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CHAPTER ONE

The Investigation

WHILE SITTING AT MY campfire, I realized that the mountainous area was there for my exploration.  It was my vacation, so it was time to make the most out of it.  Looking at my watch, I noticed that it was about eight o’clock in the evening.  It would be a good time for me to scout around the area to see what kind of trouble I could stir up.  Peering over to my right, I noticed an old man and his dog.  He looked like an old hippy who was denying the fact that he was not living in the 60s anymore.  His dog looked at me and showed his fangs.  The old man looked to be about 6’4 and around 230 lbs.  He was smoking a pipe, and he glanced at me and waved.  


After searching for my flashlight, I put my old army jacket on and left the campsite.  Being in the mountains of northern Colorado can make a feel free from all of the evils of the world.  It was a relief to be retired from the LAPD as a detective.  This hike was a way of escaping from the murdering and plundering of innocent lives in the ghettos of California.   Prior to leaving on this trip, I had done some research of these mountains and all of the history behind them.  About twenty-six years ago, an escapee from the local mental hospital had made his way up into these mountains and killed a bunch of people before setting fire to himself.  Rumours flew around the town of Ashland that a serial killer was hiding in an old cabin.  Ashland Colorado has a modest population of 432 people, and most people tend to really to exaggerate the story, however, since I read the clippings while reading a paper that my Aunt has sent me, it caught my interest.  I had worked for over three years without a vacation, my section chief ordered me to take a mandatory retirement since I was two months overdue.  Since investigating was in my blood, researching this rumour would be a good way of spending my time since I was starting a new career as a freelance consultant.

By reading an old map that my Aunt had provided for me, the cabin where this alleged killer had been holed up was about ten miles deep in the north side of the mountain.  I grabbed my canteen and filled it with some water from the creek nearby.  It tasted very cold and refreshing to my parched tongue.  I walked over to my car, grabbed my infrared camera, and put the strap around my neck.  Something told me to grab my laptop, which had a link to a satellite that would provide me internet access in the mountains.  It was time do some hiking up to the cabin that was owned by the forest service.  By reading the information on the cabin, I had found out that the park service kept it supplied.  One added benefit to the cabin was that it had power and running water, which could be to my advantage.  After getting all of the gear that I thought would be necessary for the trip, I tied my boot laces and was walking up the trail that led to the cabin.  Since the murders had occurred in 1980s, and it was the year 2006 now, there should be nothing for me to worry about.  While walking something told me to take a break and rest for a spell.  I sat on an old stump that some couple had carved their initials in and opened my canteen to wet my dry throat.  Something told me to pick up a piece of wood and throw it in the creek, however, when I picked it up, something very bizarre happened.

The ground shook and made me fall right over onto it.  The piece of wood began to burn red hot, causing my hand to blister.  After placing a handkerchief on my hand, I attempted to get up.  My mind wanted to get up, but my body was unwilling to cooperate.  In the hopes that whatever was happening would cease, I just laid there.  I looked over to my right and noticed a young woman slumped over.  She looked up at me and pulled herself away from the tree.  It appeared that she had impaled herself from her back to her front.  Blood dripped from the sharp branch as she walked toward me.  I could hear the gurgling of her breathing the closer she got to me and the breaking of the small branches bellowed aloud with every step that she took.  I quickly grabbed my flashlight and shined it in her eyes.  She had no pupils.  All that could be seen were the whites of her eyes.  She had an X carved in her skull.  She smiled at me as she got closer.  With saliva and blood rolling out her mouth, she leaned over and came face to face with me.  In a split second, I grabbed her wrist to see if she had a pulse.  To my dismay, her body was cold and there was no apparent pulse.  She pulled a large knife out of her belt and raised it high in the air.  My heart stopped, as I knew that my life would soon end, however, she quickly vanished from my sight.

After getting control of my faculties, I got up and headed up to the mountain.  While looking at some of the mile markers, I noticed that the cabin was about two more miles from me.  I looked at my watch and noticed that two days had gone by from the day that I left.  How could this be?  I just left my campsite a few hours ago.  Maybe further investigation into this would shed some light.  Within three hours, I had made it to the cabin still under the cloak of darkness.  It appeared that the cabin was not occupied by anyone, which was good for me.  I quickly looked under the floor mat and found the key that opened the door.  After grabbing the handle, a loud creak roared from the hinges of the door.  It smelled very musty, but the cabin appeared to be clean.  I quickly gathered up some wood and started a fire in the fireplace.  A kerosene lamp would allow me sufficient light inside of the cabin.  I found an old wooden match and lit the lamp.  Weirdly, it was three o’clock in the morning and hunger pains plagued my stomach.  I opened the fridge to see what could be found.  There was some lunchmeat, mayonnaise and some pickles.  In haste, I made myself a sandwich, turned my laptop on, and decided to do some research further into the murders.  Did the X that was carved on the skull of this strange woman have any meaning in this twenty-six year old case?  How could this woman make herself appear to a total stranger?  How did I lose two days that appeared to be a couple of hours?  These questions needed to be answered before I went any further in these mountains.

I ran a search in the National CIC database to see what could be found about the murders that occurred twenty-six years ago.  Was that killer ever brought to justice?  Did any more killings happen years after the alleged crimes were committed?  After the internet link opened, there was an article about some killings that occurred in Ashland Colorado.  This meant that I had hit the nail on the head.  Who was this killer?  Was he really an escapee from the local mental hospital?  It appeared that James Calter, the escapee from Ashland State Hospital was never found.  The total amount of killings matched that of the alphabet, which appeared to be a little bizarre to me.  After 1980, no further murders had occurred.  After six months of searching for James Calter, the case went cold.  Could James be lurking around in the mountains of Colorado?  Why did he only kill twenty-six people?  By reading further in the article, it was rumoured that people had seen Mr. Calter in the town of Ashland.  However, by appearance of the article, it was pure speculation and there was little or no truth in the words written about him.  Something told me that James Calter did not burn up.  The amount of killings could mean that he had found a way to gain eternal life.  However, something also told me that even though twenty-six years had gone by, and that the killings would start up again.  I also felt in my gut that every twenty-six years, James Calter had to kill again to maintain his immortal status.  Working on some of the cases as detective, I realized that I had to get in the mind of this killer.  I decided to link to the local library of Ashland Colorado and see what could be found on the history of this small town.  To my surprise, a very interesting fact popped up on the screen of my laptop.  In 1994, the FBI was researching a case that involved a band of alleged witches.  The FBI found that groups of people were meeting to practice their craft.  On this land stood a cabin and a barn, it was rumoured that they were sacrificing animals.  The FBI shut them down and jailed most of the members, however, the case was never really solved, and it appeared that a couple members of the Ashland Community became very wealthy.  It was my job to see if this was linked to James Calter.

It was time for me to look at the barn.  I locked my laptop, grabbed my flashlight and my pistol and headed to the barn.  This time, I also picked up my camera, which had a telephoto infrared lens.  If I was to find any proof, I could obtain it by getting some pictures of whatever I found.  Eerily, everything became deathly quiet the closer I got to the barn door.  The only thing that could be heard, were my feet crushing pine needles that fell to the ground from the trees nearby.  Before I opened the door, something told me to take a picture of the front of the barn.  In haste, I took the cap of my camera lens and pointed it toward the roof the barn.  The infrared lens focused on something very bizarre.  It had the power to show dried blood that has been washed off.  The blood could be that of a human or animal.  With my eyes focused on the lens, I noticed a huge X marked in blood with a circle around it.  On each side of it, I noticed two figures.  They appeared to be pointing toward the X with their index finger.  One of the women appeared to be dressed very scantly and the other woman was dressed in clothes of a Quaker or Puritan.  The scantily dressed woman’s eyes glowed bright orange and the other women’s eyes were glowing with a blinding white light.  I quickly captured the picture to have proof of my investigation.  Since the camera was digital, transferring the files to my laptop would be very easy.  The time came for me to see what this barn was hiding.  The more I investigated this case, the more it told me that James Calter was related to this unknown X factor.  Something also told me that I needed to get inside the mind of this strange man.  What made him tick? Was he stable enough mentally to obtain eternal life? Could this be the key to unlocking this mystery to the X Factor?  Is there anyone else that is linked to the resource of eternal life?  With my heart pounding, I opened the door to the barn and out came a black cat howling as it jumped into the air.  This made me jump and fall on my backside.  I got up and noticed that the cat’s eyes glowed with a fire red color as it made eye contact with me.  The cat vanished into the mysteries of the night as I got up.  Right before getting inside of the doorway, I stubbed my toe on a lock that was attached to a wooden door.  This place had a cellar, which also opened some opportunities to put an end to this case.  Should I go into the barn first or shall I go into the cellar?

The cellar appeared to be the first place that should be checked.  Looking around, I found a rock to break the old rusty lock.  After pounding for a few minutes, it finally broke loose.  I took the flashlight and shined it down in the entrance after opening the door.  The musty smell almost knocked me over.  I made my way down the steps.  By appearance, the cellar was clean, however, after looking closer; I noticed that there were herbs and spices that could be used by people practicing witchcraft.  After looking around, I noticed a book, which caught my interest.  I found a light switch that would be a tremendous help in reading this book.  The light came on with a very faint but acceptable glow in the darkened room.  Finding an old chair I sat down to read.   As my hand touched the cover of this strange book, my body froze.  It became quiet as death in the room.  Cold air blew on the dirt floor cellar, making the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.  I could hear shallow breath sounds coming out of my chest.  What was going to happen next?  Was it the end of my life, as I knew it?

In a dark corner of the cellar, I could see out of the corner of my eye a figure that remained in the darkness in order to remain hidden.  With my hand shaking, I picked up the flashlight and shined it toward the shadow.  A tall woman came out of the shadows with a bible.  She made her way towards me with the bible in her hand.  The closer she came to me, the louder her voice became, however, a black shadow muted her voice and shoved a large sword in her stomach.  Her intestines fell through her hand and she ran toward me.  When she was within two feet of me, she fell to the ground and expired.  She died with her eyes open.  Looking closely, I could see that an X had been carved into her forehead.  The mysterious shadow put his hands on the lifeless body and then the shadow and the body vanished.  The hold on my body suddenly lifted and I was able to open the book to read it.   Was this a warning for me not to go any further in the case?  On the other hand, was it a cry for help?  While thumbing through the book, I noticed writing that appeared to be in an old dialect that was used by witches during the Salem Witch Trials in the 1600s.  Before going into the barn, it was time to take the book and get it translated to shed some light.  I wanted to accumulate as much information on this case as I could. With this information, the police department and I could finally close the book on James Calter. With the book in hand, I walked out of the cellar and back to the cabin to grab my gear and head back to my campsite.  It was also time to visit my Aunt, whom I had not seen in ten years.   A family member could prove to be very useful while working this case.  Daylight came and I was far from the cabin.  Before leaving the cabin, I made sure everything appeared as if I was never there.

All of these bizarre things brought up a strong desire to solve this case.  It was time to stop this cycle that happens every twenty-six years.  It was time to bring justice to all of the lives that were lost because of this case.  I also figured that it was going to take some help with someone that had experience with black magic.  My relationship was somewhat estranged from my Aunt.  In this situation, I could really use her skills since she has practiced witchcraft her entire life.  This case would be right up her alley.  The majority of my family made her an outcast because of her interest in the craft.  I was the only member of my family that found her fascinating and had wanted to idolize her, however, my parents had put a stop to that and moved away to Los Angeles.  It was my hope that my Aunt would be happy to see me.  Before doing that, it was time to study the title of the book.  From the little exposure that I had with my Aunt, I was able to translate the ancient dialect to say, The Element of X.  What was the element of X?  What part of the curse or magic spell gave people eternal life?  Where did the curse originate?  Could the curse be lifted and in return save many lives?  A sneaking suspicion told me that the old man was involved.  The library in town that originated in the early 1700’s has books that would allow me to study up on this issue.  Dragging my stuff with me, I quickly made my way back to my campsite, however, I knew that returning to the barn and cabin would be a way to close the door to this mystery.

Within forty minutes, with sweat rolling off my brow I walked in the site.  The old man was still sitting with his dog and smoking a very sweet smelling pipe tobacco.  Looking closely, I noticed that his brand of smoking tobacco was Swamp Dog Red.  By working in law enforcement for the years, I realized that that brand of tobacco was smoked by many veterans from the Vietnam War. Could he be a retired or disabled veteran?  This would rule him out as a suspect in this case or would it?  I also noticed that he had a scar above his right eye.  He looked to be a man of large stature; however, a hunch told me that he was somehow involved in this case.

After closing up my campsite, I warmed up my rental car and headed into town.  Driving for a good hour, I finally found a Motel 6 in Ashland, which would fit into my budget.  After checking into the room, I brewed a pot of coffee and turned on my laptop.  I checked to make sure that my Aunt still lived in Ashland.  According to the online phonebook, she did, and appeared to be single.  I also checked the local city link and noticed that Ashland’s population had ballooned up to 10,000 people.  In the time that I had stayed with my Aunt years ago, the population was around 432 people.  This showed me that the Ashland had a lot to offer a person touring the city.  Looking further, I noticed that the library was still standing and that it had been declared a national landmark, which meant that no one was allowed to tear it down.  After being up all night, it was time to get a little shuteye.  I pulled out my pistol and placed it under my pillow.  Somehow, in the back of my mind, something told me that sleep was far away.  Judging by what I had been exposed to, this case was bizarre and was going to consume a lot of my attention.  However, it was my hope that I could pull from some of the resources of Ashland to assist in its closure.  Thinking about the ocean and listening to soothing music, sleep finally came to me.  It was 9:00am in the morning, so the day was still young and after a couple of hours of rest, time could be used to my advantage.
*  *  *  *

TWO O’CLOCK THAT AFTERNOON, someone knocked on my motel room door and woke me up. Who was disturbing me?  No one really knew that I was here.  To my surprise, it was the old man and his dog.  What does he want with me?  I wondered, putting on my robe and opening the door.


“What can I do for you sir?”  I asked.
“My gut was telling me that you are working on the X case.  Judging by how you looked at me prior, you were trying to figure out if I was a suspect in this old case.  If you are wondering who I am; I figured it was time to tell you.  My name is Harold Otterman.  I just retired from the Ashland Police Department as one of their detectives.  If you are wondering, I worked as the lead detective on the X case.” Harold informed me.

“Come on in, you’re dead on with your assumption.  I am a retired detective from L.A.P.D. and on vacation; however, I have stumbled onto this case.  It appears very bizarre and linked to black magic.  I found a book in the cellar up on the mountain.  It appears to be written in an ancient dialect.  From by my little exposure to the craft with my Aunt here in town, I was able to translate the title of the book.  “It’s titled, ‘The Element of X’.”  Where are my manners?  My name is Mike Smith.  If you can lend a hand on this case, it would be great.”  

“The chief of police shut this case down and shelved it very rapidly.  My gut told me that James Calter is the one that killed and marked the victims with an X on their forehead.  Proving that was another story.  In the time that I investigated this case, I could not find any concrete evidence nor could I ever find Mr. Calter.  I am very glad that you were able to find the book.  It might shed some light on this case.  It is my hope that you will be willing to work with me.  I do have some friends on the force that can lend a hand to us if we need it.  That’s of course, if you want my help.”  Harold offered.
“I usually work alone on my cases.  The intensity of this case and my inability to prove anything requires help from somebody.  The help could be beneficial in the closure of this case.  It’s my goal to close the book and finally locate James Calter and put him behind bars.” 

 “What do you need to know about the curse?”  Harold asked

“It’s my hypothesis that twenty-six murders must occur every twenty-six years.  The curse allows anyone immortality as long as they follow the guidelines of the book.  It also appears to me that every one of the victims have an X carved on their forehead.  Since the murders occurred in 1980, my gut tells me that there will be more murders soon on the horizon.”

“This is almost uncanny, my guess is right in line with yours.  It’s my opinion that the murders are going to occur on Hollow’s Eve; which is the time of the year that a lot of people practice the craft at its height.”  He concurred.

“In other words, you are telling me it’s going to occur on Halloween.”  

“You’re right on the money sir.”  Harold agreed.
“My Aunt has practiced witchcraft for many years.  She has been treated as an outcast by my family because of it.  It is my opinion that she will be able to translate most of this ancient dialect.  That is only if she is not involved with it.  You and I are going to have to approach her cautiously on this case.”  

“The strange thing this about this town, is that there are a lot of people that do practice the craft.  Do you want to know why?”  Harold asked.
“During the earlier days there were a lot people that fled to Ashland to avoid being killed.  So to put in small terms, the practice of black magic was carried to the western part of the United States.
“I guess that you’ve done your homework.”  Harold said

“You are forgetting that I used to live with my Aunt in my younger days here in Ashland.  That was before my parents found out that she practiced black magic.  Being fascinated with it, I did a lot of research and found out that many of our prominent city officials also practiced the craft.  This is a little scary since we may have to rely upon them for closing this case.  However, I have an old retired friend of mine who used to work for the F.B.I. that might be able to convince the bureau to reinstate our police powers federally, which would allow us to remove the local police department out of the picture, which would be a safety precaution until we can rule them out.”  

“It sounds like you have the resolution of this case all planned out.  I attempted to get help from the local police but found out that they were in a big hurry to shelf the case. They didn’t do anything about it.” 
“What do you think the chances are that the police chief is in thick with this secret cult?”  I asked

“The chances are very high that they are involved.  How can I help you in this case?”  Harold asked

“I need to get access to the files that have been locked out of the local police database.  I made an attempt to look at them online; however, they were encrypted, which blocked any access to them.”  I told him.
“I have some good news for you.  Just to be on the safe side the first time, I kept copies of the girls that were murdered.  Every file had their birthdates, time of death, cause of death and a D.N.A. profile.  My police chief in the back of his mind knew that I was keeping files.  He attempted to snoop around my desk at work and used secret warrants to search my house.  However, I played it safe.  I have a hidden office under the floorboards of my kitchen.  To allow access, I have to scan my eyeball to open the industrial five feet thick trap door.  All of these years, I knew that someone would have the desire to solve the case.  My lab is yours, if it will help in ending this case.” Harold offered.  “I think that the best move for you is to get a hold of your friend at the bureau and convince him to come down here and help us in this case.”  

“I was going to snoop at the local library to see if I could find out any more information about the case.”  

“There is some bad news.  Any books that are on the subject have been removed.  However, I ordered all of the reference material from a bookstore out of town.  I have all of the books hidden in my lab.”  He informed me.
“It sounds like you being cautious in the past with your cases are definitely going to pay off now.”  

“In the back of my mind, I knew that it would pay off someday.”  

“I do have one thing to ask you Harold.”  

“What would that be?”  He asked

“Judging by how you are wearing a tie dye sweatshirt and have long hair and a beard; you looked like someone that is trying to deny that he or she is not in 60s anymore.”  I commented.
“Stop giving me shit about it.  I will show you a picture of me around ten years ago.  I was a closet hippy, however, when I retired it was time to come out of the closet and display the personality that was hidden for many years.”  
“That makes sense to me.   If I was poking fun at you and if I offended you, I do apologize.”  

“Don’t worry about it my friend.  Let’s go up to my house and allow you access to my lab.”  He suggested.
“That sounds like a winner to me.  We are also going to have to investigate my Aunt and her involvement with this case.”  I said

“Don’t worry you will be able to find that out from our lab.” Harold assured me.

*  *  *  *

IT WAS MY HOPE THAT Harold and I would be able to get this case solved.  He and I both knew that it was going to take some careful study.  He helped me check out of my motel room and head to his house.  Deep in the back of my mind, trusting this person was a little scary, however, there was no one in the town of Ashland that I could trust with what I had found.  He seemed to be trustworthy but I had to keep a small guard up.  He drove a bus that was all tie-dye.  This showed me that he was not afraid to use self-expression.  I placed my bags in the back of his van and we were off to his place.  Judging by my experience with cars, his van appeared to be a 65 Ford Conversion van.  I could also tell that he was a heavy smoker, which did not bother me.  On the outside this man looked like a harmless hippie, however, you can never judge a book by its cover.  Within twenty minutes, we arrived at his pad.


The house looked like something that was built in the early 1900’s.  It had huge oval windows on the top floor.  In one of the windows, I could see a depiction of the saviour on the cross.  This told me that Harold was a believer in the power of our creator.  It had three big poles and a bottom floor that seemed to look like the entrance to a church.  As soon as we opened the door, a very plump woman dressed in a house cleaner’s uniform answered.  She quickly invited us in.  All of the furniture appeared to be colonial.  Peering over to my right, I noticed a huge fireplace.  He had a picture of Marilyn Monroe dressed in her famous white dress.  It appeared that he was a family man currently or possibly in the past.  He had his house cleaner make some gourmet coffee for us to enjoy.  In the picture that caught my eye, he was with a blond woman and three young girls.


“Who is that woman in the picture?”  I asked.
“She was my wife. She was killed exactly twenty-six years ago.”  He said.

“What about the three young girls that are sitting with her?”  I asked

“Those are my daughters that live here in town. They have helped me with my research on this case.  Since their mother was killed in this case, they took it a little personal.  They are right in line with the way I feel.  There is something that I have to tell you.”  

“What would that be Harold?”  I asked

“Your Aunt is heavily involved with this cult.  Before I went to your motel room, I took some time to do a little research.  It turned out that she and the local police chief have been involved for many years.  Strangely, at the murder scenes year ago, she was always in the background looking on.  This told me to setup some surveillance equipment.  In my office, I have a video tape of her and James Calter  leaving the scene of a gruesome murder that occurred a block from here.  I knew from that moment, she had to be his accomplice in these murders.  Like I have stated before, the police shelved this case very rapidly and I couldn’t find anything concrete to have the both of them arrested.”  

“Something told me that she was involved with this.  However, that does pose a problem for me.”  I admitted.
“What would that be?”  Harold asked.
“I have this ancient book that I found up on the mountain.  It is written in some ancient dialect.  I was hoping that my Aunt could help me translate it.  Based on what you said, she would probably take the book and put it to good use.  You and I do not have anyone to translate it.  If we find out what’s written in it, the material might prove to be useful for us in this case.”  

“I have a translation program on my laptop.  It is in the office that you and I are about ready to do.  I will scan a couple of pages and see if we can get it translated into English.”  Harold said 


We spent the next hour discussing the facts of the case.  It was disheartening that my Aunt was heavily involved with this case.  According to him, the murderers were going to start on Halloween or close to it.  It was October 15, 2006, which meant that Harold and I had close to two weeks to crack this case.  In doing that, we would be saving innocent lives.  Used to stale coffee that was brewed days ago, I relished the coffee that was provided by Harold’s house cleaner, which  was very tasty.  I was very anxious to see this man’s office.  What keys did he have to solve this case?  Was he trying to hide things from me or was he willing to share in the fruits of his labour?

CHAPTER TWO

Disclosure


AFTER A COUPLE MORE hours, it appeared that Harold was ready to show me his office.  The house cleaner cleaned up after us and then left to the store to get some supplies.  We quickly went to the kitchen, which was immaculately clean.  All of the metal in the kitchen shined to the point where it was almost blinding.  He quickly pushed one of the buttons on the stove and a trap door opened up with a set of stairs.  We walked down the stairs into a dark hallway, until we came to a door that had no handles.  There was a scanner on the left side of the door.  Harold quickly pressed a button and it asked for an eye scan.  He quickly put his eye to the scanner and the door quickly opened.  We walked into the office and the door quickly slammed shut.  The office appeared to be very huge at first glance.  There was a white dry erase board that had a huge amount of photos on it that looked like the victims in the case that occurred in 1980s.  There were also several laptops on each side of the office, for each of which he had a specific use.  The room had several crosses and bottles that were labelled holy water.  The first thing I needed to do was look at the files that he had kept hidden for all these years.  In doing that, a pattern might be found as what kind of victims the murderer was seeking out.  We walked a little further and I noticed what appeared to be a living room that contained a couch, a police scanner, and an old wood stove.  Going back to his file cabinet, I pulled out all twenty-six files of the victims of the killings that occurred in 1980.  Harold quickly grabbed the book and his computer and scanned some of the text to see if the dialect could be translated.


Three hours went by looking at these files.  They showed me a pattern: All of the victims were single women around thirty years old.  None had children with the exception of Harold’s wife, and  each of the women had an X carved in her forehead.  The cut appeared to be jagged, which told me that it might be a huge hunting knife.  While looking at the last file, Harold came over and handed me the file that he had on James Calter.  It seemed that the file had a lot more information, more than the internet showed me.  This immediately caught my attention.



“Do you know where he is today?”  

“He is living in those mountains that you and I were in.  There was never a body, which would prove that he burned alive as many allege.  Something tells me that he is getting help and support from some of the members of the Ashland community.  He would be around my age; however, if he used the curse, he would appear as if he didn’t age a second since we last saw him.”  Harold said

“Have you heard of any sightings of James Calter since 1980?” 

“There have been some odd reports of abductions, a couple single women in the early 1990’s; however, nothing has come out of them.”  

“Do you have any old evidence?”  I asked

“What kind of evidence?”  

“D.N.A., fingerprints or any other type of evidence that could help us in this case that remains to this day unsolved.”  

“Fingerprints were found on the bodies that matched James Calter, but there was no murder weapon ever found.  If any was found, the evidence has been hidden from the eyes that need to see it.  While you were looking at the files, I scanned every page of the book into my laptop.  It appears that the software is translating it just fine.”  

“I have some photos from my digital camera that you must see.”  I removed the memory card from my digital camera and handed it to him.

He took it and inserted it into a slot next to the laptop in the living room, and was amazed by what he saw.  The infrared picture of the X and the two figures immediately caught his attention.


“Where did you find this?”  He asked.

“I took a picture of an old barn that I came across while hiking up in on the mountains where we first saw each other.”  I told him.

“I think you found a place where ancient ceremonies occurred.  This is the place where I think James Calter obtained immortality.”  Harold said

“What do you think our first step in this case should be?”  I asked.

“We should get our police powers reinstated by your friend at the bureau.  I think that we could do some surveillance of your Aunt’s house.  We should also go back up to the barn and see what else we can find.”  Harold suggested.

“If James Calter is alive, how are we going bring him to justice?”  I asked

“Once we get him into custody, I think that we should turn him over to the F.B.I.  As far as the community of Ashland goes, it is time to expose the secrets that have been hidden for many years.  After this case is solved, I think that I am going to move to Hawaii and enjoy the rest of my golden years.  However, I can’t leave Ashland until this case is completely solved.”  Harold declared.

It was time for us to take the next step.  We had two weeks until Halloween, which meant we had to put our plan into action.  It was time for me to use Harold’s cell phone to get in contact with my friend at the bureau.

*  *  *  *
Meanwhile at the residence of Mary Smith…


FOR AN OLDER WOMAN, MARY looked very attractive wearing her short mini-skirt as she poured a cup of coffee for the sheriff.  It was apparent that Mary practiced her witchcraft openly in her house.  The sheriff at the age of 62 looked like a person that was not a day past forty.  Mary on the other hand, looked like a woman in her late 20’s.  She had a firm figure and a beautiful smile.  For an age of 66, she should be showing more signs of her age.  What secret were they hiding?  Is the curse of X reality or myth?  Other members of the citizens of Ashland Colorado walked through door of Mary’s house.  The judge that served the county looked to be in his early 40’s to say the least. The judge was 80 years old, and had a wife at the tender age of 23.  As the door shut, the mayor walked in and smiled at Mary as she was serving coffee.

“You are all aware why I’ve asked you to come to my house correct?”  Mary asked.
“To what do we owe this pleasure Mary?”  The judge asked 

“All of us here are about the use the protection of the fountain of youth.  The element of X book is missing.  You do realize that if we do not bring 26 souls to the dagger of eternal life, we will lose our youthful appearance.  For the past 26 years, I have kept the dagger hidden for future use.   James Calter is the one who allowed us to use the benefit of it in exchange for immunity for all of the killings.”  She reminded them.
“How does the dagger give us immortality?”  The Judge demanded.
“According to the ancient book, one of us has to carve an X in the forehead of the victim.  Once this occurs, the dagger will pull the soul out of the body.  In turn, once 26 souls are obtained, our immortality will be good for another 26 years.”  Mary said.
“Where is James Calter now?”  The mayor asked.
“I thought you would never ask that question.  James is hiding deep on Calvert Mountain and listening to this conversation.  He has made us aware that we would soon have to plot out whom the next souls will be.  He also reminded me that all of the soul snatching must occur on Halloween, which is stipulated in the book.”  

“Do we have any idea who we are going to sacrifice for the continuation of our immortality?”  The sheriff asked.
“There is a girl’s boarding school in town.  It was opened up around twenty-six years ago.  The school should have more than enough souls for us to use for the dagger.”  Mary informed him.

“How are we going to hide the killings?”  The mayor asked.
“Once the souls are sucked from the bodies, I’m going to have my brother cremate them and then put the ashes out in Calvert River.” 
“How are we going to get the book back into our hands?”  The mayor asked, still perplexed.
“That is an easy question to answer.  I am going to summon it by the using a spell.  If we do not follow, the tradition of the book, on November 1, our bodies will show their true age.  Do you understand how important this is?”  Mary asked with a sense of urgency.
“Yes, you don’t have to worry about the law enforcement of Ashland.  Between the sheriff, the mayor and me, we’ll have that covered if you know what I mean.”  The judge assured.

In a blink of an eye, the room darkened and a person wearing, a black robe with a red X appeared in the room.  He pointed his finger toward all of the people in room.  Their youthful appearances faded.  The majority of the group turned into elderly people.  They soon realized that Mary was speaking the truth.  The person took his hood off and stared at all of the people in the room.  The judge’s eyes looked as big as silver dollars.  By appearance, the group knew that it was not James Calter.



“Who are you?”  The judge asked, stunned.
“I’m the creator of the book.” The man said.  “You have all enjoyed the covenant of X.  You can call me Sir William, which was my mortal name.  I entered into the covenant with the master decades ago.  The master had me write the Element of X in order to bring him souls for his gatherings.  Mary, who has been a servant of mine for many years, speaks the truth about the promise of the book.  You have two weeks to bring 26 souls to our master.  If you don’t the skin on your bodies will rot and turned you into the ash.”  Sir William warned.


Just then, he pointed toward the judge.  Everyone in the room looked where he was pointing.  His eyes popped out of his head and hung on the cheeks of his face.  His left hand had become skeletal.  Within seconds, his body ignited on fire and quickly turned to ash.  Within seconds, Sir William vanished from the house and everything went back to normal.  Everyone looked over to the judge and noticed that he returned to normal.  Everyone changed back to his or her youthful appearance, but there was no missing fear in their eyes.  Seeing what occurred showed them that it was time to pay the piper to retain the promise of eternal life.  


The sheriff, with his large 6’4 frame, raked his fingers through his blond hair.  His blue eyes watered and a tear coursed down his cheek as he looked at his friends of Ashland.  Did he make a mistake in entering into the covenant?  The judge, with his blue-black hair and handlebar moustache put his big-callused hands on his cheeks as if he were in deep thought.  Mary closed her eyes and said a spell.  Within seconds, the book and dagger appeared on the table.   The room became very quiet as   James Calter also walked in the door.  He appeared to be not a day over twenty years old.  His 5’5 frame seemed small, however, big in appearance.  He looked at Mary with eyes that looked like blood.  He smiled as she fell to her knees and worshipped him as if he were a god.  He motioned to the judge’s young wife to come over to him.  She followed the same action as Mary.  She fell to her knees and kissed the ring on his finger.  The dagger went to his hand.  He quickly grabbed the hair on the judge’s wife and carved an X in her forehead.  As he finished, her soul was ripped from her body.  She dropped to the floor and convulsed before igniting into fire.  Her body turned into ash and vanished from everyone’s sight.  The judge immediately burst into tears as his wife vanished before his eyes.  The judge and the mayor went over to comfort him.  Somehow, the judge knew that he would be able to find another young spouse; however, a loss is a loss.  Mary poured him another cup of coffee and gave him a kiss on the cheek to comfort him.  The judge had to leave.  By appearance, he needed time to get over the loss of his wife.  All of the other members left with the exception of Mary and James Calter.  Just before getting into his car, the judge peered over and looked at Mary and James standing on the porch.  The house looked very plain with a white picket fence.  However, inside of this house there was nothing but evil.  The judge had a look of regret when he drove off.
*  *  *  *
Meanwhile at the Harold’s hidden office…


HAROLD SHOWED ME THE results to the scanning, which was done just in time.  The book vanished from his office.  I saw him look all around the office for it, with a look of horror in his eyes.  Did my Aunt take the book for future use?  To our luck, we had a backup copy on his laptop.  Something told me that we needed to have a small task force to stop these killings.  With further reading of the files, I had noticed they all had a look of horror on their faces at the time of death.  What could be so scary that I person would have their mouths wide open as if they were screaming for their lives?  How deep were the citizens of Ashland involved with this case?  If Harold and I were successful in solving the case, would we completely dismantle the infrastructure of the local government?  Would the citizens that were not involved with the curse be able to ever trust their leaders again?  However, if the case was solved it would allow the town of Ashland to heal and become a safe place to live.  During the many years of working on the force, I really was never exposed to this grave injustice.  Deep in the back of my mind, Harold’s obsession with this case was a little disheartening.  He spent many years trying to find a way to solve and put this curse to an end.  Why would anybody want to name a curse X?  It seemed to me that whoever it was that developed this curse had to be a little warped.

CHAPTER THREE

Surveillance

WITHOUT LOOKING AT THE clock, ten hours had passed by and it was time for us to get something to eat.  Harold and I did not realize how much time had passed. We quietly went through a hidden door that came out to his yard, and went back inside of his house to get something to eat.  Something in the back of my mind told me that Harold’s involvement in this case was much deeper than met the eye.  As his housekeeper made some food for us, I quickly made a call to my friend at the bureau.

My friend at the bureau was into bizarre cases.  In fact, the director had put him on special assignments and that is how we met years ago.  He stated that we could get our police powers reinstated, however, with the agreement that he could be involved with the case.  Based on my experience with him, I should have known better.  However, Harold and I could use the extra help in this matter.  There was something missing in this case but we could not really put our fingers on it.  It was disheartening that members of the infrastructure of Ashland were involved.  Once this case was blown wide open, the whole city government will be brought to its knees.  I quietly hung up my cell phone to find some open-faced steak sandwiches ready to stop the hunger pains in my stomach.  Harold appeared very relaxed around me as he engulfed himself in pure delight of his sandwich.  It was time for me to have a smoke.  After taking a quick bite of my food, I stepped outside and lit up a cigarette.  As the air hit my face, it made me shiver, but going outside would allow me to clear my thoughts and formulate a plan.  Harold and I had exactly 13 days to solve this case.  Could it be done?  Did we really have the tools to deal the conclusion of this case?

Just as I flicked an ash toward the ground, something very weird happened.  It felt like time stopped.  Peering at my watch, I noticed that my assumption was correct.  In the night air, I could see a group of women looking at me.  Everyone one of them had an X carved in her forehead and behind the group, I noticed a red light flashing on the mountain.  The whole group seemed calm; however, tears were flowing from their cheeks.  Their images appeared to be transparent which told me that they were possibly spirits caught between worlds.  All of them pointed toward the light as it flashed bright red.  Judging by my research, the light was used to assist pilots flying to the small private airport in Ashland.  If it flickered green, it meant that was ok for them to land.  If it did not flicker, it would inform the pilot that the runway was not clear.  What were these girls trying to tell me?
Watching the light, I noticed that it changed colours in stages.  Every ten minutes, it would go from green to red and then yellow.  Reading into the context, this told me how I should deal with the case.  The green light showed me that some of the steps that Harold and I were about to take were going to be ok, however, when the yellow light flashed, it told me that we should use caution in dealing with the offenders in this case.  The red light told me that our lives could be in danger.  While watching the spirits, I could feel extreme sadness in their hearts.  Their mouths were not moving but I could tell that they were trying to speak to me with their minds.  The first thought that came to my mind was that they did not choose this fate.  They were forced into their current situation.  Were Harold and I going to be able to free them, and allow them to cross over?  These images were trying to warn me of things to come.  The spirits moved into a single file and pointed to the back.  A small dagger appeared in front of me. It was suspended in the air by a shiny yellow light.  As they pointed toward the dagger, each one of the X’s on their foreheads glowed and I could see terror on their faces.  The dagger dripped blood from its tip.  Within seconds, the dagger and the images vanished from my sight.  Could this dagger be the tool used to make the carvings?  By seeing this vision, it appeared to me that the girls were trying to warn me of things to come.


“You look like you just saw a ghost.”  Harold commented as I went back inside.
“That would be an understatement Harold.  A group of women appeared to me and showed me a dagger that was used to bring them to their deaths.  Each one of them had an X carved into their foreheads.  They were not able to speak to me; however, they were using their minds to communicate with me.  Their feelings showed me that they met their deaths involuntarily.  They weren’t given the freedom to chose, which I find totally unacceptable.”  

“Did you get a hold of your friend at the bureau?”  Harold asked

“Yes, he has already reinstated our police powers.  He faxed the authorization to my laptop.  However, there is one catch on this case.”  

“What would that be?” Harold asked.

“He wants to be involved in the case.  The bureau has agreed to help us only if my friend is involved.”  

“Is he any good at this type of stuff?”  Harold asked.

“He is the best in the field of paranormal cases.  The bureau thinks that this case meets the requirements to get the F.B.I. involved.  His plane is due to arrive in Ashland from Los Angeles in about three hours.  His director has also allowed him to bring a psychic to help us solve this case.  While we wait for him, I think that we should setup and zoom some cameras then it’s off to my Aunt’s house.” 

“What are you expecting to find?” 

“We could get some concrete proof to turn over to the bureau once we stop the killings from happening.”  

“That means that you and I are going to need a warrant for wire taps and video cameras etc.” 

“Don’t worry, when he arrives here, the government has allowed us some secret warrants that will allow us to do that.”  I assured him.

“You do realize that we have less than 14 days to stop the murders from occurring right?”  Harold reminded me.

“Yes, what makes you ask me that?”  

“We aren’t going to have a lot of time to setup a detailed case.  It is my gut feelings that they are already planning who to kill.  You and I need to find a way to stop them.  Before the book vanished, I was able to scan every page.  It should be ready for us to read from it.  If we read from the book, there should be some clues or some weakness that might make the killers vulnerable at some point.”  Harold pointed out.
“Since you are the expert in this area, you should be the one to seek this information out.  As soon as my friend arrives, I am going to give him a detailed background of the case.  He might be able to shed some light and provide some guidance.  One advantage that we are going to have is that the psychic or medium is going to be able to give us an advantage on what their next move is going to be.”  

“You might be right, however, the hardest part of the case is going to be disabling the book’s power and to remove the gift of immortality that has been provided to all those who chose that path.  That is going to take a lot more ability than just solving the case.  What is going to happen to James Calter?”  Harold asked.
“If we are able to capture him, he will be charged and probably sent to a federal prison.  However, if the courts determine that he is not mentally fit to be judged by his peers, they will send him to a mental hospital and make sure that he will never be free for the rest of his days.  If we are able to remove his gift of eternal life, he will age and die just like the rest of us.”

“Once we get the book and the dagger what is going to be done with it?”  

“It’s my experience that Tom will use it as evidence and have it thoroughly tested, then lock it away to prevent any future use of  it.  The government will make sure that those items never fall into the wrong hands.” 

“It will give me some closure once this case is solved.  I have spent many years attempting to solve this case.  It became personal when some of my friends were killed.  I can tell in the back of your mind you are wondering what my actual involvement is in this case.  Am I correct in assuming that?”  He asked,
“In my years on the job, I’ve taught myself to be very observant and study all of the facts.  Why have you wasted so many years of your life on this case?” 
“It could be justified in using one word.  I’ve made it my mission to bring justice to for all of the innocent women who have lost their souls to this travesty.”  

“That really shows dedication on your part.  What do you think is going to happen once they are freed from their involuntary enslavement to meet the needs of the curse?”  

“It’s my belief that they will be sent to our creator.  Their bodies have dissolved into dust.   I wish there was a way to reverse the effects and give them their lives back.”  Harold sighed.
“That might be pushing the issue; however, in the world of magic anything may be possible.”
  “It’s my hope that you’re right in that.”
“Why didn’t you ask me about the weird vision that I just had?”  I asked

“Mike, I’ve had those types of visions for a lot of years.  To me they are second nature; however, I have felt helpless because I did not have the tools to end it.  In other words, this case has been on hold until I could find somebody to help me.”  Harold admitted.
“When you put it that way, I kind of understand.  There is one promise that you need to make me once this case is solved.”  
“What promise would that be?”  Harold asked, curious.
“That you will enjoy the rest of your golden years.  A long overdue vacation should be in your plans.”  
“At this point, I couldn’t agree with you more.  I plan on going to the Cayman Islands for a couple of months.” 
“You know, I just might join you after this case is done.  I have never been to the Caymans.  It might be a lot of fun for the both of us.”  

“You and I will have to see how things go.”
*  *  *  *

AFTER AWHILE OF CHATTING with Harold, it was time for me to head to the airport and pick up our guest.   The airport was very private and small, so it would be easy to find him.  Harold decided to stay and look at the scans of the book.  I arrived about 30 minutes early, as there might have been a small chance that his plane arrived early.  For all of the cases that I have worked, this one was the most bizarre and difficult.  It was my hope that my friend would be able to shed some light on this case.  The wind blew yellow autumn leaves onto the ground.  I noticed that the weather was not that great for a flight; however, Tom could be depended upon to be at the place where he needed to be.  I hoped that he was going to bring Nancy.  In the experience that I had with some other cases, she proved a very reliable psychic.  All of the information she provided was correct and the cases we had worked on were very easily solved.  Was she up for the challenge?  The only thing that made me wonder if she should come was that she met the profile of what the X killers were seeking:  Very tall, 6” 1, long blond hair, and blue eyes, it was sad that she was not married.  With her being around 32, she met the requirements of the victims that they were looking for.


Thirty minutes later, Tom’s plane arrived and landed safely on the ground.  To my delight, Nancy was there with him and ready to give me a big hug.  Tom came out with his big smile and gleam in his eyes.  At 6’5, his appearance could be a little intimidating to some people, but I knew him, and he was just a gentle giant.  Since the airplane was privately owned, Tom had a group of people hauled out the all of the equipment that he thought he would need.  Nancy could not wait to go outside and have a smoke.  I followed her out there to chat with her about the case.



“So how was your flight?”  I asked her.


“My name is Nancy Oxfield and yours?”  She asked.


“Mike Smith, I thought that Tom already told you my name.”
“Nope, but it’s a pleasure to meet you.  The flight seemed a little long to me.  It was a bummer that I could not smoke on the plane, due to federal regulations.  Tom has told me a lot about this case.  It sounds pretty bizarre and right up my alley.  Do you agree with that?”  She asked. 

“Yes, it deals with some pretty bizarre things.  We are definitely going to need your help.  It deals with the supernatural.  To sum it up in small words, a group of people in this town have entered into a covenant with a cult that allows them to have eternal youth as long as they bring twenty-six souls to it.  Some of the people that have entered into this curse appeared to be very elderly people, but they looked like they are in their prime.”  I informed her.
“When is this supposed to take place?”  She asked.
“According to this ancient book it is supposed to take place on Halloween.  If the souls aren’t absorbed by the dagger, the promise of eternal youth is broken.”  

“Boy that is some pretty deep stuff.”  Nancy remarked.

“Yeah tell me about it.  I have run into a retired detective that has been working on this case for over 25 years.  It’s my opinion that he has become obsessed with it.”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that Tom and I will able to solve this case pretty quickly.”  Nancy assured.

“What makes you think that?”  I asked still a tad doubtful.

“It’s very simple; all of us should remain one step ahead of all the rest of them.”  

“That sounds good to me.”  


A van was there to meet Tom to carry all of his equipment to Harold’s house.  I invited them to drive with me back to Harold’s house.  They happily accepted my invitation.  Tom provided me with the paperwork that had reinstated the police powers needed by Harold and me.  Within twenty minutes, we arrived at Harold’s pad, were ready to get started.  His housekeeper had prepared a meal for all of us just in case we are hungry.  It was her belief that nobody should work on an empty stomach.  After eating we then sat down to discuss the case.  Harold and I updated them on all of the information that we had.  The first thing that Tom and Nancy wanted to do was go up to the cabin where I found the book.  Based on his experience, it would be the best logical step.  Harold provided some warm clothing and we went out to his garage to find a four-wheel drive jeep.  It was my hope that Nancy could shed some light on the image of the barn and be able to give us some insight as to its meaning. 


It did not take any time at all before we made it to the cabin and the barn.  Seeing this place again gave me shivers because of what I had witnessed before.  However, I wanted the members of this team to witness what I saw firsthand.  In doing that, I would not feel like I was one card short of a full deck. 


The first thing that they did was to look at the picture that I had taken previously of the barn.  Nancy’s first instinct was to go towards the barn.  Tom, Harold and I followed her lead.  Being late at night, all of us were armed with flashlights to assist us in seeing in the dark.  Nancy put her hand on the barn door.  We stood there quietly, not disturbing her as she was having a vision. 


Nancy’s eyes opened then closed again, which seemed a little odd to me.  We stood there wondering what was going to happen next.  The expression on her face was very intense:  
*  *  *  *

THERE WAS A GROUP OF people dressed in black robes in the barn.  All of them looked very odd.  Most of the people had red glowing eyes.  They looked over at a group of women that were bound.  James Calter, by nature was the leader of this group.  He grabbed one of the bound girls by the hair on her head.  Tears streamed down her face as he took the dagger and slit her throat.  Blood shot to the middle of the room.  He stripped off her clothes and laid her down to die in her own blood, gasping for air.  The woman made every attempt to resist him.  Just before the moment of death, he carved an X between her eyes, then her body ignited into flames and turned into dust in front of everyone.  James read from an ancient book and he forced all of the bound women down their knees in front of the group.  After the first woman was killed, everyone took off the top to his or her robes.  

Judging by the research done prior, some elected officials were within the group.  Most of them looked elderly and frail, which is why they made their choice to partake from the fountain of youth.  One by one all of the women had an X carved between their eyes.  When the last one was murdered, all of the people in the group turned into youthful looking people.  Most of them smiled, happy to have their youth restored.  Sadly, there was one young female left.  James with the help of some of the people in the group forced her on a table and bound her arms and legs.  They stripped her clothes off and stood there watching her make every attempt to break free.  One thing that was noticeable was the decal on the woman’s shirt.  The crest could be clearly viewed by everyone as “Oxnard Catholic Girls School”.  All of the men one by one got onto the table and raped the girl repeatedly until all of them were done.  One of the women in the group untied her and let her go.  As she was running naked out of the barn, James Calter had a few choice words to say to the girl;
“There has been enough killing tonight, however, if you ever tell anyone about what’s happened here, you will meet an untimely death is that understood?”  He threatened her.

“Don’t worry; our creator will have his judgment and revenge upon you. I won’t tell a soul because I treasure my life more.”  She responded, tears streaming down from her sky blue eyes as she struggled to put on her ripped clothing, before fleeing from there.  


Her long brown ringlets of hair blew in the night air.  She had a tattoo of a butterfly on the top of her left hand and part of the pinkie finger missing due to an accident that happened as a child.  She did not have a lot of strength to fight off her attackers should they come at her again.  However, she decided to hide and watch the members of the group leave the barn.  This action took bravery and courage, as she wanted to see who raped her and killed all of her classmates.  The girl had sadly watched as twenty-six of her class met their deaths terribly and gruesomely.  


After waiting for around an hour, she hid in the bushes as people were walking out the barn.  Judge Terhune walked out with a smile on his face as he put his hand through his hair.  Sheriff Colter came out with a similar type of smile on his face.  Mayor Harrington came out and gave each of his friends a hug of congratulations, because they were all able to turn back the hands of time and cheat Mother Nature.  Within twenty minutes, the entire group left the barn.  Nancy could see the name Alicia Mendez on the tattered shirt. Within seconds, the vision ended.

*  *  *  *
“WHEN YOU SAID THIS case was intense, you weren’t kidding.  In the vision, I saw the entire ceremony that took place according to the case files in 1980.  In the vision, I saw James Calter kill twenty-six young women one by one.  However, there are some good things that I saw in this vision.”  Nancy said

“What would that be?”  Harold asked

“We have a witness to the murders that occurred 1980.”  Nancy said

“How did you figure that out?”  I asked

“There was a young woman with a tattoo of a butterfly on the top of her left hand.  She also has part of her pinkie finger missing.  It appeared that she might have lost it in an accident as a young child.  She appeared to be about 5’4.  Her hair was long brown in ringlets.  Her eyes looked as blue as the sky.  I also discovered that she was a member of the Oxnard Catholic Girls’ School.  She witnessed every one of these killings in this barn.  It appears to me that the ceremony had occurred in this barn.  She witnessed city officials coming out of the barn one by one.”  

“Who did she see coming out of the barn?”  Tom asked.
“Well let’s see, Sheriff Colter, Mayor Harrington and Judge Terhune and many others.” 
“Do we have a witness or someone that survived this ordeal?”

“Today, I have good news for you on that.  One of the girls, the same one with the butterfly tattoo, was tied to the table and raped repeatedly by every male member of the group.  I remember being able to see her name on her shirt.  Her name is Alicia Mendez.”  She told them.
“She is one of the nuns that serve at the school.  Something is very odd about the grounds keeper.  In my years in the town of Ashland, I knew a young man that grew up in the school.  He was raised by the nuns, and looks like Sheriff Colter.”   Harold added.

“Judging by that comment, it tells me that when Alicia was raped long ago, and that the sheriff is the one that made her pregnant.”  Nancy said.

“That is a very terrible thing to live with for all of these years.  I never knew that she was involved with this case.”  Harold remarked.
“I wonder if she would be willing to turn state’s evidence against her attackers.  Before I came down here, I did some research on the state of Colorado.  The statue of limitations on rape is 30 years.  It has only been 26 years since the rape occurred.”  Tom added.
“That may help, however, how are we going to stop James Calter?”  I asked

“He was listed as missing at the bureau.  We spent a couple of years searching for him, but the scent went cold on the case.”  Tom said

“If she was willing to testify, we could arrest the judge, mayor and the sheriff on suspicion of rape.”  Nancy suggested.
“You folks aren’t answering my question about this case.”  I added.
“Don’t worry Mike; we are going to take this case apart piece by piece.  The first step would be for one of us to talk with the nun about turning state’s evidence against her attackers.”  Tom decided.
“That may be a hard sell.  She is a nun and had promised James Calter that she would never tell a soul.”  Nancy added.
“I think that I could handle this one.  I knew her as a kid and we grew up together.  In fact before she became a nun, I had attempted to date her, however, she always gave me the cold shoulder.  Looking back on the facts of this case, a person couldn’t really blame her for feeling that way.”  Harold filled in.
“Let’s take a further look around here to see if anything else can be found before we go back to Harold’s place to get some rest.  That is, if he doesn’t mind housing all of us.”  Tom suggested.
“It would be a pleasure to have you stay in my home.”  Harold said.
“Thank you very much Mr. Otterman.”  Nancy smiled.
