Chapter 8 

Dangerous days

'You can't do this,' I said to the man. 

'Be quiet and get on the ski lift,' the man said. He pushed me. 

The ski lift had a seat for two people. The man pushed me into the seat and then he got in next to me. I looked around, but there was nobody up here. The ski lift went up. Up to the top of the mountain. 

I looked at the man, at his brown eyes. He was slim. Was he the man at the Columbine? 

'Give me your gun,' he said. 

'My gun?' I said. 'Come on,' he said. 'I know you're carrying a gun.' I looked down. We were thirty feet over the snow. 'And don't do anything stupid,' he said. 

I put my hand inside my coat and felt my gun. I took it out and gave it to him. 

'And now,' said the man, putting my gun in his pocket, 'you're going to fall ... you're going to fall from the ski lift.' 'You're crazy!' I said. 'They'll catch you.' 

'I'll just say that you fell,' he said. 'Anyway, I don't know you, and you don't know me, do you?' 

I thought fast. 'I know you work for Ricky Klein,' I said, taking a chance. I needed time and I wanted him to talk. 

The man looked at me. 'You're smart,' he said. 'And Janine Anderson?' I asked. 'Did you kill her?' 

'We had to,' he said. 'She knew too much. She asked too many questions. And she was very stupid. She wanted to tell everyone about it.' 

'How did you know that she was alone in the swimming pool?' I asked. 

'I watched her,' he said, 'watched her for days.' 'From the Columbine restaurant,' I said. 

'Yes, she often went to the pool alone in the evenings. It was easy. I just went into the hotel through the parking lot.' Yes, I thought. It couldn't be easier. 

'And then you took her notebook?' I asked. 

'Do you think I'm crazy? Of course I took her notebook. I burned it.' 

I didn't want him to stop. 

'And she knew the name of the man in the Government Land Office?' I asked quickly. 'The man who took a bribe from Ricky Klein to let him build Alpine Resorts Colorado?' 

'Yes, Detective,' he said, 'the Big Boss, Big Cl' 'Big CJ? Who's that?' I asked. 

'Enough questions,' said the man. 'I just do the killing, Detective. ' 

I looked down. We were very high. The snow and the trees were a long way down. I could see two skiers on the mountain but they were very far away. I couldn't shout. I couldn't do anything. 

'You're next, Detective Laine,' he said. 'Time to die.' 

I looked down again. It was a long way down and he was trying to push me. I had to do something and I had to do it now. 

LThe gunman moved to lift up the bar on the ski lift. 

Quickly, I moved forward and hit him in his face with my right hand. At the same time, I hit his hand with the gun in it with my left hand. The gun flew out of his hand and fell. It made no noise as it fell into the snow far below. 

'You ... ' he started, 'you ... ' But it was too late. I hit him on the back of his head, pushed him and he fell. Down, down, down. 

I looked down and watched him. His skis were heavy and he fell fast. He fell into the trees far down below. I pulled down the bar. The ski lift went on moving. Up, up. It was quiet again. The only thing I could hear was the sound of my heart. 

