




Chapter 1
THEY   LE LI NWLT AFO RY   LAE

Northern Idaho, Tuesday, October 13, 1987

A er thm rrtonshmftnitpshrsfrtlagssps,uthmrtod -r tfrror-tgac
onfhtgshp.apog.hp.TtynntrgfWT

ffgphps,tin tgt gs-notfh gs,r thntonhn tnbtg nds-thmrtFrs-tgs-t
ndhtnitfp,mhutk gsJtvnmsfnstnlrsr-tmpft- p’r Hft-nn TtDrt rg.mr-tpsthnt
fhrr tgs-todf.ar-thmrtIghfdstpshntonhpnsTtwhfti nshtPmrraft- nllr-t
n’r thmrtfmnda-r Hftr-,rTtffphmtnsrtop,mhWtfPrrlutmrtfagoor-thmrt
-nn tgs-tfmn’r-Ttymrtaphhart.g t naar-tpshnthmrtagJrtgs-tfhnllr-utphft
 rg tl nh d-ps,tgFn’rthmrtPghr tapJrtgt,pgshtirr-ps,t-d.JT

fir ir.hTtymrtlnn tfd.Jr Hft1s,r l pshft rogpsr-tpshg.htnsthmrt
h dsJTtAs-tvngstPnda-tFrt-rg-tpsthrstopsdhrfT

Drt.mr.Jr-tmpftPgh.mTt::32BtgToTtNWrcFWrutvngsT
ffphmtvngsutsnhmps,tPgftr’r t,nn-trsnd,mTtjpsrhWt-gWftger thmrt

og  pg,ruthmrtadfhr tPgft,nsrTtymrtn p,psgat.mg otmg-todhghr-thnt
-rrlt-pffghpfig.hpnstgs-ton’r-thnPg -t-pf,dfhT

At-p’n .rtPgftg,gpsfhtmr t rap,pnsTtDrt-p-sHht-g rtPgaJtndhtfps.rtmrt
Pn Jr-tin tmr tna-togsTtDrH-tg.. dr-tgtfogaatondshgpstnit-rFhth Wps,t
hntlargfrtmr tgs-t.nda-sHhtzrnlg -pqrtmpftznFTtwitnsaWtmrt.nda-tmg’rt
Fg.Jthmrthm rrtWrg ftmrH-tfMdgs-r r-tids-ps,tmr tgllrhphrfT

NdFFarft nfrthnthmrtfd ig.rtgs-tFd fhTt
::322tgToT
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Sps-tWndutfmrtinnar-tmr tigopaWtgs-ti prs-fTt“mrt.nda-tldhtnstgt rgat
fmnPtghtgsWt,ghmr ps,ut,nps,tndhtnitmr tPgWthnthnd.mtmpotgs-tJpfft
mpoTtfidFap.tPgfthmrtnsaWtJps-tnitgbr.hpnstmrtr’r t,nhT

ymrWtgaatFrapr’r-thmrtog  pg,rtPgftmgllWTtNdhtapJrtfnortPg,tmg-t
fgp-ut;NrgdhWtpftnsaWtfJpst-rrl”td,aWt,nrfthnthmrtFnsrT4

As-tpht-p-t,rhtd,aWTt“mrH-tsr’r tan’r-tmpoutgs-tmpftnPstmrg htmg-t
lrh p1r-T

jnPtphtPgftn’r Ttjnton rt.nops,tmnorthntmraaTtjnton rtfmgorTt
ymrtps.ns.rp’gFartmg-tFr.northmrtg.hdgaT

::32OT
Ysthnltnitr’r Whmps,trafrutfmrt.nda-sHht.ns.rp’rTtymghuthnnutPgftmpft

igdahT
;wtfmnda-H’rtog  pr-tN g-TtxndH rtgtlghmrhp.trC.dfrtin tgtogsTtRgsHht

r’rst,rhtortl r,sgshT4t“mrH-t-ghr-tN g-in -t—rWsna-ftpstmp,mtf.mnnaTt
jnPtmrtmg-tmpftnPst.noor .pgat.nsfh d.hpnstFdfpsrfftgs-t1’rtJp-fT

k gsJtog-rt-r.rshtonsrWutFdhtsr’r trsnd,mKfmrtndhflrshtflps,t
“nanonsT

Ndhtsnton rTtjnton rtFdWps,tzrPra Wtmrt.nda-sHhtgbn -tn tVnPc
r ftfmrtp,sn r-Ttjnton rt.nnJps,ut.argsps,utgs-t.n--aps,tgtflnpar-t
PnogstPmnt’r,rhghr-tgaat-gWtPgh.mps,ty5T

jnton rt.nops,tmnortr’r Wtsp,mhthnt.adhhr utog,gqpsrftfh rPst
r’r WPmr rut-p hWt.anhmrftonds-r-utfpsJtlpar-tPphmt-pfmrfT

::326T
jnton rtPg-ps,thm nd,mtmr torffthnt rg.mthmrt.anfrhTtDrH-tans,t

fps.rton’r-thnthmrt.nd.mthntrf.glrthmrtFr-hport- gogT
ffmrsr’r tmrt.anfr-tmpftrWrftgs-tlp.hd r-tvngsutsnhmps,tlargfgsht

g nfrthntmpftpssr tfp,mhKsntfogaatznWfutsntodhdgatlargfd rfutsnthrs-r t
onorshfTtYsaWthPntmrg hftFag.Jrsr-tFWt. nfftPn -ftgs-t-g JtannJfTt
kn tig thnntans,T

::32?T
DnPt-nrftgsWFn-WtfhgWtog  pr-LtmrtPns-r r-TtIntlrnlarthnar ghrt

rg.mtnhmr tin t-r.g-rfLtSn rthmgstgtirPti prs-ftap’r-tpstlghmrhp.t
 raghpnsfmplfTtDrtmg-tPphsrffr-thmrp tP rh.mr-srffutJsrPtlrnlartPmnt
PnJrthntopfr Wtr’r Wt-gWT
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CpJrtmpoTtNdhtsnton rTtAtsrPtidhd rtagWtFrin rtmpoTtymrtsp,mhog rt
sgor-tvngstPgftig-ps,tigfhTtkp’rtopsdhrfthnt,nT

DrtPg-r-thnthmrtPps-nPthntPgh.mT

3



Chapter 2
I   MUS TG GO   N YWN

Northern Idaho

T en thousand diamonds danced in the sun on Bishop Lake as I 
drove the narrow shoreline road nestled in the thick Idaho for-

est. I could almost smell my long-held dream of a life in the Canadian 
wilderness, far from the boring high plains of West Texas.

Dad had given me a pocket tape recorder to journal about my trip. 
With one hand on the wheel, I punched the record button and spoke.

“Dad, you and I both know so many people satisfied to ranch by 
ATV on the dusty panhandle flatlands, fiNeen minutes from the near-
est Walmart. Got for me. I want adventure. ”ive me the raw contest 
of man against mountain in a wild land of cold and snow.H

I hit the pause button and pictured riders on horseback pushing 
cows through remote grass valleys surrounded by snow-capped peaks. 
Migh mountain meadows somewhere in British Columbia called, and 
I must go. ’y four years of disciplined university studies were peanuts 
in exchange for adventure in the north.

I touched record again.
“IJm almost there. —ust four hundred miles to my dream jobRman-

ager at the Double Bar Oanch in Cache Creek, British Columbia. 
ThatJll be the first step to having my own spread.H

qnly eight more hours. ”ood thing. I had four days to start a job or 
kiss a Fuarter million dollars goodbye.
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Go, Cody, Go. No time to lose.
zive winding miles farther, the road leN the lake and slipped into 

a pocket of civiliSation, a tiny logging settlement whittled from the 
woods. A vintage country store boasted a single gas pump. I parked 
and stepped out into the fresh pine fragrance from the timber mill 
across the road.

A pay phone clung to the outside wall. This might be my last 
opportunity before the border to call home. ’om would be hungry 
for a scrap of news like qliver Twist on a London street.

But I dreaded the conversation. When I had first announced my 
intention to pursue this career, sheJd expressed shock and dismay, 
launching a one-woman crusade to change my mind. ffhe was the best 
mom, but she couldnJt understand why I wanted to leave. ffhe feared 
I would su…er, maybe die, far from the nest. I loved her, but I would 
not abandon my dream.

“I love West Texas, the big sky, the plains that stretch out of sight, 
the winter storms ? all of that. I love you and Dad. But I must do this. 
ItJs as simple as that.H I went to bed, leaving her crying on the couch.

Gow, two days later, I wondered if she was crying still.
I picked up the phone and dialed. ffhe answered on the second ring.
“Mi, ’om.H
“Cody. ffo glad you called. Are you there yetYH 
“Go, IJm atRH
“Wait, let me get Dad. Bob, CodyJs on the phone.H ffhe paused. “ItJs 

so good to hear your voice, Cody. Where are you calling fromYH
“IJm at a littleRH
“Mello, son. Mow goes the tripYH
“Mi, Dad. ItJs going well, except I drove thirty miles out of my way 

to see Bishop Lake. Be sure and tell your neighbor ’ike. I hope heJs 
happy.H

“What do you meanYH
“When he insisted on installing that fancy new oil filter on my truck 

the other day, he made me promise to visit his favorite north woods 
lake in exchange. And I have my doubts about that filter.H

5



GARY BRUMBELOW

“;ou may be right. Me saw a bulletin about it yesterday. Apparently, 
the weld sometimes fails, and you lose your oil. Better replace it when 
you get there.H

“ThatJs great. Another thank you to ’ike.H
Dad changed the subject. “Mow far will you go todayYH 
“IJm about an hour from the border. Geed to travel as far north as 

possible tonight.H
“qkay. Go problems so farYH
“Go, nothing really. I stopped to help a stranded driver a ways back. 

Me seemed a little strange, but nothing happened.H
“What do you meanYH ’omJs voice registered concern. 
“A guyJs car was broke down in the middle of the road. ffaid his 

motor had Fuit and could I give him a push. We got his car o… onto the 
shoulder as far as possible. Me figured his distributor cap had come 
loose. ffaid it did that sometimes, and he didnJt need any more help.H

ffhe spoke again. “—erry called today. Me was planning to come for 
your birthday.H

“qh. WouldJve been nice to see him.H I sighed. “But, as you know, 
”randpaJs inheritance deadline didnJt give me the luxury of sticking 
around.H

“When will you call againYH ’omJs voice had a familiar edge.
I clenched my teeth. “fftill on the same plan, ’om. DonJt expect to 

hear from me for at least a month once I cross the border.H I held my 
breath.

ANer a moment, Dad spoke. “ffon, everybody knows you can do 
this. ;ou donJt need to prove anything to anyone. We all need help 
sometimes. Oemember when your brother had trouble getting started 
in ChicagoY ThereJs no shame in calling home.H

I looked at my boots and shook my head. Can’t you accept I’m not 
JerryY

A scene popped into my mind, a memory thatRever since my 
departure ffundayRhad visited me whenever I closed my eyes. IJm 
pulling out, ’om and Dad are grieving on the driveway, holding each 
other vertical.
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“I donJt need to prove anything to anyone else, just to myself.H ’y 
toe found a stone to kick. “But donJt worry. IJll be fine. And I will call. 
I promise.H

The Fuiet lasted several uncomfortable seconds before Dad spoke. 
“Did you find the problem with that dash lightY IJd rest better if you 
could read your gauges in the dark.H

“Go. But IJm not worried about it. This old truck runs like a scared 
coyote.H
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Chapter 3
I   WA WSSPIONTE W NTWDCTH

Wolf Creek, Chilcotin country, British Columbia

J ulie Stewart suppressed a shriek of frustration. She laid down her 
book and shook her head in disbelief. Even hands against her ears 

failed to silence the whomp, whomp, whomp from the schoolhouse’s 
back wall.

She’d have to go out, again, and ask Danny to please stop bouncing 
the basketball against the building.

The boy would exasperate a basset hound. Why he persisted in 
this irritating behavior, she could not understand. He was neither 
mean-spirited nor stupid. What was it with him?

She exited the schoolhouse, walked to the back, and stood by the 
corner of the building. He pretended not to notice her, but she knew 
subterfuge when she saw it. 

“Danny.” Whomp, whomp. “Danny.” She raised her voice without 
yelling.

He caught the rebound, held the ball, and looked at her, eyebrows 
arched.

“Do you know what I’m about to ask you?”
His wordless answer, hunched shoulders, and a blank look said it 

all.
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“Please stop throwing the ball at the building. If you want to play 
with the ball, please use it on the court.” She pointed beyond him to 
the concrete slab.

As always, he shrugged and turned away.
She returned to her desk, sat, and looked around. Within these 

four walls she taught eleven children grades one through six. This 
one-room school on the reserve, a far-flung First Nations village of 
twenty-five households, comprised her professional domain.

“I belong here. I love what happens here.”
Her heart warmed every time a student lit up with a new insight. 

But two months into her first job aqer graduation from university, 
she was Ouestioning her judgment. ffut loud.

“Have I made the biggest mistake of my life?”
ffn the gravel road ten meters from the schoolhouse a loaded log-

ging truck lumbered by. The driver was bound for the mill in the 
nearest trading center, a small town two hours away. fflder students 
boarded there for high school. That arrangement was a key factor 
in Julie’s decision to apply. She wasn’t ready to manage a cluster 
of prepubescent hormones but liked the idea of teaching multiple 
younger classes in one room.

“They didn’t tell me about Danny when I signed on. Was that by 
intention or neglect?”

Every day she woke up with Danny on her brain. Every night she 
laid her troubled head on the pillow, second-guessing her actions, or 
inaction, in her e—ort to educate that boy. A school day seemed like 
one continual battle of willsCDanny’s versus hersCrelieved only by 
the occasional delightful discovery by another student.

But she was managing, partly by acOuiring the skill of self-reflec-
tion.

“I’m down but not out,” she told herself. “He’s thirteen, I’m twen-
ty-two. He’s tough, I’m tougher.” She reached for her book. “Besides, 
I signed a contract. I must find a way through.”

With a sigh, she returned to Great Expectations. Two paragraphs 
inCwhomp, whomp, whomp.
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Julie peered at the clock. Three more minutes of recess. She expelled 
a lungful of air and decided to persevere rather than correct Danny 
this late in the period. But she needed a change of scenery.

ffutside Julie stood on the stoop and held the clapper of her brass 
handbell, listening to children playing in the beauty. The little valley 
formed by Wolf Mreek stretched westward, and beyond, four hundred 
kilometers of wilderness rose higher and higher to the Moast Loun-
tains before dropping into the Pacific ffcean.

Ten summers ago her family rented a cabin somewhere out here. 
She and her sister had spent a week climbing the slopes, exploring the 
woods, wading the streams. The rustic charm had invaded her heart, 
and she’d secretly vowed to return someday.

Julie closed her eyes and whispered, “I love this place. I was born 
to teach. And I’m going to learn how to reach Danny.”

She called to mind her visit with Danny’s mom last week. She’d 
walked to their house at the other end of the village and knocked.

“Mome in.” The female voice from inside suggested no emotion, 
neither welcome nor displeasure. Julie hesitated then pushed the door 
ajar.

“Did someone say come in?”
“I did.” A woman was tending the fire in her woodstove. She turned 

to Julie, and the briefest glimpse of surprise showed on her face. “ffh, 
sorry.” She stood and stepped toward the door. “I thought it was my 
neighbor. She’s the only one in the village who knocks.” She bit her 
lips to suppress a smile while gathering her long, black hair behind 
her head.

“ffh. Well, I’m new. I have lots to learn about how things are done.” 
She stuck out her hand. “I’m Julie Stewart. The new teacher.”

The woman placed her hand in Julie’s without gripping. “Everybody 
knows that.”

“I suppose so.”
“Mome in.” The woman backed up and threw out a welcoming arm. 
Julie stepped into a spacious area that combined living room, din-

ing space, and kitchen. The pleasing fragrance of wood smoke and 
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moosehide leather filled the log home. She felt like she’d entered 
another era. “I love your house.” She scanned the interior in a half 
second. “Is Danny here?”

“No, he’s at his cousin’s. Why? What did he do? He’s always getting 
in trouble.”

“No.” Julie groped for words. “I didn’t come because of anything 
he’s done.” She clasped fingers together in front of her. “I mean, I’ll 
admit he can be a challenge, but I didn’t come to tell you anything. I 
came to listen.”

“I don’t understand. Yisten to what?” 
“Are you Danny’s mother?”
“Ges.”
“And your name isC?” 
“Dorene.”
“ffkay, Dorene. 9ood to meet you.” Julie stroked her forearms held 

against her stomach. “Do you have a moment? I would be grateful for 
anything you could tell me about Danny.”

Dorene’s narrative had explained much and armed her with helpful 
information. Now to apply all she’d learned to the situation. Progress 
would reOuire patience, resolve, and prayer. Luch prayer.

She joggled the bell. “Time for class, everyone. Yet’s come back in.”
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Chapter 4
MY   DYA DSR AEWIFRS FTDH D ERDNRSVA AT'FFUR

Northern Washington

T wo frustrating hours later I was still fiym Ciles froC dana,ac 
prouphe, on a narrow shoul,er at a low boint fletween hillsc 

phanging a .at tirev I groane,c butting all Cm weight on the lug 
wrenphv The pusse, nut refuse, to CoSev

keCisc seeAing CoCentuC for the pliCflc roare, bast ten feet froC 
Cm flapAc their ,ray ropAing Cm bipAubv Eyer retrieSing Cm pab twipec 
I stupA it in the trupA an, attapAe, the lug nut againv jSerm hour 
pounte, nowc an, this one was ,isabbearing liAe din,erella ,own 
the stairsv I ,i, not want to oSernight in Cm trupA at a plose, flor,er 
prossingv

The nut finallm miel,e,c at the post of AnupAles shre,,e, flm the 
baSeCentv I wrabbe, Cm han, with a hanAm to staunph the fllee,ingc 
finishe, the Doflc pliCfle, flehin, the wheelc an, Cotore, ub the hillv

dresting the ri,gec I reaphe, for Cm repor,erv TiCe to giSe ’a, an 
i,ea of what“s habbeningv

Jzust phange, a .at on a narrow shoul,er with seCis whiBBing bastv 
I“Se ha, Cm share of broflleCs on this tribv Out I repAon a berson 
,oesn“t set out on an ebip Dournem for poCfort an, easev

JEt least it“s not rainingv Mr ,arAv Nm Cotor“s running finec an, 
I“Se got blentm of gasv ”ow that I“Se finallm phange, that ponfoun,e, 
wheelc I“C guessing the worst is flehin, CevH
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I poul, not ,enm this a,Senture was Cm own ,oingv That was the 
whole bointv ?a,n“t I Dust tol, the folAs I nee, to ,o this CmselfP

I hit the repor, flutton againv JIf I“, taAen mour a,Sipe to flum 
huflpabsc I woul,n“t haSe waste, an hour fighting lug flolts enpruste, 
with griCev I“, fle in dana,a right nowvH

I Centallm .ogge, Cmself an, ,roSe onv dana,a or flustv

Bishop Lake, Idaho

I,aho ktate Golipe kergeant ffireg Oarlow an, MWper ’oug xillis 
stoo, on a narrow laAesi,e roa, an, watphe, a tow trupA winph a par 
froC the waterv

Jffireat wam to sben, Cm first anniSersarmvH xillis sighe, an, shooA 
his hea,v

JdongratulationscH Oarlow sai, with a sCirAv Jffiet use, to itv In Cm 
e-berienpec priCinals rarelm show ponsi,eration for our sphe,ulesv If 
mou“re worrie, aflout thatc mou Cight brefer a Dofl at the liflrarmvH

Oarlow plenphe, his teethc repalle, nastm wrangling with three sup—
pessiSe wiSes flefore he“, aflan,one, Carriage entirelmv Golipe worA 
an, CatriConm ,i,n“t Ci- wellv xillis ha, fletter a,Dust his e-bepta—
tionsc an, soonv The worAloa, eCerging froC the water right in front 
of theCRblus three aggraSate, assaults an, an arCe, roflflerm pase 
on his ,esA flapA in doeur ,“EleneRley little energm for eCbathmv

”earflmc a paCera oberator pabture, Si,eo of a moung feCale re—
borter stan,ing flefore the laAev

JGolipe sam them were ,irepte, to this sbot on jast khore Foa, 
where doeur ,“Elene resi,ent 1ranA zohnson“s 975L ’atsun was Cost—
lm suflCerge, in Oishob 0aAe with his wife“s flo,m insi,ev zohnson 
tol, inSestigators his par was bushe, into the laAe flm an angrm ,riSer 
who ha, fleen unaflle to bass on the narrow roa,v Golipe are looAing 
for a susbept ,esprifle, as a white Cale in his Ci,—twentiesv ?e Cam 
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fle ,riSing a 975L re, 1or, bipAub trupA with Te-as lipense blates 
NGffi—6:?v The trupA was last reborte, hea,ing south froC the spene 
aflout 9942L avCv Enmone with inforCation aflout this Catter is asAe, 
to pall 86K—LLL—6998v kusan dollinsc XY0F newsvH
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