be great, thanks.”  
The young woman handed Denton a towel and he dried himself as best he could while the 

attendant returned to the galley.  When the towel was as wet as he was, Denton entered the flight deck 
and climbed into his seat.  As he buckled his shoulder belt, he watched Sid finish entering the data into 
the flight computer.

Sid Rosewood had flown for quite some time with Denton.  He was in his late fifties or perhaps 
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his early sixties.  Denton could never tell and Sid never volunteered that information.  
“Everything look okay?” Sid asked, closing the manual that sat in his lap.
“Yeah, we’re good,” Denton answered.  “I noted a small hydraulic leak on the report, and 

maintenance needs to check a pylon bolt, but everything else is fine.”
As he spoke, a flight attendant brought two cups of coffee onto the flight deck.

“Would you two like some coffee?” she asked.
“Love some,” Sid quickly answered.
“Oh, yeah,” Denton agreed.
Sid raised his cup slightly into the air.  “Here’s to an uneventful flight.”
“I’ll drink to that,” Denton agreed.

Karen sat somberly at her desk reviewing and prioritizing the files from the new caseload she 
had received earlier in the morning.  She still couldn't believe that Dutch was gone.  Her ascent through
the ranks of the department wasn't easy even with her drive and determination.  She credited Dutch for 
much of her success, for believing in her and giving her a chance to succeed.  Anyone else would have 
felt anger and rage toward the person who killed him.  Karen felt only disgust.  Maybe that's why she 
was better suited to this occupation than most.

“Penny for your thoughts…”
Karen looked up.  “They're not for sale, Ken.”
Although Ken was one of the newest and youngest officers in the department, he had moved up 

quickly.  His successes were questionable, but everybody seemed to like him and that always helps in 
this world.  Karen had never gotten to know him very well.  Their personalities were so very different 
from one another and he was single which meant he lived a completely different lifestyle than Karen.  
She was well aware of his reputation with the ladies.  Maybe that was why he was totally unappealing 
to her, although at one time or another, he had been the envy of most all of the clerical staff in the 
building.

But Ken thrived on the pursuit; the chase.  Women who threw themselves at him provided little 
challenge.  It was the unattainable that tempted him beyond a point that he could resist.  And ever since 
he had met her, he viewed Karen as a conquest.  Karen's principals denied her even the perception that 
Ken was interested in her sexually.  Her devotion to her husband and children would not allow her to 
entertain any thoughts of cheating, much less carry them out.

Nonetheless, Ken stood, looking as sincere as his conceit would allow, in Karen's doorway.   “I 
was real sorry to hear about Dutch.  I know you two were close.”

“Thanks,” Karen replied with exactly the degree of indifference that Ken was worthy of, then 
focused her attentions back to her work.

“Listen,” Ken continued, “why don't you have lunch with me today?  Maybe talking a little will 
make you feel better.  I'll even offer you a shoulder to cry on if you need one.”

Karen looked back up at him.  “I don't think so, Ken.  I have too much work with all these new 
cases. Maybe some other time.”  Again she returned her attention to the open file folder on her desk.

Unable to take no for an answer, Ken continued.  “Well listen, I know your husband is gone a 
lot, so if you need someone to talk to tonight, give me a call.  I'm in the book.”
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The events of the morning had been difficult enough without Ken's incessant attacks on her 
monogamy.  Karen looked up at him, quickly losing her patience.  “I'll be fine,” she said, very 
distinctly, very coldly.

“Okay, okay,” Ken conceded, “but if you change your mind, I do have a good ear, and the rest 
of me is even better.”  He winked at her, and then continued on down the corridor.

Karen shook her head.  “What an ass,” she muttered under her breath.
The last of the new files she was given was that of one Randall Kees.  She flipped it open and 

began to read.  Randall had only one motivation in life; money.  And as his record indicated, he would 
do anything to get it.   To date, his convictions were on such charges as bank robbery, grand larceny 
and assault with a deadly weapon.  

He had been charged in six murders, but never convicted.  By the time the cases went to trial, 
there was no one who could, or would provide any decisive testimony.  Randall was thorough, which 
made him very good at what he did.  And what he was doing now, was trying to give the impression 
that he had changed his ways.  But with a past like his, change is usually not forthcoming.  

Karen closed the file.  Paper-clipped to the front of it was a small photograph.  It was a 
photograph of a cold, angry looking man.  His eyes showed no emotion, like those of a shark, starring 
intensely at nothing, yet seeing everything.  Several days’ growth of beard protruded from his face.  
Despite Dutch’s efforts, Randall Kees had not reformed himself.  If anything, he'd gotten worse.

Denton raised himself up in his seat as much as his shoulder straps would allow and looked 
down at the tug as it began to push them back.  As the aircraft slowly rolled backwards, he and Sid 
initiated the start sequence on the number two engine.  

Sid watched as the inner fan speed increased.  At twenty per cent, he engaged N-1, the outer 
fan.  When the outer fan speed reached twenty five percent, Sid engaged the start lever.  Denton 
watched the fuel gauge bounce and the temperature gauge begin to rise.

“Light off,” Denton called.  The engine had started.
The temperature gauge began to fall as the N-1 fan speed increased.  He and Sid repeated the 

process for the number one engine as the ground crew disconnected the tow bar.  By the time the tug 
had backed out of the way, both engines were hot and Sid had received permission from the tower to 
proceed to runway two-seven.

The line was short for this time of the morning.  They were in rotation behind a seven sixty-
seven and a seven thirty seven.  All three were waiting for an L-1011 to clear the runway.  It had just 
touched down a few moments earlier.

The traffic moved well and within ten minutes, Sid and Denton sat poised at the end of the 
runway.  After the seven sixty-seven was beyond the required five mile limit, Sid and Denton received 
clearance to take off.  Sid moved the throttles forward to eighty five percent thrust and the aircraft 
began to move.  At about one hundred sixty knots, Sid let go of the tiller, the small steering wheel that 
directs the nose wheel, and both men pulled back on the yoke.  The nose lifted off the ground.  Soon 
the bumpy rhythm of the runway was replaced by the vibration of the main landing gear retracting into 
the belly of the plane.  They were away.

As flight four eighteen disappeared into the clouds leaving only a faint trail of vapor, the ground
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crew was busy making preparations for the next arrival.
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CHAPTER THREE

In a run down apartment building on the Far West side of town, a telephone rang.  The room 
was strewn with dirty clothes, old newspapers and empty beer cans.  The muffled sound of the phone 
persisted, but before it could be answered, it had to be found.  

Beneath last Tuesday's sports section and a badly soiled tee shirt, a middle age and slightly 
balding man retrieved the phone by tugging angrily on the cord until it tumbled towards him.

“Yeah,” he answered, his tone less than cordial.
“Randall, are you nuts?” the voice on the other end spoke in a very sharp tone.
“I've been called worse.  What's your problem?”
“My problem? You're my problem.  Why did you have to kill him?  Don't you know what's 

going to happen now?”
“I killed him because he found out about us and the job we’re about to pull.  If I hadn't killed 

him, you would be locked up by now, and so would I.  We all would.  So instead of bitching about it, 
you should be thanking me.”

“Thanking you?  Do you realize what a shit storm you've started?”
Randall’s anger was quickly getting the better of him.  “Look sonny, I just saved your ass.  If 

you have a problem with that, then maybe you'd better back out right now.  Guys like you are a dime a 
dozen so make up your mind; are you in or are you out?”

“Hey, I’m the brains behind this operation and you know it.  Besides, try and find someone else 
that is willing to put up with all your bullshit.  I can promise you it won’t be easy.”

“You didn’t answer my question.  Are you in or out?”
There was a long pause of deafening silence before the voice on the phone spoke again.
“Okay, I'm in, I'm in, just don't do anything stupid like that again.”
“Since when do I need your permission to do anything?  I’m running this show, not you.  You’re

just another two bit con man.  You should be grateful to be in on this.”
“Grateful,” the voice screamed, “your sole contribution was to suggest we rob the place after 

you stumbled on those entry codes.  I came up with the plan and I’ve worked out all of the details.  
You’d still be sitting there with your thumb up your ass wondering how to do it if it weren’t for me.”

“Listen you little punk, I was knocking over banks before you were house broken.  Out of 
twenty-six jobs, I got caught once.  Once!  So quit trying to tell me how important you are before I 
decide to prove you wrong permanently, if you know what I mean.”   By this time, Randall was 
screaming.  His anger had completely overtaken him as it had been known to do.

“Don't threaten me,” the voice on the phone replied, “neither one of us can afford it.  You need 
me more than you’re willing to admit and you know it, so quit doing things to attract attention to 
yourself.”  With that, the phone was slammed down and the conversation was over.

Randall stood holding the receiver of the phone for a few seconds in disbelief that the person he
was talking with had hung up on him.  Then, shaking his head, he dropped the receiver back down onto
the phone.

“Used to be,” he mumbled to himself, "that a bag man was grateful for the money.  Used to be 
that the son of a bitch didn't try to run the whole damned job.”

18



Then, his anger rekindled, he kicked a trashcan across the room, sending empty beer bottles and
other garbage spiraling into the air.  When the can came to rest, he surveyed the newly created mess.  “I
needed that,”  he sighed.

After a long, deliberate look around, he walked into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and got 
himself a beer.

He popped the top of his beer can, pulling the ring back and forth until it broke loose from the 
can.  As he passed by the kitchen sink, which was stacked with the dirty remnants of the last dozen or 
so meals, he tossed the ring.  It bounced off a plate crusted with some unidentifiable residue and 
skimmed across the counter.  It came to rest next to a textbook.  The cover of the book read, ‘The 
Handbook of Explosive Materials’.  Randall finished the beer without taking a breath then, belching 
loudly, he tossed the empty can over his shoulder.  He grabbed his coat and pulled it on as he opened 
the door and fumbled with his keys.  He stepped into the hallway and pulled the door closed behind 
him, locking both locks securely as the building had a history of being burglarized.  The man’s name 
was Randall Kees, a name that Karen would eventually become all too familiar with.  The file she had 
been given on him gave only a glimpse of who he really was.  His actions over the course of the next 
few days would tell the rest.

The turbulence was inescapable.  Sid had taken the aircraft from thirty one thousand all the way
up to thirty seven thousand feet, but calm air was nowhere to be found.

“I think I'll take us back down to three-five thousand.  It felt a little calmer than this,” Sid 
decided as he requested permission before beginning a gradual descent.  “Why don't you think of 
something clever to tell the passengers?  You're better at that sort of thing than I am.”  Sid had held a 
captain's line for some eleven years.  He was one of the best pilots Denton had ever flown with, but he 
was not a people person.  It scared him to death to talk to the passengers over the plane's public address
system.  And although it was unavoidable sometimes, he usually passed the task off to his first officer.

Denton smiled as he reached for the mic.  “Ladies and gentlemen, this is first officer Denton 
Kaylan.  We apologize for the turbulence.  The captain has tried every altitude available to us and I'm 
afraid this is as good as its going to get for a while.  Please leave your seat belts fastened until the sign 
is turned off.  We'll do our best to get away from this as soon as possible.”  Denton released the switch. 
Sid looked over at him. 

“Thanks, Denton.”
Denton looked forward through the cockpit windscreen.  “Not a problem,” he replied, knowing 

that if Sid had talked to the passengers, he probably would have told them to sit down, shut up and just 
deal with it.

“How is it that talking on that thing comes so easy to you and so hard for me?” Sid asked in 
frustration.

“I don’t know.  It’s just talking,” Denton answered, “only with more than one person listening.”
“Sure, but the minute I push that button, I freeze.  It’s like I don’t know what to say.  Maybe I’m

afraid it will come out badly and they’ll think I’m stupid or something.”
“So what’s the worst that can happen?” Denton asked.  “So they think you’re stupid.  You’re 

smart enough to fly the plane they’re all sitting in.  Besides, they don’t know which one of us is the 
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captain and they certainly can’t see us up here.  And not one of them back there can do what we’re 
doing right now.  Most of them don’t have a clue what it takes to fly a plane.”

“No, they’d know it was me,” Sid admitted.
 “Why don’t you find out?” Denton suggested.  He picked up the mic and handed it to Sid.  
“Here, tell them that we’re at thirty five thousand feet and we’ll be maintaining this altitude for the 
remainder of the flight.  Go ahead.”

Sid starred at the mic before reluctantly taking it from Denton’s hand.  He pushed the button.  
“This is Sid...no; this is Captain Rosewood, the captain speaking.”  Sid let go of the button, throwing 
the mic back into Denton’s lap.  “Forget it, I can’t do it.”

Denton quickly grabbed the mic.  “This is first officer Denton Kaylan.  We’re sorry for the 
audio trouble.  We’re at our cruising altitude of thirty five thousand feet.  The air seems to have calmed 
down a little so we’re going to maintain this altitude for the duration of our flight to Atlanta.  So just 
settle back and enjoy the ride, and thanks again for flying with us today.”

“I’m telling you, it’s a gift,” Sid remarked, trying to get past the awkward moment.
“It’s nothing special,” Denton admitted.  “Everything about me is nothing special,” he muttered 

to himself.
Sid heard him, but was willing to pretend otherwise.
With the turbulence calmed, the flight crew was able to serve a light lunch and the remainder of 

the flight was quite routine.
They arrived at the gate in Atlanta three minutes ahead of schedule, despite the weather.  The 

layover was a short one, a little over an hour.  When all the passengers had left the aircraft that were 
going to, Sid unfastened his shoulder straps and climbed out of his seat.

“I'm going inside for a candy bar.  Want to join me?”
“No thanks.  I think I'll stay here.  There's a few things I want to check on.”
“You mean that left pylon bolt?”
“Yeah, I want to make sure it hasn't gotten any worse since we left.”
“Good man,” Sid said, patting Denton on the back. “I'll be back in ten or fifteen minutes.”  Sid 

left the flight deck and headed up the ramp.  
Denton watched him as he walked past his line of sight towards the terminal.  Once he had 

given Sid enough time to get through the door and into the terminal, Denton unfastened his shoulder 
belts and stepped over the console.  He took his coat off and tossed it across the back of his seat.  In the
floor beneath him was a door leading to a compartment below the flight deck.  Denton quietly opened 
the door, allowing it to come to rest against the back side of the console between his and Sid’s seat.  He
climbed down a small ladder that led into the compartment.  

The walls of the compartment were lined with circuit breakers and hydraulic equipment.  He 
removed a folded up piece of paper from his back pocket and a flashlight from its holder on the wall.  
He studied the paper for a moment.  Then he began looking along the right wall of the compartment at 
the breakers, carefully following the wires with his fingers.  He paused to check his paper again, and 
then continued his search.

The third breaker from the end was the one he had been looking for.  He examined it carefully 
for a few moments.  Then he pulled a pen from his pocket and jotted down a few notes.
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A flight attendant, the same woman who gave Denton the towel, happened to look through the 
open door to the flight deck and noticed the open hatch in the floor.  She saw Denton’s jacket laid 
across the back of his seat as she made her way up the isle.  As she got closer, she realized Denton must
have gone through the open door in the floor.  She paused for a minute before stepping onto the flight 
deck and approaching the hatch.

“Denton.  Are you down there?” she called from the edge of the open door in the floor.
Her voice startled Denton as he nervously folded the paper and put back in his pocket.  He 

stepped back toward the door above him.
“Yeah, I am,” he answered.  
As he reached the opening, he looked up to see the flight attendant looking down at him.  As 

nervous as he was for having been caught down there in the first place, he was equally distracted by the
fact that he was looking straight up her skirt.

“Is everything alright?” she asked.
Denton quickly climbed the ladder and pulled himself back through the opening, closing the 

door behind him.  “I thought I heard something down there.  But everything seems to be fine.  Guess it 
was just my imagination.”

“What's down there anyway?” she asked. 
Denton looked at her nameplate.  “Well Gina, it's mostly electronics and hydraulic equipment; 

nothing exciting.”  
He now found it difficult to look at her without seeing the view he enjoyed from the lower 

compartment.  As surprised as he was that she was unaware of the view she had given him by standing 
at the edge of the hatch, he was even more surprised that she would wear a leopard skin thong under 
her flight uniform.

He reached down and tugged on the door to make sure that is was properly latched then put his 
jacket back on.  “Are you new with the airline?”

“Yes,” she admitted, “does it show?”
“Not at all, I just didn't ever recall seeing you before.”
Gina extended her hand.  “Then allow me to introduce myself.  I'm Gina Gorden.  My friends 

call me GG.”
“Well it's nice to meet you GG.”  Denton reached out and shook her hand.
Before the conversation had a chance to continue, Sid's footsteps could be heard making their 

way down the ramp.  Denton saw him through the windows as he approached the aircraft.
“Is there any coffee left?” he asked.
“Sure, do you want a cup?”
“I'd love one,” Denton said as the two stepped off the flight deck on their way to the galley.
Sid stepped onto the plane just as Denton and Gina passed by.
“How's that pylon bolt?”
“About the same,” Denton replied.  “I'll check it again when we get to Detroit.”
Sid returned to the flight deck and Denton went with Gina to the galley for a cup of coffee and 

an aspirin for his now throbbing headache.
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The conference room at Karen’s office was nothing special.  It was a simple rectangular room 
with a long table in the middle surrounded by chairs.  There were no motivational posters decorating 
the walls, nor was there any art work.  Its function was is sole purpose, and nothing more.  

Norman, Karen's supervisor sat at the head of the table.  To his left were Tony Landon and Bert 
Morrow, two of the four senior officers.  To Norman's right were Karen, Steve and Ken Millford.  Ken 
was invited into the meeting as he was taking much of Steve and Karen's old caseloads.

Norman took the last sip from his coffee cup then spoke.  “Is everyone comfortable with the 
spread?”

Everyone nodded, most of them still reviewing the folders that sat in front of them on the table.
“Now that you’ve had a chance to look over your new caseload, does anyone feel over loaded?”
“We're close,” Bert confessed, fanning the stack of files in his hand, “but I think we can get up 

to speed in a few days.”
Norman stood up, holding his empty coffee cup in his hand.  “I'm going for another cup.  

Anybody want one?”  
There were no takers.  Norman was the only one in the office who drank coffee all day long.  

Most everyone else limited themselves to a cup or two in the morning.
He left the conference room as the four continued to review the files and make notes on their 

new cases.  Ken had finished first, having the fewest changes in his caseload.  His new cases were 
relatively simple.  He would have left by now, but the opportunity had not presented itself to make 
another pass at Karen, so he fumbled with some papers, in the hopes that one would.  As luck would 
have it, one was not long in coming.

As Karen opened the last file in her stack, the top page slid out and drifted down to the floor.  
She slid her chair out to pick it up.  Her skirt, which had managed to work it's way upward during the 
past forty five minutes of sitting at the conference table, revealed a good six inches of her thigh.  Ken's 
eyes became fixed on Karen's legs.  His stare was interrupted briefly by the glimpse down the front of 
her blouse that he enjoyed as she leaned forward to pick up the paper.  She sat up, reaching down and 
pulling her skirt back towards her knee.  She could feel Ken's stare as she turned to look at him.

“Hey, I was enjoying the view,” Ken protested, still looking at her legs.
“If you want a view, go to the Grand Canyon,” Karen snapped.  Again she passed his comments 

off as a consequence of his age and immaturity, but it was much more than that.
With his advances once again thwarted, Ken got up and skulked out of the conference room.
“Looks like you got an admirer,” Tony observed.
Karen looked up at him.  “More like a pain in the butt.”
Bert stood up, stretching his arms above his head.  “I'm going to make a pit stop. If Norman gets

back before I do, tell him I'll be right back.”  
Bert left the conference room and walked down the corridor to the men's room.  He pushed 

through the door and walked past the sinks.  Ken was the only other person in the men's room.  He 
stood in front of the mirror combing his hair.  Bert walked past him and entered one of the stalls.  Then,
after a moment's consideration, he spoke.

“Hey Ken, I'm sure you've heard this before, but you're wasting your time if you think you're 
going to get anywhere with Karen.  She's the poster girl for fidelity.  She’s never going to give you a 
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second look.  So why don't you throw in the towel with her and focus on someone a little more 
attainable?

“No way, man,” Ken stated confidently.  “It's just a question of time.  She can't resist me 
forever.”

“Do you honestly think you're the first person in this office ever to hit on her?  I've worked here 
a long time and I'm telling you, you're wasting your time.”  Bert flushed the toilet then walked out to 
the sink where Ken was still combing his hair.  “What is it about her that's making you so determined?  
I admit, she's a great looking woman, but she's considerably older than you.”

“That's just it,” Ken answered, walking towards the door.  As he pulled it open he looked back 
at Bert.  “It’s the thrill of the chase; conquering the unconquerable.  At his age, her husband is bound to 
be slowing down.  Besides, he’s hardly ever around.  A woman her age has needs and fantasies just 
begging to be fulfilled.  Trust me, I’m going to be that ‘younger man’ that she turns to when she gives 
in to her lust.  Then she’ll have the honor of being my first older woman.”  He stepped through the door
and it closed behind him.

Bert shook his head.  “Like a dog chasing a car,” he muttered aloud to himself.
As he washed his hands he looked at himself in the mirror.  “Older woman?” he said aloud.  He 

looked at the strands of gray hair that had begun showing themselves around his temple.  “She's my 
age.  I'm not old.”  He ran his fingers through his thinning hair.  “Well, not that old."

The afternoon sun made the letters atop the ‘Alpine Pool Supply’ store look as if they were 
made of water.  Their shimmering appearance was a very clever, not to mention eye-catching idea for 
this otherwise dull store at the end of a small strip center on the far south side of town.

But despite its function and the market it catered to, the store was always busy.  Among its 
group of unlikely customers this afternoon was Randall Kees.  Randall stood looking a little uneasy as 
he leaned against the counter.  A young, enthusiastic man approached him.

“Can I help you, sir?”
“Yeah, is Wes here?”
The young clerk's expression changed almost immediately from one of courtesy to one of mild 

disgust.  “One moment sir, I'll get him for you.”  
He turned and walked down a narrow corridor behind the counter to an office at the far end on 

the left side.  Randall watched as he poked his head through a door and briefly spoke, not waiting for a 
reply.  

The clerk headed back up the corridor with a man at least thirty five years his senior following 
close behind him.  The young clerk walked past the counter without looking at Randall and down 
towards the front of the store as if deliberately leaving the two to themselves.

“I'm Wes.  What can I do for you?”  
Wes looked to be about fifty-five.  His mostly gray hair looked a little out of place as his face 

had very few of the wrinkles that normally come once one passes into middle age.  He was clean-cut 
and tanned though his look was serious.

“Yeah,” Randall began, “a friend of mine told me that you handled chemicals here that the other
stores didn't.”

23



Wes looked curiously at him for a moment.  “He did?  What's your friend's name?”
“Gill, Gill Marco”
Wes starred up at the ceiling, repeating the name he had just been given.  “Gill Marco; oh I 

know him.  He's a short, heavyset guy with thick glasses.  I remember him.”
“No, he's not,” Randall snapped.  “He's about six foot two and he sees fine.  Now if you’re 

through giving me the third degree, I’d like to do some business?”
“Just exercising caution,” Wes explained.  “My success is due to the fact that I am extremely 

selective with whom I do business.”
“Really,” Randall said sarcastically, “well I got a wad of cash in my pocket says I’m going to 

get selected.”  Randall pulled the thick roll of bills from his pocket.  “Am I right?”
Wes looked down at the money, then back up at Randall.  “Do you know why most criminals 

get caught?”
“Probably because they’re stupid.” Randall leaned over the counter towards Wes.  “Do you 

think I’m stupid?” he asked threateningly.
Wes looked him up and down.  “It’s safe to say you’re no brain surgeon,” he confessed, “but I 

will take your money.  Exactly what is it you want?”
Randall reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a wrinkled piece of paper.  He handed it 

across the counter to Wes.  Wes looked at it, then back up at Randall.  He reached under the counter and
produced a promotional note pad with the Pool Company’s name across the top of it.  “Here, you look 
like you could use one of these.”

Randall looked down at the pad.  “What do I need this for?”
“You do know how to write, don’t you?”
Randall glared at Wes before picking up the pad and slipping it into his back pocket.
“Come with me,” Wes instructed, taking a brief but thorough glance around the store.
Randall walked around the end of the counter and followed Wes down the same corridor as the 

clerk had walked earlier.  Wes opened the office door and the two stepped inside.  Randall closed the 
office door behind them as he looked curiously around the small office.

“You keep the stuff in here?” he asked in disbelief.
Wes walked over to the wall on the right hand side of the room.  The entire wall was made up of

bookcases from the floor to the ceiling.  He pushed carefully against the center bookcase.  As Randall 
watched he heard a loud and pronounced click.  Then Wes slowly pushed the bookcase open.  The 
bookcase rotated backwards, allowing just enough space for passage into the room that it concealed.

“No,” Wes finally answered.  “I keep the stuff in here.”  He reached to his right and turned on a 
dim light.  The two entered the room and the book case moved back into place, leaving no evidence of 
what lay behind it.
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