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CHAPTER I 
 
The wind howled through the inky blackness of the night carrying 

with it the force of the driving rain. On the ridge crest, treetops bent 
over from the strength of the gusts. The old growth fir forest served as a 
shelter in the windy darkness. Out in the open, in the clearcuts, the 
wind blew unchecked up the slopes and over the crest of the mountain. 
Water ran in every low spot over the saturated ground. It was cold. A 
few degrees cooler and the rain would have been falling as snow. 
Typical winter weather for the west side of the Olympic Peninsula. 

Headlights moved slowly through the rainy blackness up a one lane, 
gravel logging road. Occasionally a fog bank would hide the lights, 
only to have them reappear farther on.  

The vehicle, an old beatup Volkswagen bus, pulled off the road and 
came to a stop in a turnout. The headlights shone briefly on giant old 
growth fir trees, then went out. The motor was shutoff. Two men and a 
woman sat inside. A flame flared briefly as the man on the passenger 
side lit a cigarette. Or possibly a joint. He sucked in on it and then 
passed it onto the woman. It was a joint. The woman declined and 
passed it on to the other man.  

The two men smoked the weed, passing it back and forth to each 
other. They sat there as if waiting for someone. Occasionally the driver 
would lean out the door and look down the road behind him. 

After what seemed to be an hour or so, they embarked from the van 
out into the rain-laden night. In seconds they were soaked. The 
woman’s blonde hair hung in strings, the water running off the ends. 
One of the men produced a canvas bag. He reached into it for what 
appeared to be hammers and passed them to the others. Next came a 
fistful of spikes which they shoved into their coat pockets. He glanced 
down the road a last time. 

“No one’s coming. Let’s do it.” 
“Who’s going to be out on a night like this?” the woman asked, 

more to herself than either of the two men. 
They leaned into the wind and walked into the old-growth forest, 

using flashlights to show the way. At the edge of the road one of the 
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lights illuminated a yellow sign stapled to a tree. The words clearcut 
boundary and U. S. Forest Service were printed on it. 

After walking a short distance into the forest, they stopped at one of 
the mammoth trees. One of the men pulled a spike from his pocket and 
proceeded to drive it into the tree with a hammer. They continued 
driving the spikes around the trunk at about the height a logger would 
sink a chainsaw into the tree to fall it. The woman stood by and 
watched. She occasionally handed one or the other a spike. 

For an hour they continued through the forest hammering spikes 
into trees. The woman followed. The din of the storm drowned out any 
noise the pounding might have made. And the heavy rain would erase 
any indication of their presence. 

After they were finished they walked back to the van. They tossed 
the hammers and spikes into the canvas bag, and the bag into the back 
of the bus.  

One of the men grinned crookedly as they climbed into the van. 
“That ought to slow the bastards down. Now let’s get the hell out of 
here before the wind blows one of these trees down and blocks us in.” 
To commemorate the occasion, he lit another joint, inhaled in on it, and 
passed it to the others. Again, the woman declined the offer to smoke.  

He started the engine and proceeded to drive back in the direction 
they came from. Their taillights disappeared down the hill into the 
rainy blackness of the night. In a few minutes their tire tracks were 
washed out. Any trace of them ever having been there was gone. 

Except, of course, the spikes in the trees. 
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CHAPTER II 
 
Whitecaps dotted the somber waters of Grays Harbor and washed 

over the exposed mudflats of a low tide along Airport Way in 
Hoquiam. The wind and the gray late afternoon sky forecast the rain 
that was about to fall. A few drops hit the windshield of the yellow 
Ford pickup Glenn Connelly was driving. Glenn, a chew of snuff in his 
mouth, spit into a can he kept handy and turned on the wipers. He 
negotiated the square corner where Moon Island Road went the short 
distance to the city of Hoquiam sewer treatment plant. Traveling a few 
hundred yards he turned to the left into the lumber mill and log sorting 
yard he and his brother Jacob owned. The mill and yard, along with a 
truck and equipment shop set across the road from the murky water of 
the harbor. 

He waved at a log truck driver driving a Kenworth painted the same 
yellow as his pickup. Yellow was the company colors of the trucks and 
other vehicles. Along with a big green C painted on the doors of 
anything that moved.  

The C stood for Connelly. The logging company that old Albert 
Connelly started some fifty plus years before. Upon his death six years 
ago, the torch was passed to his sons Jacob and Glenn, whom were 
doing their level best to carry on the tradition.  

The “Big C” the locals affectionately called it. Or perhaps not so 
affectionately, depending upon the prevailing viewpoint. Which hadn’t 
been all too good lately Glenn wryly reflected. 

Glenn stopped in front of an office and spit into the can a last time. 
Turning the ignition off, he opened the door and stepped out just as the 
skies opened up and sent forth a deluge of rain. He sprinted up a short 
stairs to the door of the office. He reached for the knob, and then as an 
afterthought, he spit the chew out of his mouth. Brother Jacob didn’t 
approve of chewing in the office. 

He entered and was greeted by a pretty young secretary. “Hi Mary. 
How goes it today?” he responded. 

 “I’m fine. He,” she indicated with a nod of her head to a closed 
door that led to Jacob’s office, “isn’t doing so good. Don’t know what 
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the problem is.” She watched Glenn as he poured himself a cup of 
coffee from a pot setting on a table in a corner. She was struck as 
always by his rugged good looks and build of his body. He was built 
well for his forty years of age. He was an inch over six feet and a tight 
one hundred eighty pounds. He was dressed in typical logger attire of 
hickory shirt, logger jeans held up by red suspenders, and expensive 
lace up work boots. Dark brown hair that partially covered his ears and 
was in need of a trim flowed out from under a baseball style cap that he 
wore. There was a green C on the front of the cap. His intense blue eyes 
gave him an indefinable mystique.  

If only he was a few years younger she wistfully thought. Or she 
was a few years older than her twenty-three. The fact he wasn’t married 
added to his mystique. She heard he once had a wife, but beyond that 
knew very little. 

Glenn knew she was watching him as she usually did. He also knew 
she had a crush on him. For one tantalizing moment he allowed himself 
to wonder what it would be like if he was twenty-three again. There 
was no denying how pretty she was. And, a certain sex appeal 
emanated from her considering the skimpy outfits she habitually wore. 

He finished pouring the coffee and glancing at her, smiled as he 
headed for the door to Jacob’s office. Mary blushed like a schoolgirl at 
being caught looking at him.  

Without knocking, Glenn opened the door and entered the office. 
Jacob Connelly sat at a desk looking at a computer screen with a 
spreadsheet on it. To anybody who saw the two together immediately 
recognized that they must be brothers. Jacob, the older of the two by a 
couple years, had the same dark brown hair, only trimmed neatly, and 
the blue eyes. He was only an inch shorter than Glenn, and a couple 
pounds lighter.  

The big difference was Jacob looked the businessman he was, 
dressed in casual business clothes. Whereas Glenn looked like the 
logger he was. Which was exactly as old Albert Connelly intended. 
Jacob was president of the company in charge of the business end, and 
Glenn was vice president supervising the logging and mill operations.  

Albert Connelly knew his sons well and placed them in the roles he 
thought best suited for each, with just enough cross over that one could 
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