Sunshine Drive was a four-lane road that ran from the west of town, crossed main street and ended at a state highway on the east side of town. Paradise Trailer Park was near the end of Sunshine Drive. I pulled into the graveled entrance and was surprised at how orderly the trailer park was. Each trailer lined up evenly along a graveled lane. In front of each trailer was a small parking lot, large enough to hold at least three cars. Small metal signs next to narrow concrete walkways had the trailer number painted on it. I parked in the parking lot for trailer seven next to a small gray Kia sedan. I walked up to the two-tone sky-blue and white trailer and knocked on the door.

Rosa Fontenot cracked the door an inch or two and peered at me.

"Yes?" she asked.

"John LeGrand, Ms. Fontenot." 

She closed the door, unlatched the chain, and let me in.

"Come in, Mr. LeGrand."

Rosa Fontenot was a good-looking woman. She was dressed in a dark skirt and a white blouse with the top two buttons undone. She wore no jewelry around her neck. She reminded me a little of Anne Sheridan in the movie Juke Girl. She must have been in her mid-thirties, naturally curly black hair that fell to her shoulders, full lips, and piercing eyes the color of dark chocolate. She had a little extra weight here and there, but it looked good on her.

"That chain is a good idea, Ms. Fontenot, but any man worth his salt could easily bust right past it. Your best bet is to keep the door closed until you hear what you want."

She smiled revealing gleaming white teeth.

"But I was expecting you, Mr. LeGrand."

"Just call me John, and that's when you are the most vulnerable. You let your guard down."

"Okay, John." She paused. "Thanks for agreeing to help us."

I stood in the middle of a living room. It was cool in the trailer; the air conditioner blew a steady stream of cold air. Off to my left was a neat kitchen with a counter dividing it from the dining room, a rectangular table with four chairs sitting around it. "Please have a seat, John." She indicated an overstuffed chair next to a comfortable looking couch. I sat. She sat on the couch.

"Where are your children?"

"Jenna and Caitlin are in their bedrooms. I asked them to stay there until we had our talk."

"Okay, Ms. Fontenot."

"Please, Rosa."

"Okay, Rosa. The reason I wanted to talk to you first is to find out exactly what your girls knew about their father."

"I have been honest with them. Jenna, my oldest, saw what he did to me and is old enough to know that he's a dangerous man. Like I said over the phone, Caitlin is confused. He's her father. He should take care of her and protect her. Instead, she's told that he wants to hurt her. She doesn't understand why he would want to hurt her."

"She's not alone, Rosa. I don't understand it either."

"Anyway when he called and threatened me three days ago, I told the girls not let him in the house, no matter what he said."

"Good. Here's how this is going to work. I'm going to assume you and the girls will be safe during the day."

"The girls go to the same school, and no one is allowed on the grounds without going through school security. They have Ed's name and description, and they know not to allow him on the grounds. I work as a teller at the bank and there is a security guard there who is aware of Ed and has instructions to keep him out."

"Good. I'll come here at four in the afternoon and stay until sometime after midnight. If I see your ex-husband, I'll take care of things."

"I already feel safer, John."

"We'll do this for a week. If he hasn't acted by then, he probably will not. I'll need a picture of him, and do you know what kind of car he drives?"

"I'll get you a picture. Ed drives a blue Challenger—1970, I think."

"It figures, a muscle car."

She stood and disappeared for a moment. Then she returned and handed me a picture.

"That picture is about three years old. He hasn't changed much except he's put on a little more stomach."

Ed looked straight at the camera. He was a big man, wide shoulders, and short stocky legs. He wore a baseball cap, jeans, a white tee shirt with a pack of cigarettes rolled up in one of the sleeves, and held a beer out to the picture-taker. Dark severe eyes stared from the shadow of the baseball cap bill. His lip curled up in what he thought was a smile, but looked more like a sneer. I placed the picture in my shirt pocket.

"Is his last name different than yours?"

"I took my maiden name when we divorced. His last name is Gauthier."

"Okay, let's meet those girls of yours."
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