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CHAPTER 1

George Atkins was an accomplished pilot who loved flying his personal plane. Whenever he could he would fly himself rather than take the airlines; no TSA, less hassle. And he could travel on his own schedule, not the limited airline schedule. Suddenly, and immediately, his reverie was suddenly interrupted. "This couldn't be happening," he thought to himself. "This was impossible." But, as impossible as it was, the The airplane's engine had sputtered and died. George Atkins was flying over the Rockies at 15,000 feet, and his first thought was that he was out of fuel. George had checked both fuel tanks before taking off. That was part of the pre- per-flight procedure. George checked the fuel gauges again. He still had half of a tank of fuel remaining. Why did had the engine stopped? He then checked the fuel-flow gauge. It showed no fuel flowing to the engine. 
"How can I not have fuel flowing to the engine when I have half a tank of fuel?" he thought to himself.  Without the engine running, George's airplane was now gliding. There was only one thing to do. Keep up the glide speed, find someplace to crash-land, crash land, and try to restart the engine before crashing. There was only one problem with that plan,: he was over the Rocky Mountains, so there . There was no place to land. George set up the airplane's glide speed, and put in the emergency code on his aircraft transponder.
[bookmark: _GoBack]George was returning home to Chicago Midway Airport, where his plane was based, from a business meeting in Portland, Oregon, plus a disappointing side trip to Spokane where he hadn’t learned as much as he’d hoped to learn. He took a few extra days to go north to Spokane, and was now returning home from Portland. His visit was pleasant, but he didn't learn as much as he had hoped he would learn. Now it was time to go home.  George was an accomplished pilot who loved flying his personal plane.  Whenever he could, he would fly himself rather than take the airlines; no TSA, less hassle.  And he could travel on his own schedule, not the limited airline schedule. George had looked was looking forward to a smooth and uneventful flight back home in his single-engine aircraft. But, instead of a smooth and uneventful flight, George was using all his aviation skills to put a broken airplane down on the ground safely.
At 15,000 15, 000 feet, George could glide for over twenty 20 miles. If the land was flat. But the mountain peaks were only 3,000 feet below him. That meant he would hit the mountaintops mountain tops in a little over four miles. If he could only get to a valley, he would have a chance of landing on flat ground instead of the side of a mountain. George looked for the lowest valley between the mountain peaks, and aimed for it. The floor of the valley was at 6,000 feet altitude. That meant the valley was 9,000 feet below him. He could glide thirteen 13 miles before hitting the ground.
Now that he had the plane heading to what looked like a small valley, George called Mmayday on the emergency frequency. Air , and air traffic control answered his mayday call.
"November 187 Alpha Charlie, this is Denver Center. I received your transponder emergency code, and I have you on radar. Say number of souls on board, amount of fuel, and the nature of your emergency."
George answered Denver Center. "Denver Center, I have one on board, three hours of fuel, and complete loss of engine power. All attempts to restart the engine have failed."
"November 187 Alpha Charlie, state your intentions."
"I don't have much choice. I can't stay up here with no engine power. I'm going down.”," George answered.
"November 187 Alpha Charlie, where you are in the mountains means that I will lose you on radar as you pass through 10,000 feet. I have alerted the Air Force Rescue Coordination Center. They are activating the Civil Air Patrol, which  who will conduct the air search and rescue."
The U.S. Air Force is responsible for search and rescue on land while the U.S. Coast Guard is responsible for rescues on water. The U.S. Air Force Auxiliary, called the Civil Air Patrol, conducts over 90% of all land search and rescue missions.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: This paragraph can go into a later chapter if the information proves helpful to Dekes.  It will be enough for the reader to learn this when Dekes learns it.  But here it interrupts the narrative flow.
"Thanks, Denver," said George., "I will make sure my emergency locator transmitter beacon is operating after I put this plane down."
"November 187 Alpha Charlie, you are going below 10,000 feet, radar services terminated. Air Rrescue should be in your area searching for you shortly. Stay , stay on this emergency frequency, and good luck.”," said Denver center.
When the engine stopped, the cabin heat stopped. The George looked at his outside air temperature gauge read minus , "Minus 28 degrees. “It's going to get cold in here,” George thought. “I wish I had brought an extra coat with me.”me," George thought.
As the temperature fell, George put on his gloves to keep his fingers from stiffing up. He lined up the plane with the selected valley he picked out. "Remember your training," he said aloud. “K, "keep the airspeed up, level out, and just a little nose up as the plane touches. Landing gear down. Landing flaps down. Sit her down gently." George touched down and the plane rolled across the valley. As the plane rolled, the wing hit a tree, which spun spinning it around. The plane then hit a log that flipped it over on its back, and the plane slid to a stop. George just sat in the cockpit hanging upside down, marveling that he had thinking about what just happened. He just landed the plane with no engine, and even though there was damage to the plane, he was alive. All of his training was paying off.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: The word “just” appeared three times in very close proximity.  I’ve trimmed it back to one “just” … if you want to suggest the stillness of his sitting, can try “sat motionlessly” or “sat transfixed”  or “sat gaping” or something along those lines … at least, that’s my suggestion.  Feel free to overrule me.
George unbuckled his seat belt, crawled out of the plane, and looked around. "It might be a while before rescue gets here," he thought., "I need to get some kind of shelter. It's going to get colder as the Ssun sets, and get colder very fast." George thought about making a fire with tree branches and using some of the fuel from in the plane's fuel tanks, and tree branches to make a fire, but he had nothing to start the fire. No matches, no lighter, nothing with which to ignite the fuel. Instead, he decided to use the plane's fuselage for shelter, and try to stay as warm as he could.
George tried the radio with no success. The crash had broken off all the radio antennas on the plane. George gathered everything he could to help him keep warm while he waited for rescue. As the hours went by, George sat in the crashed upside-down upside down airplane and waited for rescue. He started to fall asleep but came wide awake with a start. "All of the antennas are broken off the plane," he said aloud. "The emergency locator transmitter won't work. I think I'm in trouble." He then considered trying to walk to safety, but his charts showed there were no towns within walking distance. "Besides," he said to himself, "the instructors always said to stay with the airplane. It's easier to spot from the air than a person walking." George gathered branches and made a large arrow on the grounding pointing to the downed airplane to make it easier for the rescue people to spot. Back inside the airplane's fuselage, George could not stay awake any longer, and fell into a sound sleep. 	Comment by Arthur Vidro: If George is purposely trying to remain awake, then that needs to be made clear.  Is he trying to fight off sleep?  If not, then suggest deleting the words “could not stay awake any longer and” -- arthur
Lieutenant Colonel Abramson, the search and rescue pilot in command, was given George's last known position coordinates, his airspeed, and direction of flight from the Mission Incident Commander. The Mission Incident Commander, along with together with the Planning Section Chief, developed a preliminary search pattern. This was given to LTC Abramson.  LTC Abramson and his air crew then launched on the search mission, and searched for three hours without success. The search area was widened and refined. Additional air crews were launched in the widened search area. The aircraft was not sighted, and the air crews did not hear the emergency locator transmitter. The search was suspended for the evening due to darkness.
In the morning, after two more hours of searching, the crash site was located. A Civil Air Patrol rescue ground team was dispatched to determine the pilot's condition, see what would be needed to move the pilot from the crash scene to safety, and coordinate the ground portion of the rescue. The local sheriff was then notified that the crash site was found. When the ground team reached the airplane, they found that the pilot was deceased. The mission had turned from a search and rescue mission had turned into a recovery mission. When the sheriff's deputies arrived at the crash site, they relieved the Civil Air Patrol, secured the crash site from contamination, called the coroner and medical examiner, and notified the National Transportation Safety Board, which the NTSB, who investigates all U.S. air crashes.









	CHAPTER 2

If you've ever wondered what winter is like in Alaska, come to Chicago in January. The temperature drops to is 10 below zero, twenty there is 20 inches of snow cover on unplowed streets and unshoveled sidewalks, and the wind has is having its way with everyone. With the wind whistling at 35 miles per hour, the wind chill factor is -41 degrees. At Lake Michigan, the waves that normally attack the shore furiously are huddled beneath the frozen lake surface, afraid to face the onslaught of a Chicago January.  People have shoveled out parking spaces in front of their houses, put chairs and other obstacles in the shoveled-out shoveled out space, and dared anybody to park there. There is an unwritten Chicago law: thou shalt not take someone else's shoveled out shoveled-out parking space. The cops sanction it through inaction, and fistfights fist fights have been started over "stolen parking spaces.”". 	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Again, an en-dash would be preferable.  But cannot create one myself.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Very effective use of word “afraid”
Trudging though some of those unshoveled sidewalks, Daniel Alfonzo Dekes made his way to Carie's Place, a cafe around the corner from his apartment. When he entered, Carie looked up from the paper she was reading at the counter and counter, moved to the coffee urn., and said,
"I know, Dekes Special,” she said." For breakfast, Dekes always came to Carie's and ordered two scrambled eggs, four strips of bacon, two slices of wheat toast, and hash browns. Carie started calling it The Dekes Special. "Here's your coffee. I'll bring your breakfast in a minute."
"Carie, what would I do without you?" said Dekes.
"I could tell you, but you probably don't want to hear it."
"You're probably right."
Daniel Dekes started toward his office, last booth on the right. Dekes has used Carie's Place as his office for years. His card reads:
	Daniel Dekes, Investigator
	Carie's Place
	10305 South Longwood
	Last Booth on the Right
Dekes can't even remember how he started using Carie's cafe, or why she let him. Dekes got settled and wondered what time his associate would show up. Morgan Wyndham is English, a good friend, and on his last case, looking for Carl Grayson, she named herself as his partner in his detective agency. Carl Grayson had tried to hire Dekes, but disappeared before Dekes could talk to him.  During the search for Carl, Dekes eventually called Morgan his associate, not his partner. Morgan isn't an ultra-gorgeous, sultry, supermodel super model type, but she is definitely a lovely woman. And to his surprise, on the Carl Grayson case, his last case, he found out that she was a "Lady of the Manor" with an enormous estate in Stow-on-the-Wold in England. To And as far as Dekes was concerned, to make matters worse, as far as Dekes was concerned, she was a Member of Parliament, and a peer of the Realm.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Can we go with something stronger than “named”?  Maybe “declared” or “decreed”?
With the fee Carl Grayson paid Dekes, Dekes could have moved out of Carie's and rented a real office. Yet, here he remains. Morgan would occasionally show bring in an Office For Rent ad for an office for rent to show to Dekes, but here he remains.
"I don't know, Morgan," he would say. “Tsay, "this place just feels right".
This day, Morgan, carrying a small banker's box,  arrived as Carie was giving Dekes his breakfast.
"Anything for you, Morgan?"
"Just coffee and a muffin today, Carie."
"What, you ate eat elsewhere again?" asked Carie.
"No, just not hungry this morning."
"Carie, meet the latest detective school graduate," Dekes said.
"Well congratulations," said Carie.
"I even have a new set of handcuffs,” said Morgan. “Turn around and put your hands behind you, and I'll show you.”you," Morgan said.
"Morgan," said Carie, "you really want to do that and then drink the coffee I bring you?"
"You have a point.”," Morgan said.
"So why would you want to go to a detective school?" Carie asked.
Dekes answered. “For answered, "In order for Morgan to get a private investigator license, she had to go to the 40-hour school, and now she has to work at a detective agency as an apprentice for five years.”years".
"Morgan," Carie said, "you hooked yourself up with this guy for five years!? I'm beginning to wonder about your sanity!"
"It'll be all right, Carie.,” said Morgan.  “I can always dump him and hook up with another agency.”," Morgan said.
"I'll get your coffee and muffin.” muffin," said Carie as she turned to returned to the counter.
Morgan pushed some newspaper clippings toward Dekes. and said, "Here, Dan, here is an ad for an office in Hyde Park. This one looks really good."
"No thanks. The , the rent is too high over there."
"Okay," said Morgan, lifting the banker's box from the floor and placing it on the table. “Here table,, "here are the files from the Carl Grayson case. Where are you going to put them?"
At that moment Carie arrived with Morgan's coffee and muffin. "You're certainly not going to leave them here," she said.
"I'll keep them at my apartment," Dekes said, "with my other case files."
"Babe," said Morgan, "we are going to have a lot of cases. I'll make sure of that. You can't store all of the case files in your apartment. What if I need to look at one of them files? You can be sure I am not going to your apartment to review a case file."
"She's right, Dekes" said Carie. Carie, "I like having you here, but you're big-time now. Not only do you need a place for those files, 'all those files', but you also need a place to interview clients in confidence."
"Okay, okay,” said Dekes. “I'll start looking for an office I can afford.”," said Dekes.
Morgan said "Good,” said Morgan. “There's a nice little office suite on 103rd sStreet. You'll only be a half block from Carie's Place, and the rent is affordable. Let's go take a look at it."
"I don't know," Dekes said hesitantly.
"Dekes," Carie said, "finish your breakfast and get your butt over to look at the place."
"Okay, already. We'll go look at the place.”," Dekes said.
After eating, Dekes and Morgan walked over to the office and Morgan opened the door with a flourish. 
"Oh, the door just happens to be open so we can go in?" Dekes asked.
"I confess," Morgan said, "I got the key from the leasing company yesterday."
"Awfully sure of yourself," said Dekes.
"Look at it, babe. We have a small area for a lobby, and maybe a receptionist later on. And the leasing people said they would have a contractor come in and put up walls so we can each have a private office."
"Private offices?" Dekes asked.
"There may be a time when I'm talking to one client, while you're talking to another," Morgan said. "Besides, I want privacy once in a while."
"I don't know," Dekes said. “A, "are we really ready for this?"
"Daniel Alfonso Dekes,” ", Morgan said sternly, "iIt's time, and the place is here!"
Dekes always cringed when she used his full name.
"You really like it?" he asked Dekes.
"Yes," Morgan said, "I do, and I think we need it."
"Okay, let's do it. I'll go to the leasing office tomorrow and sign the lease.”," Dekes said.
"No need. need, I have the lease here in my purse."
"Morgan, you know I don't like being taken for granted."
"I know. Here, know, here sign the lease."
"Well, mMiss nNew dDetective-sSchool gGraduate, now that we have an office where we can discuss cases in private, how . How is the Frank Hennings case coming along?" Dekes asked.
"Boring," Morgan said. “All , "all I'm doing is sitting in the car spying on his wife all day and all night to see if she's cheating on him."
"Morgan, I get hired by divorce lawyers to do investigations all the time," said Dekes. "They hire me for surveillance, and I give them a report. It's not very challenging mentally, but remember, 95% of what I do is either surveillance, missing persons cases, following paper trails for companies, or disproving insurance scams. These are the cases that pay the bills. We can't go out solving murder or conspiracy cases all the time. Since Frank and his wife are separated, his lawyer thinks they have a better chance of seeing if she has a boyfriend or lover. So, what's going on with Frank's wife?"	Comment by Arthur Vidro: I find this phrase confusing.  A better chance of what?  Securing more-favorable divorce terms?  
"Mrs. Hennings does the same thing every day. She leaves her house at 6:45 a.m. and goes straight to work. She gets there around 7:30. She leaves work at 5:10 p.m. and goes straight home. She has no visitors during the night. She did followed this routine all for the three weekdays I watched I've been watching her. She never changed. So I decided that the best time to catch her, if she's cheating, is over a weekend. I watched her on a Friday and a Saturday. Friday, she went to a night club nightclub with some friends, all women. It looked like a ladies’ night out, and she did nothing. After the nightclub, night club, she went straight home. Nobody came by to visit later that evening. Saturday, she did what almost every wife does; she went grocery shopping, she met some friends at Starbucks for coffee, she went to the mall and did some window shopping. If she has a lover, she's concealing it very well. This woman has the dullest life I've ever seen. Not only is it boring following her, but she's boring as well."
"Let's close this case, write up the report and send it to the lawyers," Dekes said. “N, "no use continuing with it".
"Good," said Morgan.Morgan, "I want to get something that's interesting. How about getting a few cold cases from the police at the 22nd dDistrict, and see if we can do something with one of them?"
"Morgan, you may be monetarily independent, but I'm not. Who is going to pay us for looking at those cases; the 22nd, Chicago, the county? I don't think – ”think so," Dekes said.
At that moment, a voice came from the doorway interrupted him.  of the office, "Are these the offices of the famous detectives Daniel Dekes and Morgan Wyndham?" Dekes and Morgan turned to see Carie standing at the open door. "Where's the receptionist to greet me and get me a cup of coffee?" Carie asked.
"We gave him the day off," said Morgan.
"I didn't come over here to just to waste time talking. I brought someone with me." Carie stepped aside and allowed a casually, but well-dressed woman to enter the empty bare office. "This is Mrs. Lilian Atkins. She ," Carie said, "she came to the cafe looking for you. Mrs. Atkins, this is Dr. Daniel Dekes and Lady Morgan Wyndham, the investigators."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Office has four people in it now, so it’s not exactly empty.  Besides, empty gets used enough in subsequent paragraphs.
The poised, Lilian Atkins had the poise and build of someone who could wear off-the-rack clothing, and make it look as if it were tailored. She wore The clothes she was wearing were typical Land's End garments, but she made them look like fashions they came from one of the exclusive Michigan Avenue boutiques. As she walked toward them, Dekes thought to himself that she had the air of a person who was sure of herself. Yet, her demeanor was that of someone who was clearly distraught. Lilian Atkins walked into the middle of the empty office suite and shook moved to shake hands with Dekes and Morgan.
"How do you do, Mrs. Atkins?" asked Morgan. "Please excuse the emptiness of the office, and come in. I wish I could offer you a seat, but we just leased this new office this morning, and haven't had a chance yet to move the furniture over. We were 're actually just in the process of talking about discussing what will go where."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Nice wording, to show Morgan implying that they’re moving in from another real office, not a diner.
"Oh, I was wondering why it was so empty. I'm pleased to meet you, and hope you can help me."
"If you want," said Dekes, "we can go back over to Carie's, sit down and have some coffee while we talk."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: I love that even with the new office they’re in, they still go to the café to speak to a new client
Lilian Atkins agreed, and the three took the cold, slurry trek back to Carie's Place in silence. WBut walking behind and focusing on Lilian Atkins, Dekes tried was observing her to try to get a sense of her emotions. She was clearly distressed, but was she frightened? Was she aAnxious? Was she jJittery or nervous? Dekes would listen to what Lilian Atkins while had to say taking into account the emotions he detected. Dekes sensed could sense that Mrs. Atkins was anxious, but not frightened.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Three?  If Carie left earlier, I don’t think it was mentioned.  Suggest making this “four” or, preferably, alerting the readers to Carie’s fast exit.
Seated in Dekes’ former office in the last booth on the right at Carie's Place, Dekes asked, "What can we do for you, Mrs. Atkins?"
"I want you to find out why my husband died."
Dekes did not expect that answer to his question. "You want me us to find out why your husband died? I don't understand."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Unless you want Dekes to sleight Morgan …
"Wasn't there a death certificate or coroner's report?" asked Morgan. "Surely that would have list the cause of death."
"Those tell me how he died. It doesn't tell me why he died." Lilian Atkins' poise started to falter, and she pulled a tissue from her purse to wipe her eyes. She leaned back against the back of the booth staring straight ahead, and was silent. Lilian Atkins wiped her eyes again, looked at Dekes and Morgan. "Sorry. I'm okay now."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Maybe use italics?	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Maybe use italics?
"Mrs. Atkins," said Dekes, "I'm still a bit confused. Would you start from the beginning, please? Tell us what happened, and what do you mean by … about why your husband died."
Morgan saw the tears beginning to welling up in Mrs. Atkins' eyes, and before Mrs. Atkins could answer, Morgan said, "Mrs. Atkins, I know I can't understand what you're going through now, but I do sympathize with your loss. Would you like to take a moment to relax a bit, and gather your thoughts about what happened? Would you like another coffee?"
"Yes," Mrs. Atkins said, "I would like another cup. I'm sorry. It’s , it's just that I can't believe what's happened. I can't believe George is gone."
Morgan signaled to Carie to bring more coffee for everyone.
"That's okay," Dekes said. “T, "take your time."
Sipping Lilian Atkins sipped the new coffee Carie brought over, Lilian Atkins sighed deeply. and began, "Did you hear about the plane that crashed in the Rocky Mountains last month?"
"Yes, I did," Dekes said., and Morgan nodded in agreement.
"That was my husband's plane, and the pilot was my husband. ," Mrs. Atkins said. "Here is a copy of the preliminary NTSB accident report that was just released. It says he ran out of fuel over the Rockies, near Jackson Hole, Wyoming, survived the landing, and then froze to death. The NTSB called it pilot error."
Dekes opened took the report and opened it to read it. Morgan slid closer to Dekes so she could read with him. The report was several pages in length, and Dekes and Morgan took time to read and understand each entry in the report.
"I'm still confused, Mrs. Atkins," said Morgan. "This NTSB preliminary report states seems to only give what conditions they found. It doesn't say anything about the cause of the accident or the cause of death."
"If you look," Mrs. Atkins said, "you’ll see the report says there was no fuel in the fuel lines, the fuel pump, or the engine. It also says the fuel selector switch was in the off position. That's the same thing as saying he ran out of fuel, and it was his error that caused it. Now here Here is a copy of the coroner's report." She handed the coroner's report it to Dekes.
Dekes and Morgan looked at the coroner's report, in silence. Then Dekes cleared his throat. “This  "The coroner's report says the coroner determined the cause of death to be hypothermia due to long-term exposure to sub-freezing temperatures. Doesn't that tell you why he died?"
“No!” Mrs. Atkins’ voice was became very agitated. She continued in a strong, forceful, and agitated voice. "No! That report tells me nothing! How could he run out gas when the tanks were half full?"
"The fuel tanks were half full?" asked Morgan.
"Look at the NTSB report. It report, it says that with 40 forty gallons of fuel in the tanks, the tanks were half full. " Mrs. Atkins said. "Dr. Dekes, my husband was a very careful and meticulous pilot. He had a rule of landing with at least one hour of one-hour reserve fuel, and he never broke that rule."
"But Mrs. Atkins, the report says there was no evidence of fuel in the fuel lines or in the engine," Dekes said.
"I don't care!" Mrs. Atkins was shouting now. Carie and several patrons in the cafe looked to see what was causing the commotion.
"Mrs. Atkins," Morgan soothed interrupted her, "take a deep breath and a sip of coffee. We're just trying to understand your reluctance to accept the report."
Mrs. Atkins calmed a bit and said, "My husband planned every flight to the most minute detail. I could understand somewhat if it was mechanical failure, but to run out of gas? No way that's going to happen. The way George was careful with the plane's maintenance, it's a stretch to even believe it could even be mechanical failure. No, something else happened up there, and this report doesn't address it."
"Did you talk to the police?" Morgan asked.
"I talked to the Evanston police, but they said it was not their jurisdiction."
"It looks like the plane landed near Jackson Hole, Wyoming,” said Dekes. “Did you discuss this with the Wyoming State Police?" asked Dekes.
"I talked with them, and they said they must accept take the coroner's report. Then I went to see the NTSB team leader for the accident, and tried to convince him to look closer, but he refused."
"Did he say why?" asked Morgan.
"He said that the preliminary investigation showed no unusual conditions except for the loss of fuel to the engine. And there didn't seem to be any other relevant facts in the case. I pleaded with him to understand how meticulous George was, and that what he wrote in the report was not possible, but he wouldn't listen."
Morgan took the lady's hand in hers. hers, "Mrs. Atkins, again I sympathize with you, but could your reaction be from griefving? Maybe you should go home, let the grieving period pass, and think about this then."
Mrs. Atkins pulled her hand from Morgan's, looked her in the eye, and in a soft voice said, "You're just like the team leader from the NTSB. I'm nothing but a grieving widow. You won't even allow for the possibility that there's something else happeninged. Go home. Sleep it off. That's all you can say."
Mrs. Atkins started to get up from the booth. "Mrs. Atkins," Dekes said, "let's assume there is a problem that hasn't been discovered,; what would you have us do?"
"I want you to look into the crash. See crash, see what the NTSB didn't or couldn’t see. Find out why this accident happened. Maybe that will answer the doubts I have."
Morgan said, "Mrs. Atkins, in view of the evidence we have here in the NTSB report, I don't know if there is anything we can do."
Dekes said, "Tell you what, Mrs. Atkins,” said Dekes. “I'm inclined to agree with my associate. However, we'll do a quick look into this over the next day or two, and we will let you know then if we will take the case."
"Thank you,” said Mrs. Atkins. “I'm sure you'll find that this needs a more thorough investigation.”," said Mrs. Atkins.
"A couple of things I need. Can I hold on to these reports and make copiesa copy? I will return them later."
"You can keep have those. I made those copies for you.”you," Mrs. Atkins said.
"Also, it's my understanding that pilots keep a log of their flying activity.”," Dekes said.
"Yes, they do," answered Lilian Atkins. "George kept a detailed log."
"I'd like to take a look at that log. Also, I'd like to look at anything else he had regarding his flying or his airplane."
"That's all at home. Yes, I can let you look at those. Shall I bring them to you tomorrow?"
Morgan jumped in.in, "Better yet, Mrs. Atkins, if . If it's okay with you, we would like to come to your house tomorrow evening and look at them there. That will eliminate the possibility of their them getting lost."
"Fine That's fine with me," Lilian Atkins said. “Around , "around eight p.m. tomorrow evening okay with you?"
"That would be fine," Dekes said.
"Settled, then. I will see you at eight tomorrow evening. Here, let me write down the address. I live in Evanston."
"If you live in Evanston, Mrs. Atkins," asked Dekes, "why did you come all the way down here to see us? There are several competent investigators in your the Evanston area."
"It was the newspaper," answered Lilian Atkins.
"The newspaper?" Morgan asked, confused.
"Yes, the newspaper. The Evanston Messenger had the story about you and someone named Carl Grayson, and how you caught some criminals in the government. I thought, now that's the people to look into George's crash."
"I see," Dekes said. "One more thing, Mrs. Atkins, I will need a two hundred dollar $200.00 retainer to do this preliminary inquiry."
"No problem.”," said Mrs. Atkins, and she reached in her purse for her checkbook, and wrote out the a check for $200.00. "Here you are, Dr. Dekes, and thank you very much."
"Don't thank me too soon. I haven't said we'll take the case yet.”," said Dekes.
"At least you're willing to take a look, and not dismiss me offhandoff hand. That's more than the NTSB would will do. For that, thank you."
"You're very welcome," Dekes said. “Wsaid, "we'll see you tomorrow evening."
"And there's one thing I need from you," Mrs. Atkins said.
"Oh, what's that?”," asked Dekes.
"Call me Lilian."
"Okay, but only if you call me Dan."
"And you call me Morgan."
"See you tomorrow," Mrs. Atkins said as she got up to leave the booth. Morgan walked with Lilian Atkins to the door of Carie's Place, and said goodbye. 








	CHAPTER 3

Morgan When she returned to the booth., she asked Dekes, "What are you doing, Dan? This is a clear case of a simple plane crash. The NTSB report seems to clearly point to on that. We're taking two hundred dollars $200.00 from Mrs. Atkins and raising her hopes for nothing. I'm willing to do almost anything other than boring surveillance – Lsurveillance. Lord knows I'm tired of insurance scam cases, and following people to see if they're industrial spies, and heaven forbid we should get another divorce case – but case, but I'm really skeptical about this being more than a plane crash."
"I'm skeptical too, but I feel I owe it to Mrs. Atkins to be objective. If it looks like nothing other than a plane crash, we won't take the case."
"Agreed," Morgan said.
Dekes asked, "Why did you ask to go to her house instead of having her bring his logbook here?"
"I've got a funny notion. If George Atkins was as meticulous as Mrs. Atkins says he was, I want to see how and where he kept his logbook. That logbook was probably very important to him. How and where he kept it can confirm that he is particular about things."
"Good thinking," Dekes said. said, "I wouldn't have thought of that."
"Also," said Morgan, "there may be something there besides the log that could be of interest. I don't know what it might be, but if she brings the log here, I guarantee we won't see anything else."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: I think the “here” is fine even though they’re in Carie’s, not the new office.  It just means Chicago instead of Evanston.
"Another good point.”point," Dekes said.
Morgan asked, "What are you doing for dinner?"	Comment by Arthur Vidro: The office is no more than a block from the café, where they had a late breakfast.  I don’t buy that it’s already 5:30.  Maybe they can arrange to have dinner several hours later?  Or plan for lunch instead of dinner?  I’m adjusting it one way; you decide if you like it or not.
"I hadn't thought about it. What time is it?It’s early yet. Where do you want to go?"
"Going on 5:30. I'll take you to dinner," Morgan said, "where do you want to go?"
"Already?" asked Dekes. "It seems like the day just started."
Morgan said, "We did a late breakfast, went to look at the new office, planned how to configure it, and talked to Lilian Atkins. Next thing you know, it's 5:30 in the afternoon."
"This day is going too fast. There's the French bistro in Elk Grove, or the Indian place in LaGrange. Let's do French."
"Sounds good to me. It's been a while since we've been there. Let's get a table in the back where we can talk about what we're going to do about Mrs. Atkins."
"Let's do itMeet you there at six."

Dekes and Morgan were warmly welcomed at the bistro, and shown to a booth in a quiet corner.
"You know how I feel about this, babe. What's your deep-down feeling about it?" Morgan asked.
"I'm not sure," Dekes said. "On one hand, all the investigative reports show a plane crash with a pilot who that died because of exposure to the cold. However, on On the other hand, there does seem to be something doesn’t quite that may not add up. Did you see what the preliminary NTSB report said about fuel?"
"I saw that it said there was no fuel in the fuel lines. What else did it say? What did I miss?" answered Morgan.
Dekes pulled the report from his jacket pocket and handed it to Morgan. "If I remember right, it's on page four.”," Dekes said.
Morgan found the page took the report turned to page four, and started reading. About halfway half way down the page, she saw the entry about the fuel. "Yes, I remember this. We saw this when we were talking to Lilian," she said. "The preliminary report says the plane's fuel tanks contained forty 40 gallons of fuel. I didn't think about it before when Lilian said there was fuel in the tanks. Are you wondering how could that be if George ran out of fuel?"
"Exactly," said Dekes.
"The report also said the fuel flow switch was in the off position. Wouldn't that explain why there was no fuel in the lines and engine?" Morgan asked.
"Yes, it would. But why was the switch turned off? As I said, something doesn't add up. Depending on what we find at Lilian's house tomorrow evening, we may need to pay a visit to the NTSB team leader."
"I would think so," Morgan said. “The said, "the report doesn't say anything about how this could happen. That's one point in favor of Lilian's assertion of something wrong here."
"I'll pick you up at your place around seven 7 o'clock tomorrow evening. No need to drive two cars to Lilian's house."
"I'll be ready.”," Morgan said.
Their There dinner arrived, carried by Jacques, the owner and executive chef. After placing their plates in front of them, Jacques sat down next to Morgan, pointed to Dekes and said, "You ever want to lose this bum, give me a call."
"Jacques, what would your wife say?"
"Oh, she's been trying to get rid of me forever."
They all laughed, and Jacques returned to the kitchen.
The next evening, Dekes and Morgan arrived at Mrs. Atkins' house promptly at eight. Lilian Atkins' home was in an older section of Evanston near Northwestern University. Here, the streets were lined with old stately oak trees, giving the area a small-town look. As they neared the door, Dekes and Morgan walked up the walk to Mrs. Atkins house, Morgan noted the house was a frame, an A-frame clapboard, with two stories and two-story house with probably three bedrooms, maybe four. Morgan rang the doorbell, and within ten 10 seconds Lilian Atkins opened the door.
"Good evening, Morgan, Dan," she said. “Csaid, "come in."
"Thank you," Dekes said, as he and Morgan walked into the foyer.
Morgan looked around as they entered. All She noted that all the trim was oak. "You have a very nice home, Lilian. I love the older houses, and all the wood. Look babe, what a lovely fireplace."
"Thank you," Lilian said. “It’s , "it's 115 years old. George and I fell in love with it the moment we saw it."
"I can certainly understand why," said Morgan. “My, "my house in North Riverside is nice, but it's newer and doesn't have the character this one has."
"Lillian," Dekes said, "Morgan has a thing for older houses,” said Dekes. “She has a very old house in England."
"We'll have to talk about that sometime," said Lilian.
"Sure," Morgan said, "I'd love to."
"For me,” Dekes said, “Yeah, well for me, the problem with an older houses is you have to keep painting them every few years.”," Dekes said.
"I am sure you can find someone to paint the house for you," Morgan answered.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: There was no question, so she isn’t answering.  Retorted?  Said?  Riposted?   Sighed?
"Sure you can, and there goes a lot of money.”," Dekes said.
Morgan grinned. grinned, "They should have nicknamed you Stingy instead of Spanky."
Lilian Atkins asked, "Spanky?” Mrs. Atkins asked. “Your nickname is Spanky? Do I want to know how you got it?"
"It's nothing," Dekes said. “That said, "that was my call sign in the Army."
"Well, Stingy, let's get on with what we came here for," Morgan said.
"Dan, Morgan," said Mrs. Atkins, Lilian, "thanks again for looking into this."	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Yes, Dan and Morgan can call her Lilian … but should the attributions still refer to her as Mrs. Atkins?  Up to you.  There’s a blend of both variations, and I’m just trying to make it more consistent.
"As I said yesterday, Lilian, we haven't taken the case yet," said Dekes. "We're only doing a preliminary inquiry to see if taking the case is justified. We can't promise anything."
"I understand. Here, let's sit in the living room," Mrs. Atkins said, "and I'll get the log book."
“Lilian,” Morgan asked before Before she could leave the room, Morgan said, "Lilian, can we see where he kept his flying materials?"
"Of course. They’re ," said Mrs. Atkins, "they're in the study. With such a large house, and just the two of us, George turned one this room into a study and library for us. Come, I'll show where they are."
She led Mrs. Atkins showed them into the study and moved to a file cabinet placed against one of the walls. "They're all in here," she said as she opened the top drawer of the file cabinet.
Dekes and Morgan moved over to the file cabinet and looked in. It was almost a picture of perfection. Each file folder was neatly labeled, with separate folders for George's pilot's logbook, airplane logbook, flight operations, and expenses. Dekes pulled the pilot's logbook and opened it to a random page. Neatly lettered were all of the particulars of each flight. Listed was the time for each flight, departure, destination, flight conditions, and much more. The logbook's remarks column was a chronical of the flight, where he went after landing, whom he saw, etc.	Comment by Arthur Vidro: Not sure what kind of time being referred to.  Time of day, as in take-off time?  Time in the air, as in volume of hours flown?  Something else?
"This is very precise and complete," said Morgan.
"Yes," Mrs. Atkins said. “As , "as I told you, George was very meticulous."
"I can see that," Dekes said. "There is a lot of time here signed by a flight instructor, and those entries are entry is marked as flight instruction. If George was a pilot, why is there so much time with a flight instructor?"
"I don't know," Mrs. Atkins said.said, "I don't know much about flying. I hopped in the plane with him, and he took us places."
"I'd like to do that someday, babe, wouldn't you?” you?' asked Morgan.
"I suppose," Dekes said, "but flying doesn't fascinate me that much."
"I appreciate that," Mrs. Atkins said. “The , "the airplane to me was just a car with wings. A way to get from here to there."
Mrs. Atkins reached into one of the folders, pulled out several sheets of paper, and handed them to Morgan. "This is a copy of his last flight plan, from Portland, Oregon to Chicago. He always left a copy of all of his flight plans with someone in case he was ever overdue. That way, the rescue people would know exactly what his route was, and when he planned to be at each checkpoint.”check point."

