Chapter 4   A talk with Jeff 
I went upstairs to the swimming pool where Janine died. From there you could see everything: the town and the mountains. Two of Gershon's men were there. 

'Were you here last night?' I asked the men. 

'I was, Detective Laine,' said one of them, a tall, big guy. 

'The name's Williams. Sergeant Bob Williams.' And did you find anything?' I asked. 

'Just a pen,' said Williams. 

'A pen?' I said. 

'Yes,' he said. 'I found a pen just here by the side of the pool. They're looking at it - to see if it was the girl's.' 

It looked like Janine Anderson really was writing in her notebook last night, I thought. The pen was there, but where was the notebook? 

'OK. And one more thing,' I said. 'Can you get to the swimming pool without going through the hotel reception?' 'Yes,' said Williams. 'You can go through the parking lot, and the place they keep the skis, then into the elevator.' And the elevator brings you here?' I asked. 

'That's right,' he said. 

'No security cameras?' I asked. 

'No,' Williams said. 'I talked to the hotel manager and he told me they never had any problems.' 

Until now, I thought, as I left the Mountain Hotel. 

I went outside into the street. On a wall there was an advertisement. 'Governor to run for White House,' it said. There was a picture of Clark Johnson, the Governor of Colorado. The elections for President were later in the year. 

I looked back up to the top floor of the Mountain Hotel. I couldn't see the pool or Williams from here. But maybe from higher up? I looked across the street and saw a restaurant called the Columbine. You could sit outside at the top and I could see people at the little tables. I went in and walked up the stairs. 

I showed the young waiter my police badge. I looked over to the Mountain Hotel. I could see Sergeant Williams next to the pool. What if. .. ? The killer could see Janine Anderson from here! He could sit here in the restaurant and wait, then just walk into the hotel. 
'Last night,' 1 said to the waiter, 'did you see anything ... anyone strange?' 

'Strange?' The young man thought for a moment. 'Mmm,' he said, 'well, there was one man ... he's come here every night for the past ten days. A slim guy, about thirty-five, always alone. Sits here for hours sometimes.' 

'And last night?' 1 asked. 

'Last night,' the waiter answered, '1 thought it was strange because the man asked for coffee but he left before the coffee came.' 

'He left without paying?' 1 asked. 

'No, no,' said the waiter, 'he paid. He left some money on the table and just ran out.' 

'What time did he leave?' 1 asked. 

'Oh, 1 can't remember, I'm sorry,' said the waiter. 'We were busy last night, but we close at ten.' 

'What time do the waiters leave?' 1 asked. 'Oh, usually about ten-thirty,' he said. 

So maybe the man just walked across the street, through the parking lot and into the hotel to kill Janine Anderson? And no-one could see him from the Columbine because it was closed. Was the man at the Columbine Janine Anderson's killer? 

1 left the Columbine and walked back to the police station. 1 told Gershon about the man at the Columbine. 'Get Sergeant Williams on to it,' 1 said. 'We need to find that man.' 

1 got in my car and drove to my hotel. The Pine Lodge Hotel was just half a mile away from the Mountain Hotel. 1 usually stayed at the Pine Lodge when 1 came to Pine Crest for a skiing weekend. It was a friendly place with nice, comfortable rooms. From the window of my room I looked out over the mountains. Then I opened my small suitcase, lay on my bed and thought about what I knew. 
It was easy for the killer, I thought. Easy to watch Janine from the terrace of the Columbine. Easy to get to the swimming pool. But why? 

I turned to the phone on the little table by the side of the bed. I called Leo and told him what I knew so far. 

Leo listened. Then he asked, 'How's Bill Gershon?' 

'He's surprised I'm a woman,' I said. 'You didn't tell him .. .' 

Leo laughed. I laughed too. We talked a little and then Leo said: 'Flick, I have something to tell you.' 

'Yes?' I said. 

'We found out something today about Eddie Lang and Scott's murder,' said Leo. 

I sat up quickly and shouted: 'Eddie Lang! You mean you know we can get him?' 

'Wait,' said Leo. 'Not exactly, but I think we're very near.' 'I'm coming back,' I said. 'I need to be there.' 

'No,' said Leo. 'You stay right where you are. We'll get Eddie Lang. You get Janine Anderson's killer.' 

I felt weak. I said goodbye to Leo, put the phone down and lay down again. It was only three o'clock in the afternoon, but I felt tired and closed my eyes. Before I knew it, I was asleep. I dreamed about Scott, like I often did. I dreamed about his blood on the floor. 

Then a noise woke me. It was the phone. 'Hello,' I said. My voice was heavy with sleep. 'Detective Laine?' 

'Yes, who is it?' I asked. 

'It's Jeff Mason - Janine's friend,' said the young man. 'I have to talk to you.' 
'OK Jeff, sure,' I said. 'Come over.' 

I got up and took a shower. I tried to wake up, tried to forget Scott's blood on the floor. The redness of it. I let the water fall over my body. It was warm and it felt good. Scott was dead, but the water felt good. Ten minutes later Jeff arrived. I went down to Reception to see him. We sat by the fire. 

'What is it?' I asked. 

The young man looked at me. 'Well, maybe it's nothing, but ... ' he started. I could see that he really wanted to talk. 'Well,' I said, 'it's best to tell me if you think it's important.' 

'It's about the notebook,' he said. 

'The notebook?' I asked. 'Do you have it?' 

'No,' he said. 'No, it's just that ... Well, you know that 

Janine was studying to be a journalist?' 'Yes, like you,' I said. 

'Well, I was thinking .. .' Jeff said. 'What is it?' I asked. 

'The thing is,' he said, 'every year at our university we have a competition.' 

'I don't understand,' I said. 

It's a competition for students of journalism,' he told me, 'in February. It's for the best story. You know, something .... something that no-one knows about.' 

And? I asked. 

‘So the winner - the one who writes the best story – gets a big prize,’ he said, 'and Janine really wanted to win.' 

'And she was good ... ' I said. 

'The best.' Jeff smiled. 'And she was working on something really big, I'm sure.' 
'How do you know?' I asked. 

'Well,' I just know she was,' he said. 'She was always writing in her notebook. I could see she was. It was something big. And I'm sure it was something about Pine Crest!' 

'Why do you think that? About Pine Crest, I mean?' I asked. 

'Well, you know she came here every year?' 'Yes,' I said. 

'I watched her,' said Jeff 'Well, you know, we were friends. 

And she went to the library at least two afternoons in the last ten days, after skiing. For books. She was trying to put the story together. I'm sure of it!' 

I thought about what he said. 'But she didn't show it to you?' I asked. 'Or talk to you about it?' 

Jeff smiled. 'No!' he said. 'I'm in the competition too. I don't know if it means anything ... that the notebook is gone.' 

'Well,' I smiled at him, 'it's something.' 

I looked out of the window. The mountains were soft and quiet. 

'Why didn't you say something before?' I asked him. 

'I didn't think ... I mean I didn't think it could have anything to do with it,' said the young man. 'But maybe it does. And now the notebook's gone.' 

It was quiet for a moment. Then Jeff spoke. 'You know, Detective Laine,' he said, looking at me, 'it's really terrible to lose someone close to you. I can't tell you how I feel ... I feel terrible.' 

'Yes,' 1 said. 'I know.' 
1 looked at Jeff. He looked so young and so sad. I don't know why, but 1 wanted to tell him about Scott. Perhaps it was because my dream was so close to me. Perhaps it was because Jeff had kind, blue eyes. Perhaps it was because Jeff's friend was dead too. 1 told him the story. The story about Scott. 

'We never caught him,' 1 said. 'Eddie Lang, I mean. 1 never caught him. 1 knew it was him. 1 knew he killed Scott. But ... ' 

'But you didn't have anything ... you couldn't show that it was him,' said Jeff. 'I understand. Yes, it's difficult.' 

'Yeah,' 1 said, standing up. 'Most days it's difficult, and some days are more difficult than others.' 

'So ... ?' Jeff asked. 

'So how do 1 live?' 1 asked the question for him. 'Well, some days 1 think why wasn't I there in front? Why didn't 1 die? Then some days 1 think why didn't 1 stop Lang, stop him from shooting Scott?' 

Jeff looked at me. 

'But most days,' 1 said, 'I think we're going to get Eddie Lang! One day, Eddie Lang will be in prison for a very long time!'
Chapter 5  Looking for reasons 
That night at about nine-thirty Janine Anderson's parents flew into Denver International Airport. They were returning early from their holiday in Italy. A police car drove them to Pine Crest Hospital. They had to see their daughter's body, to see that it really was Janine. 

The Andersons were staying at the Pine Lodge too, and late in the evening, at about eleven 0' clock, Bill Gershon brought them to the hotel. 'I'm so sorry,' I said to them. 'I'll try to make this quick.' 

Gene and Loretta Anderson were both forty to forty-five, well-dressed, rich Texans. Janine's mother soon went to her room and I talked to the father. Gene Anderson was a Texas oil man, a man who was now very rich, but who started life on a farm, a ranch, near Houston. 

'I just can't believe it,' he said again and again. 'She was so young, so intelligent. Who did this, Detective Laine? Who killed my baby?' 

'I don't know, Mr. Anderson,' I said, 'but I am going to 

find out.' 

'I hope so, Detective Laine. I really hope so.' 'But I need your help, Mr. Anderson,' I said. 'Anything I can do,' he said. 

'Well, there is one thing,' I said. 'She was studying to become a journalist, right?

'That's right,' he said, 'and she was an "A" student.' He smiled for the first time. 'She was a really good writer,' he said. 'All her teachers said she could be a really good journalist one day.' 

Gene Anderson tried to stop himself from crying. I waited for a few minutes. 

'Mr. Anderson, Janine's friend Jeff told me that she was writing something for a university competition,' I said. 

'Yes,' said the dead girl's father, 'and she really wanted to win. She wanted to be a journalist more than anything in the world. And she knew that it was a good start. She told me something about it at Christmas.' 

'Did she tell you what she was writing about?' I asked. 'No, not really, ma'am,' said Gene Anderson, 'but I think it was something big.' 

I looked at Gene Anderson. 

He went on: "'Daddy," she told me,"this story's so big it's going to get me the journalism prize and maybe somebody will go to prison for a very long time.''' 

'But she didn't tell you who the "somebody" was?' I asked him. 

'No,' he said, 'she didn't. She was working on it, you know, getting it right. Hey, you're not saying ... ?' 

'I'm not saying anything, Mr. Anderson,' I replied. 'Nothing at all.' 

The next morning I got up early and went out. It was very cold in the early morning. The snow was hard and it was difficult to stay on your feet. 

I thought again about what Gene Anderson told me. 'Somebody will go to prison for a very long time,' his daughter said to him. Who was it? What was Janine writing about? 

I looked for Pine Crest Town Library, the library where Janine Anderson went to study for her story. Then I saw a building with a big sign outside. It said: 'Books can change your life.' 

I went into the library. The young woman at the desk had big hair and a big smile. 'Good morning, can I help you?' she said. 

'Yes,' I said, and showed her my police badge. 'Detective Flick Laine, Denver Police Department. It's about the death of Janine Anderson.' 

She stopped smiling. 'Oh yes, poor girl ... it's terrible.' 'Did she ever come here?' I asked. 

'Yes, she did,' said the young woman. 'She mostly wanted to look at pages from old newspapers.' 

'She could take books and newspapers away?' I asked. 'She had a letter from her university,' said the young woman, 'so she could take newspapers and books out. She was a student, you know.'

'Yes,' I said. 'Do you have a list of the newspapers and 
books she took?' 

'Oh yes,' said the librarian. 'Would you like to see it?' 'Yes, please,' I said. 

The young woman turned to the computer in front of her. 'Here,' she said. 'Have a look.' 

First, there was the dead girl's name and home address in Texas. Then there was a list of books; all of them were about Colorado and land development. Then there was a list of about ten newspapers that Janine took from the library in the last two years. I asked to see them all. In every newspaper there was a story about ski resorts and hotels. One of them talked about a famous movie star. 

The movie star, Susan Hunter, who lives in Pine Crest, said: 'People have always come to Colorado, to get rich fast. In the past it was gold and silver. Today, most of the gold and silver has gone. The new gold is land that can be used for ski resorts and hotels. Land developers make millions of dollars from this land. Today in Colorado, there's a fight between big business and nature lovers who want to stop this. I am fighting for Colorado!' 

I closed the newspaper. Big business, I thought. Big money. Every year in Colorado there were more houses, more stores, and more ski resorts. More and more people trying to make money. I knew that people who lived here in the Rocky Mountains often got angry. 'This is nature,' they said. 'We don't need more buildings. We don't need more ski resorts.' But it was like standing on the beach and trying to make the sea go back. 

