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TOURIST 41

band, “knows how.’

“My Martha was a tall woman. She wore little, half glasses
and bright clothes. She drove a '76 Plymouth with Illinois
plates.!” He thought for a moment. ‘It would have been
about nine months ago.”

Emma started to snore. Cannert moved from her to Ed
and shook him. His eyes opened.

“Did you kill her?” he asked.

“We'll wake up,’ Bradford repeated. “You won't.” /

Cannert alternately searched the office and tried to shake
one or the other of the Bradfords awake. The only results he
achieved from the Bradfords were moans and mumbles and
threshings about.

He found nothing in the office to convince him Martha
had been a motel guest at Mom's. He did find guest cards
in a file in the back of a drawer under the desk. He went
through them. The cards had gaps in their consecutive num-
bers, and he theorized they'd destroyed the cards of those
they'd killed. Going back a year, he counted eight missing
numbers including his own. He scattered the remaining
cards about the rooms.

He waited until the moon was down outside, waited until
he'd not heard a passing car along the road that fronted the
motel for a long time. Then he loaded his car and drove it
to the darkened front of the office, after washing and towel-
ing every place he might have touched in his own room.

He went back inside the office area. Ed Bradford now
snored loudly, but Emma lay unmoving, her breathing shal-
low. He tried to awaken them, but without success.

Cannert doused the office and the rooms back of it with
the contents of the emergency can of gas he'd purchased
earlier.

From outside the front door he tossed a match. He
dodged away from the sudden surge of flame and heat.

He drove to the highway. Behind him, from there, he
could see flames already breaking out from under the eaves
on the pool side of the office area.

He drove north and pulled off the road again about a mile
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“So, just to speculate—suppose Bill Skoog is patrolling
along, watching for headlighters—poachers that hunt deer at
night with spotlights. And suppose he sees a plane start
down to land on Icehouse Lake and gets curious. It ain't re-
ally any of his business, but he parks and goes down to the
lake to watch. And then, instead of doing the smart thing—
heading back and mentioning it to us the next day—
suppose he walks around the shore to snoop a little. Maybe
peeks in a window. You might have noticed his boots were
wet, as if he'd got in some wet ground.”

“Umm. Everything fits, doesn’t it?”

“What we've got fits. What there is of it."

They passed the patrol car and green pickup, turning
west a short way farther on. Another quarter mile brought
them to a wide driveway, blacktopped against dust, that
curved in through timber to the large house on Icehouse
Lake. Matti drove in and parked behind a black, four-wheel-
drive pickup standing high on large tires. He radioed in his
location. Then they went up the wide front steps to the
wrap-around front porch, where he pressed the doorbell.
Chimes sounded inside. When there was no response, the
sheriff sauntered out to the black pickup, Mary half a step
behind and feeling watched, exposed. He peered over the
tailgate, then circled the vehicle.

They heard a window open, a slight sound pregnant with
threat. Under other circumstances it would not have been no-
ticed. Seppanen raised the radio to his mouth and spoke ca-
sually but not quietly. “Sheriff three, this is the sheriff.
There's a black pickup parked here, Illinois plates 1PK378.
The box looks freshly scrubbed, the rest just hosed off”

He put the radio back on his hip. “To discourage anyone
from shooting us out the window,’” he murmured. “And
maybe get them looking backwards, thinking what they
should have done, instead of frontwards, planning.”

Briskly then, he walked to the incinerator behind the
house. Opening the front, he carefully explored the ashes
with a poker leaning there. “Sheriff three, this is the sheriff.
There are fragments of heavy polyethylene in the incinera-










































