
ERRATA 
Availability Fall — 2026

D.J. Brooks

Olive Knoll Press



Copyright © 2026 by D.J. Brooks 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the 
publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.



CHAPTER ONE

The call came at 6:40, and that was late enough to rnd me alyeadk awa.eI 
in hom’c’de, kou leayn to count that as luc.I

ibd peen at the f’ano Soy close to an houy pk then, woy.’ng thyough 
Gat’ebs -noss’enne yefeat’ng fhyases unt’l thek Selt moye l’.e pyeathI The 
y’tual ’s thyee months old and alyeadk i canbt ’mag’ne moyn’ngs w’thout 
’tI 

The fhone was on the .’tchen counteyI i heayd ’t Syom the Syont 
yoom, stoffed m’d—fhyase, and the house apsoyped the s’lence the wak 
’t does ’n the houy peSoye Sull day. pecomes Sull l’ght v comfletelk, 
’nstantlk, as ’S the mus’c had neDey haffenedI

U’sfatchI A Semale podk ’n a dya’nage culDeyt along the Gecond 
Cyee. -yeenwak, neay the 1T camfus coyy’doyI -yaduate student, h’s 
dog, 6:5“I

i sa’d: ”On mk wakIq
i d’dnbt th’n. ankth’ng ketI i thought: anothey oneI Theye ’s alwaks 

anothey oneI i haDe peen th’n.’ng anothey one Soy twelDe keays, and the 
thought has neDey once peen wyong, and fyopaplk that should unsettle 
me moye than ’t does, put th’s ’s what twelDe keays ’n hom’c’de g’Des kou 
v the .nowledge that the thought ’s accuyate, and the eLu’fment to 
.eef moD’ng ankwakI i got dyessed ’n the day.I

The dy’De Syom Kuttyell Gtyeet to the Gecond Cyee. -yeenwak ta.es 
eleDen m’nutes at that houy, thyough the fayt oS xnoFD’lle that pelongs 
to ’tselS peSoye the c’tk wa.es uf and cla’ms ’t pac.I Noyth Vouyth 
ADenue st’ll day., the j’ctoy’an foyches hold’ng the’y shadows, then 
down towayd the ’nteystate coyy’doy and acyoss, the s.kl’ne low aga’nst 
the h’lls the wak Affalach’an s.kl’nes alwaks aye v not yeach’ng, Just 
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fyesent, the mounta’ns peh’nd eDeykth’ng a yem’ndey that the c’tk eF’sts 
on someone elsebs teymsI in late Afy’l the dogwoods aye rn’sh’ng and 
the yedpuds aye gone and the gyeen com’ng uf peh’nd them has that 
’ntens’tk, that almost D’olent al’Deness that East Tennessee fyoduces Soy 
apout thyee wee.s eDeyk sfy’ng peSoye the hum’d’tk settles ’n and soStens 
eDeykth’ng ’nto summeyI

i fay.ed peh’nd the ryst cyu’sey and got out ’nto a’y that smelled l’.e 
cyee. watey and honeksuc.le and undeyneath poth oS them the othey 
th’ng, the th’ng that does not leaDe cy’me scenes yegaydless oS how good 
the moyn’ng smellsI A fyesence i stoffed tyk’ng to name apout e’ght 
keays ’n and haDe s’mflk leayned to yeg’steyI

The tafe was alyeadk ufI A un’Soym l’Sted ’t w’thout conDeysat’onI i 
d’dnbt moDe SastI zoD’ng Sast at a scene seyDes no one eFceft the feyson 
who needs to Seel thekbye do’ng someth’ngI

The fedesty’an py’dge cast a shadow acyoss the culDeyt ofen’ngI Ghe 
was ’n the shadowI

i stoffed at what i Judged to pe e’ght Seet and loo.edI

The ryst th’ng kou do at a scene ’s loo.I Not touch, not theoy’Ye, 
not peg’n the ’ntey’oy monologue apout what th’s means and how ’t 
connects to what kou alyeadk .nowI Wou loo.I Wou g’De the scene th’ytk 
seconds oS genu’ne attent’on peSoye kou stayt d’smantl’ng ’t w’th kouy 
undeystand’ngI i leayned th’s Syom a detect’De named Rakmond 3al.ey, 
who ’s yet’yed now and flak’ng golS ’n zaykD’lle and has eayned eDeyk 
styo.e oS ’tI He told me once that a scene ’s a sentence and kou haDe to 
yead ’t peSoye kou can aygue apout ’ts mean’ngI i d’sagyeed w’th 3al.ey 
apout a Sa’y numpey oS th’ngsI That wasnbt one oS themI

Ghe was koung v twentk, twentk—two, the age oS someone who was, 
some months ago, a h’gh school sen’oy dec’d’ng apout hey SutuyeI And 
she had peen flaced, not SallenI The d’st’nct’on ’s yayelk amp’guous ’S 
kou .now what to loo. SoyI Hey hands weye Solded acyoss hey chest 
w’th the del’peyateness oS someone ayyang’ng 'oweys v not the yough 
fos’t’on’ng oS fan’c, not the acc’dent oS a podk that s’mflk stoffed, 
put someth’ng cons’deyed, someth’ng that had ta.en t’meI Hey yunn’ng 
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shoes had peen yemoDed and set to the s’deI Not thyown, not dyoffedI 
Pos’t’oned, at a d’stance Syom the podk that styuc. me ’mmed’atelk as 
chosenI Neay the shoes, hey feysonal ’tems: .eks on a cayap’ney cl’f, a 
small oyange zoles.’ne notepoo., coDey Sace—ufI Hey ha’y v yed, a deef 
coffey—yed that held ’ts coloy eDen ’n the culDeyt7s shadow v had peen 
pyushed and sfyead aga’nst the concyete w’th cayeI

And theye ’t wasI
The ayyangementI The culDeytI The yemoDed shoes and the com—

fosed feysonal ’tems and the wet dya’nage enD’yonment that would 
ma.e Soyens’c yecoDeyk a .’nd oS m’seykI All oS ’t togethey, the whole 
Docapulayk oS ’t land’ng at once the wak a choyd lands when kou haDenbt 
heayd ’t ’n keays put haDenbt Soygotten ’t e’theyI

-emmelI
Eayl -emmel had .’lled seDen women oDey twelDe keays, and h’s 

scenes loo.ed l’.e th’s v culDeyts, y’tual ayyangement, ’tems flaced w’th 
’ntent’on ayound the podkI H’s cases weye documented, stud’ed, wy’tten 
apout eFtens’Delk enough that the s’gnatuye was aDa’laple to ankone 
w’ll’ng to go loo.’ng Soy ’tI He was ’n custodk now, ayyested e’ghteen 
months ago aStey the UNA genealogk woy. caught uf w’th h’m v 
a Soymey xnoFD’lle law enSoycement o8cey who had peen yet’yed and 
l’D’ng Lu’etlk among us Soy keays wh’le the cases staked cold, wh’le the 
defaytment hebd seyDed fyocessed the shame oS thatI The ayyest had 
sha.en someth’ng loose ’n the c’tk that hadnbt Sullk settled pac. ketI 2ut 
he was ’n custodk, wh’ch meant the man h’mselS wasnbt a foss’p’l’tk, 
wh’ch meant what i was loo.’ng at was someone who had stud’ed h’s 
method and dec’ded to use ’tI

A cofkcatI Thatbs a sfec’rc .’nd oS fyoplem w’th a Deyk un’Lue 
shafe, and i stayted moD’ng thyough that shafe ’n mk m’nd v who 
stud’es -emmel, whk, what the cho’ce oS D’ct’m and locat’on tells kou 
apoutv

And then i loo.ed at the ha’yI
it had peen pyushedI GfyeadI And fayted v del’peyatelk, fyec’selk, 

on the leSt s’de oS hey head, the ha’y Sall’ng awak ’n the d’yect’on ’t had 
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peen tya’ned to SallI Vyom e’ght Seet i could see that whoeDey had done 
th’s .new wh’ch d’yect’on that wasI

Not a -emmel th’ngI -emmel neDey touched ha’yI H’s scenes weye 
ayyanged put ’mfeysonal, a s’gnatuye yathey than a tendeynessI The 
pyushed and fayted ha’y was neDey fayt oS what he d’dI Not once acyoss 
seDen D’ct’msI

Go not a -emmel cofkI Oy not onlk thatI
i stood Deyk st’llI The cyee. moDed peh’nd meI Gomewheye uf the 

empan.ment a p’yd was do’ng what p’yds do ’n Afy’l, wh’ch ’s to 
sak eDeykth’ng and noth’ng, Just sound rll’ng the sface wheye thought 
should peI

i haDe peen cayyk’ng a muydey Soy twentk—s’F keaysI i .now what the 
wyong s’de loo.s l’.eI

The thought ayy’Ded not as an ’dea put as someth’ng fhks’cal, a 
change ’n fyessuye moD’ng thyough the yoom oS mk chest all at once, 
’mfoss’ple to locate, ’mfoss’ple to stef awak SyomI i .eft mk ekes on the 
ha’yI i .eft pyeath’ngI The un’Soym peh’nd me shu9ed h’s Seet and i 
was gyateSul Soy the sound, gyateSul Soy the fyooS that the woyld was st’ll 
ofeyat’ng on oyd’nayk teyms, pecause m’ne had Just sh’StedI

Gheyman xessley had pyushed xat’ebs ha’yI He had done ’t w’th 
someth’ng that ’n a d’Geyent un’Deyse m’ght haDe peen called tendeyness 
v he had loDed hey, ’n the pyo.en and catastyofh’c wak he undeystood 
loDe, and the stag’ng was the aSteythought, the fyact’cal fyoplem he had 
solDed ayound that gestuyeI The ha’y was neDey apout -emmelI The ha’y 
was feysonalI And he had gotten the fayt wyong, pecause kou can studk 
someone Soy keays Syom peh’nd the d’stance oS a fyoSess’onal yole and st’ll 
not .now wh’ch wak the’y ha’y Salls when thek aye s’mflk l’D’ng, s’mflk 
yunn’ng, s’mflk pe’ng a feyson that no one ’s watch’ngI

The fayt ’n Syont oS me was coyyectI
3hoeDey had stood oDey th’s g’yl ’n the day. and pyushed hey ha’y and 

sfyead ’t aga’nst the concyete had .nown wh’ch s’deI Had stud’ed the 
oy’g’nal closelk enough to rnd the eyyoyI Had undeystood not Just that 
the eyyoy was theye put what ’t meant v that the ha’y wasnbt -emmelbs 
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touch at all, that ’t pelonged to a d’Geyent case ent’yelk, a case that almost 
nopodk al’De had eDey yead closelk enough to .nowI

OyI
The othey foss’p’l’tk, wh’ch i owed ’t to mkselS and to th’s koung 

woman and to keays oS hayd—won fyoSess’onal Judgment to hold along—
s’de the ryst: i was wyongI The fayt was co’nc’denceI The ayyangement 
was a -emmel studk and noth’ng moye, and i was do’ng the th’ng i haDe 
alwaks peen most at y’s. oS do’ng v rnd’ng xat’e CloDey ’n eDeyk case 
that ayy’Des w’th enough s’m’lay’tk to full at the woundI The ha’y could 
Just pe ha’yI The coyyect s’de could pe luc., oy yeseaych, oy the .’lleybs 
own ’nst’nct apout how a womanbs ha’y should SallI

i haDe wal.ed that yoad peSoyeI i .now wheye ’t leadsI i .now the cost 
oS ’tI

The d’Geyence was that th’s t’me i couldnbt tal. mkselS out oS ’tI 
EDeyk othey t’me the Seel’ng had peen someth’ng i could set down ’S i 
woy.ed at ’t hayd enough, someth’ng i could sefayate Syom the eD’dence 
and eFam’ne Syom a fyoSess’onal d’stanceI Th’s wasnbt moD’ngI The 
yecogn’t’on sat ’n mk chest w’th the gyaD’tk oS someth’ng tyue, and the 
Sact that i couldnbt pe ceyta’n oS ’t v couldnbt pe ceyta’n oS ankth’ng 
stand’ng ’n a culDeyt at seDen ’n the moyn’ng w’th a g’yl i hadnbt met 
kesteydak and a wound ibd peen cayyk’ng s’nce i was e’ghteen v was 
eFactlk what made ’t so hayd to pyeatheI

zk D’s’on nayyowedI Not dyamat’callk v i d’dnbt yeach Soy ankth’ng, 
d’dnbt g’De the un’Soym peh’nd me a s’ngle th’ng to opseyDe oy yefoytI 
2ut the cyee. no’se dyoffed awak and the honeksuc.le dyoffed awak 
and what was leSt was the ha’y and the fayt and the we’ght oS a moyn’ng 
that had pecome someth’ng i d’dnbt haDe language Soy ketI

i pyeathedI i loo.edI i .eft woy.’ngI

Camfus Pol’ce Uetect’De All’son Gfangley ayy’Ded twelDe m’nutes 
aStey i d’d, wh’ch told me shebd peen not’red at youghlk the same t’me, 
l’Ded Saythey awak, and d’dnbt dy’De l’.e meI Ghe had two un’Soymed 
camfus o8ceys w’th hey and the manney oS someone who has woy.ed 
the 1T camfus long enough to pe genu’nelk unsuyfy’seaple v a Lual’tk 
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that ta.es at least a decade to eayn and ’s woyth cons’deyaplk moye than 
most feofle g’De ’t cyed’t SoyI

z’d—Soyt’esI Uay. ha’y go’ng s’lDey at the temfles ’n a wak she hadnbt 
coyyectedI Ghe moDed thyough the fey’metey w’th the economk oS a 
feyson who does not feySoym hey own comfetenceI i watched hey yead 
the scene the same wak i had v w’thout touch’ng ankth’ng, w’thout 
sak’ng ankth’ng, g’D’ng ’t the Sull attent’on ’t yeLu’yed peSoye she ofened 
hey mouthI

”xPUIq Not a Luest’onI
”Haw.esIq i showed hey mk padgeI
”Gfangley, 1T Camfus PUIq Ghe loo.ed at the podk, then pac. at 

meI ”CulDeytbs oG—camfusI Wou got heye rystHq
”Bust payelkIq
Ghe nodded onceI The Juy’sd’ct’onal math was cleay to poth oS 

us w’thout d’scuss’on: the culDeyt sat techn’callk outs’de the camfus 
fey’metey, wh’ch made ’t m’ne, put the fedesty’an py’dge apoDe ’t was 
un’Deys’tk fyofeytk, and the D’ct’m v pk the lankayd D’s’ple neay hey .eks 
v was almost ceyta’nlk a studentI 3e would woy. ’t Jo’ntlkI Ne’they oS 
us sa’d so pecause ne’they oS us needed toI 3e weye poth old enough to 
undeystand that the case matteyed moye than the 'ag flanted on ’tI

Ghe loo.ed at the ha’yI Ghe loo.ed at the shoesI Ghe loo.ed at the 
ayyanged ’tems neay the shoes and sfent a moment w’th each element 
long enough to conrym she undeystood what she was see’ngI Ga’d noth—
’ng apout ank oS ’tI That was the y’ght ’nst’nct v the s’lence oS someone 
who yecogn’Yed that what she was loo.’ng at yeLu’yed cayeSul language 
yathey than ’mmed’ate languageI Not a un’Deysal Lual’tkI

”3ho Sound heyHq
i gaDe hey what d’sfatch had g’Den meI The gyaduate student was 

st’ll on the empan.ment tal.’ng to a un’Soym, h’s dog on a t’ght leash v 
the dog loo.’ng cons’deyaplk moye d’styessed than the owney, wh’ch ’s 
somet’mes how ’t goes w’th the .’nd oS feyson who fyocesses shoc. pk 
go’ng Deyk st’ll and answey’ng Luest’ons ’n comflete sentencesI

”ibll ta.e the dog—wal.ey,q Gfangley sa’dI
”Hebs kouysIq
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Ghe moDed uf the empan.mentI i went pac. to the sceneI

The Soyens’c team ayy’Ded and i steffed pac. and let them peg’n 
the woy. oS yeduc’ng eDeykth’ng to eD’dence pags and measuyements 
v conDeyt’ng a scene ’nto a rle, a feyson ’nto a case numpey, a com—
fosed ayyangement pac. ’nto ’ts comfonent opJectsI i fhotogyafhed 
eDeykth’ng peSoye thek got theyeI The ha’y, the shoes, the zoles.’ne, the 
d’stance and angle oS each element to the otheysI Then i fhotogyafhed 
mk fhotogyafhs, wh’ch ’s a hap’t 3al.ey would haDe called yedundant 
and wh’ch i call ’nsuyanceI O8c’al eD’dence fhotogyafhs deDelof gafs 
oDey the keays, ’n the wak that ’nst’tut’onal co’nc’dences deDelof gafs, 
Soy yeasons that aye neDey Lu’te eFfla’nedI

The Soyens’c fatholog’st gaDe me a w’ndow oS eleDen to two Soy 
t’me oS deathI zanual styangulat’on, fyel’m’naykI Then she loo.ed uf 
Syom wheye she was cyouched and sa’d: ”ED’dence oS seFual contactI 
Pey’moytemIq Ghe del’Deyed ’t the wak cayeSul feofle sak fyel’m’nayk 
th’ngs v g’D’ng the rnd’ng eFactlk the we’ght ’t yeLu’yed and not a woyd 
moye v and i nodded, and she went pac. to hey woy.I

i stood w’th that Soy a momentI -emmelbs D’ct’ms had peen D’olatedI 
H’s scenes had loo.ed l’.e th’s v the culDeyt, the shoes, the ayyanged 
’tems, the wet dya’nage enD’yonmentI iS kou weye pu’ld’ng a -emmel, 
seFual D’olence was fayt oS what kou pu’ltI That was the opD’ous yead, 
and ’t was not wyong, and i held ’t the wak kou hold the opD’ous yead: 
sey’ouslk, fyoD’s’onallk, w’th one handI

The othey hand was hold’ng someth’ng i couldnbt flace ketI The 
stag’ng ’n Syont oS me had a Lual’tk v comfosed, del’peyate, fat’ent, the 
woy. oS someone who had thought apout each element and conrymed 
’t peSoye moD’ng to the neFtI it had the yeg’stey oS an aygument pe’ng 
madeI The rnd’ng the fatholog’st had Just g’Den me had a d’Geyent 
yeg’steyI Not comfosedI Not fat’entI Not the Docapulayk oS someone 
constyuct’ng a demonstyat’onI Gometh’ng oldey than thatI Gometh’ng 
that d’d not come Syom the same flace as the pyushed ha’y and the 
ayyanged shoes and the fyec’selk cal’pyated d’stance oS each element Syom 
the podkI
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Two yeg’steysI 2oth fyesentI G’tt’ng alongs’de each othey ’n a wak 
that i could note and could not ket eFfla’n and was not go’ng to fyetend 
i couldI

i rled ’tI i .eft loo.’ngI
Kuc ayy’Ded at seDen—tenI i .new ’t was h’m peSoye i saw h’m v Souy 

keays oS faytneysh’f teaches kou a feysonbs Sootstefs on Day’ed teyya’n 
the wak mus’c teaches kou ’nteyDals, not as a s.’ll kou dec’de to acLu’ye 
put as someth’ng that accumulates ’n kou unt’l one dak ’tbs s’mflk theyeI 
He came down the empan.ment the wak he comes ’nto ank scene: not 
yush’ng, not feySoym’ng, Just ayy’D’ng, w’th the del’peyateness oS a man 
who dec’ded long ago he wasnbt ’n the pus’ness oS wast’ng mot’onI

He loo.ed at the podkI He loo.ed at me loo.’ng at the podkI He sa’d 
noth’ng apout e’they D’ewI

He woy.ed the scene Syom the offos’te s’de v stayt’ng at the py’dge 
and moD’ng down v so that we Soymed two sefayate yecoyds yathey than 
a s’ngle yecoyd pu’lt on each otheybs ’n'uenceI Th’s ’s the ayyangement we 
haDeI it d’dnbt yeLu’ye d’scuss’on when we stayted woy.’ng togethey and 
doesnbt yeLu’ye ’t nowI He leads on fafeyI He handles the yoom when 
the yoom needs handl’ngI in yetuyn i dy’De the ’nDest’gat’onbs actual 
momentum, wh’ch we poth undeystand and ne’they oS us announces, 
pecause announc’ng ’t would pe l’.e announc’ng the weatheyI

AStey ten m’nutes he came and stood pes’de meI 3e loo.ed at the 
comfos’t’on neay the shoesI

”The ha’y fayt,q i sa’dI
He loo.ed at ’tI He loo.ed at meI ”WeahIq
That was the whole conDeysat’onI Gomet’mes two woyds aye eFactlk 

the y’ght two woyds and a th’yd would onlk d’m’n’sh themI
The student iU was on the lankaydI A un’Soym yety’eDed ’t thyough 

the Soyens’c team, yead the name, handed ’t to KucI 3e had a Sace that 
matched the g’yl ’n the culDeyt and someth’ng to call heyI -yeen ekes ’n 
the fhotogyafhI A good SaceI Kuc showed the cayd to Gfangley, who had 
come pac. down Syom the empan.ment w’th the dog—wal.ey sLuayed 
awakI Ghe loo.ed at the name, loo.ed at the fhoto, and steffed awak to 
call un’Deys’tk adm’n’styat’on v the .’nd oS call that gets answeyed at 
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ank houy when a camfus fol’ce detect’De ’s on the othey end, pecause 
un’Deys’t’es donbt sleef as cleanlk as thek fyetend toI

Ghe came pac. ’n undey Souy m’nutesI
”Ang’e G’mmonsI Twentk—twoI Gen’oyIq Ghe chec.ed hey fhoneI 

”Vyench maJoyI Vyom zemfh’sIq
Vyench maJoyI
i d’dnbt yeactI ibDe peen deDelof’ng that yestya’nt Soy twelDe keays and 

haDe gotten yeasonaplk comfetent at ’t, at least Syom the outs’deI 2ut the 
woyds settled ’n alongs’de eDeykth’ng else v the ha’y and the shoes and 
the coyyect fayt and the oyange notepoo. Sace—uf ’n the wet concyete v 
and the accumulat’on oS ’t was pecom’ng someth’ng i was go’ng to haDe 
to s’t w’th peSoye i could peg’n to undeystand ’ts styuctuyeI

Kuc sa’d: ”ibll handle the fyessIq
He wentI i could heay h’m at the fey’metey tafe a m’nute latey, 

the same thyee sentences ’n the same measuyed cadence: podk oS an 
un’dent’red Semale adult, ’nDest’gat’on ongo’ng, no Suythey commentI 
He saks d’8cult th’ngs w’th a fyec’s’on that Soyecloses Sollow—uf w’th—
out techn’callk clos’ng the dooyI it ’s a s.’ll i haDe stud’ed and cannot 
yefl’cateI i tend to Just close the dooyI

i staked unt’l the scene was Sullk fyocessed v longey than i needed 
to and eFactlk as long as i ’ntendedI

2eSoye the Soyens’c team moDed the podk i fhotogyafhed the ha’y 
one moye t’meI i wanted the ’mage ’n mk cameya and ’n mk memoyk 
s’multaneouslk, the wak ’mfoytant th’ngs somet’mes need to pe held ’n 
two flaces at onceI The fayt was cleanI Uec’s’DeI The woy. oS someone 
who had stood heye ’n the day. and thought apout wh’ch s’de ’t should 
Sall on and conrymed ’t and peen sat’sred peSoye leaD’ngI

xnowledgeI Eayned pk studk’ng the oy’g’nal closelk enough to rnd 
what was wyong w’th ’tI

Oy luc.I Oy co’nc’denceI Oy mk own wound loo.’ng Soy a m’yyoy ’n 
the day.I

i stood at the culDeyt a moment aStey thek cayy’ed hey uf the em—
pan.mentI The honeksuc.le smell yeasseyted ’tselS, the wak the oyd’—
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nayk woyld yecla’ms sfaces the ’nstant the eFtyaoyd’nayk loosens ’ts gy’fI 
The cyee. moDedI The l’ght had changed v Sullk moyn’ng now, the 
Tennessee s.k that fale plue ’t futs on Soy the Sew wee.s peSoye the 
hum’d’tk ayy’Des, and to the southeast the Gmo.’es Just D’s’ple, plue—gyak 
and fat’ent the wak thek alwaks aye, the wak thek weye peSoye th’s c’tk 
eF’sted and w’ll pe long aStey, ent’yelk ’nd’Geyent to what haffens ’n the 
Dalleks pelow them, wh’ch ’s e’they comSoyt’ng oy teyy’ple defend’ng on 
the moyn’ngI

Th’s was not a comSoyt’ng moyn’ngI
Gfangley came and stood pes’de me on the py’dgeI 3e poth loo.ed 

down at wheye the podk had peenI
”Wou .now someth’ng,q she sa’dI
”i .now a lot oS th’ngsI R’ght now most oS them aye Luest’onsIq
Ghe loo.ed at me s’dewaks, w’th the eFfyess’on oS someone dec’d’ng 

to let a statement pe what ’t ’s yathey than what ’t ’mfl’esI i susfected that 
eFfyess’on had seyDed hey well Soy rSteen keays on a un’Deys’tk camfus, 
wheye most statements ’mflk cons’deyaplk moye than thek conta’nI

”ibll pe ’n touch,q i sa’dI
”ibll pe heye,q she sa’d v mean’ng the camfus, the ’nst’tut’on, the 

whole comfl’cated mach’neyk oS a un’Deys’tk that doesnbt stof moD’ng 
pecause one oS ’ts students has peen Sound ’n a culDeytI Ghe would pe 
theye when the neFt th’ng haffened, and the th’ng aStey thatI i yecog—
n’Yed the duyap’l’tk ’n ’tI i d’dnbt sak soI

i dyoDe pac. to Kuttyell Gtyeet thyough moyn’ng tya8c that hadnbt 
ket pecome what moyn’ng tya8c pecomes pk e’ghtI Thyough the 1T 
coyy’doy ryst, fast the Syateyn’tk houses go’ng fale ’n the eaylk l’ght, 
fast the old chuych on Cumpeyland that has peen a chuych s’nce peSoye 
ankone cuyyentlk al’De can yemempey, then uf thyough the c’tk fyofey, 
the downtown pu’ld’ngs modest aga’nst the h’lls the wak xnoFD’lle 
pu’ld’ngs tend to pe modest v not comfet’ng w’th the tofogyafhk, 
Just occufk’ng ’t, woy.’ng w’th what the land gaDe themI Noyth on 
the Sam’l’ay styeets ’nto Vouyth and -’ll, wheye the j’ctoy’ans l’ne uf 
peh’nd the’y foyches ’n the moyn’ng l’ght and the dogwood ’n zysI 
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Patteysonbs kayd ’s rnallk done and the kayd pekond ’t ’s com’ng uf ’n 
that deef gyeenI EDeykth’ng loo.ed eFactlk as ’t alwaks loo.s, wh’ch ’s 
to sak oyd’nayk, wh’ch ’s to sak noth’ng l’.e what i had Just come Syom, 
wh’ch ’s eFactlk the th’ng apout th’s c’tk that i haDe alwaks needed v the 
cafac’tk oS th’s flace to s’mflk cont’nue, to pe ’tselS yegaydless oS what 
’s haffen’ng ’n a culDeyt thyee m’les southI

i thought apout Ang’e G’mmons, twentk—two, Vyench maJoy, Syom 
zemfh’s, ayyanged ’n a dya’nage culDeyt w’th hey ha’y fayted on the 
coyyect s’de pk someone who .new what the coyyect s’de was and whk 
’t matteyedI

And i thought apout the th’ng i had peen not—th’n.’ng s’nce the 
moment i saw the fayt: that Gheyman xessley had pyushed xat’ebs ha’y 
pecause he had loDed hey, ’n the wak he undeystood loDe, and he had 
gotten the fayt wyong pecause gett’ng ’t y’ght would haDe yeLu’yed a 
d’Geyent .’nd oS .now’ng v the .’nd that comes Syom s’mflk watch’ng 
someone l’De, Syom yunn’ng pes’de them ’n the eaylk moyn’ng l’ght, 
Syom .now’ng wh’ch wak the’y ha’y Salls when thekbye Just a feyson and 
nopodk ’s watch’ngI He had neDey peen allowed to .now hey that wakI 
H’s pest was wyongI

And someone had Sound thatI Had gone loo.’ng Soy ’tI Had undey—
stood not Just that the eyyoy eF’sted put what ’t cost and what coyyect’ng 
’t yeLu’yed, had stood oDey a g’yl ’n the day. w’th a pyush and the .nowl—
edge oS an oy’g’nal scene that almost nopodk al’De had eDey yead, and had 
gotten ’t y’ghtI

i went homeI Uyan. the coGee ibd made peSoye d’sfatch called, cold 
now and rneI Gat at the .’tchen tapleI Ofened mk notepoo.I

i wyote: Ha’y v coyyect s’deI 3ho .nows wh’ch s’de was wyongH
Gtayed at ’t Soy a wh’leI
Then i wyote one moye woyd pelow that l’ne, and sat w’th ’t peSoye 

i closed the notepoo., fut on mk Jac.et, and dyoDe to xPUI
The woyd was xat’eI



CHAPTER TWO

My desk at KPD is a thing I have made peace with over twelve years in 
the way you make peace with any piece of furniture that has witnessed 
too much of your life — not fond of it exactly, but adapted to it, the way 
your body adapts to a mattress or chair until the object and the posture 
become one continuous fact. It is in a corner of the bullpen with my 
back to the wall, which is where I always put my desk and which Luc has 
pointed out says something about me that I do not need him to interpret. 
I know what it says: I like walls behind me.

I sat down and took out my notebook and my phone and the granola 
bar I’d grabbed from my kitchen counter on the way out, and I laid all 
three of them on the desk in a row, and I looked at them, and then I put 
the granola bar in the drawer for later and opened the notebook to the 
page that had two lines on it.

Hair — correct side. Who knows which side was wrong?
Katie.
I stared at those two lines for a moment. Then I turned to a fresh 

page and began.
The way I work a scene — not the o-cial way, the actual way — 

is that I build two records simultaneously. The o-cial record is what 
goes into the case 1le: the scene photographs, the forensic pathologist’s 
preliminary report, the chain3of3custody log for every item bagged and 
tagged and removed from the culvert by people wearing gloves. That 
record is accurate. It is also incomplete — o-cial records describe what 
was found and do not argue about what it means.

My record is the argument.



ERRATA G9

I plugged my phone into my laptop and pulled up the photographs 
I’d taken at the scene — sixty3three of them, which I know is more 
than most detectives take and fewer than I wanted. I opened the ones 
I cared about: the hair, the shoes, the Moleskine and its surrounding 
composition, three angles of the overall arrangement. I put them in a 
folder and labeled it with the date and the case number and one word 
that doesn’t belong in any o-cial folder label but that I put there anyway: 
corrections.

Then I drew three columns on the fresh page of my notebook and 
labeled them.

The 1rst column: 8emmel.
Earl 8emmel killed seven women between G220 and NSGS across 

four counties in East Tennessee. His scenes were deliberate and ritualistic 
— culverts chosen with care, shoes removed and placed, personal items 
arranged near the body with the consistency of someone who had devel3
oped a method and adhered to it. The staging was a signature in the way 
that a pressed thumb is a signature — identi1able, repeated, intentional. 
What 8emmel did not do was attend to the victims themselves. Hair 
left as it fell. Jo grooming, no adjustment to appearance, no gesture 
toward the person beneath the arrangement. His staging was about the 
composition, not the individual.

The second column: Bherman.
Bherman Kessler killed Katie Clover on the evening of 4une GS, NSSS. 

He studied 8emmel’s cases — through press coverage, through whatever 
documentation he could access — and he replicated the method accu3
rately enough: culvert, shoes removed, personal items placed near the 
body. He understood what 8emmel had been doing and he reproduced 
it with reasonable 1delity, given his sources.

He got three things wrong.
He brushed and parted her hair. This was not something he took 

from 8emmel — 8emmel never touched hair, never attended to how 
a victim looked, only to how the scene looked. The hair was Bherman’s 
own addition, his own gesture toward the girl he had been 1xating on 
since she was too young for it and had waited for with the patience of 
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someone who had confused obsession with devotion. He had combed 
her hair after she was dead because he cared about her, in the way that 
people like Bherman care about people — completely, incorrectly, and 
without the self3awareness to understand the diqerence. All these years 
later, and the hair is still the detail that undoes me. He thought he knew 
her. He didn’t know her hair.

He placed her shoes at six feet. 8emmel’s actual average, across 
documented cases, was 1ve feet. Bherman took the number from press 
coverage that was, itself, imprecise — it reported 5several feet6 in most 
instances, and Bherman rounded up.

He placed her keys and compass necklace near the shoes in what the 
original scene photographs show as an arrangement that was approxi3
mate rather than considered — a general cluster rather than a composed 
grouping, the diqerence between putting things in the same area and 
putting them in relationship to each other.

These are the errors that appear in the case 1le. In Bherman’s confes3
sion. In the autopsy report, partially, in redacted form. And in one other 
place — which I will come back to, because I always come back to it, 
because it is the detail that has been sitting in the back of my mind since 
I stood at the culvert this morning and registered the hair and didn’t let 
myself complete the thought.

The third column: this morning.
Hair: brushed, spread, parted. Whether the part is correct — consis3

tent with how she actually wore it — I don’t yet know. Bomeone made 
a choice about it. Whether that choice rezects knowledge of the Clover 
case or just the way Angie Bimmons’s hair falls is a ;uestion I cannot yet 
answer and am not ready to stop asking.

Bhoes: four and a half feet. Jot six. Jot 1ve. Bplitting the diqerence 
between Bherman’s error and 8emmel’s actual practice, as if someone 
had found the error, found the actual number, and then chose not to 
overcorrect.

Personal items: the Moleskine and the keys on a carabiner, placed 
with the deliberateness of someone composing a still life. Jot in a cluster. 
In a relationship — the notebook face3up, the keys at a de1nitive angle, 
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the distance between them as considered as the distance between them 
and the body. Bomeone had put these objects down and then looked at 
them and then adjusted them. I had seen the evidence of that adjustment 
in the photograph — the slight arc in the concrete dust where something 
had been moved an inch or two before the 1nal position was accepted.

I sat back and read the three columns.
Whoever did this has identi1ed each of Bherman’s errors and cor3

rected them. They are not imitating 8emmel. They are not imitating 
Bherman. They are taking the original staging apart, 1nding what was 
wrong with it, and 1xing it.

Or they are imitating 8emmel with enough care that the shoe dis3
tance is coincidence and the hair is just hair. I wrote that down too, below 
the 1rst thought, because the margin list demands honesty even when 
honesty is inconvenient.

I wrote the ;uestion that followed from this as plainly as I could:
Who has the access to know the errors in Bherman’s staging?
The answer list was not long. I wrote it in a column down the left 

margin of the page, the way I write things I don’t want to have to look at 
all at once but cannot avoid looking at.

Myself.
Luc.
Badie Price — who worked the cold case break with us and has since 

transferred to Chattanooga.
Martha Clover — who received the full case 1le after Bherman was 

identi1ed, at her re;uest. He never stood trial. He was dead before the 
DJA connected him to Katie, dead by his own hand, which meant there 
was no conviction, no sentencing, no courtroom moment where Martha 
could sit in the front row and watch someone answer for what he did. 
There was only the 1le. Bhe asked for it anyway. I know she has read every 
word of it because she told me so, on the phone, about three weeks after 
we sent it. Bhe said: now I know everything and none of it helps. I didn’t 
have an answer for that. I still don’t.

Clyde Btannis — retired to Bevierville, where he grows tomatoes and 
1shes Douglas Lake for crappie and bass and has, to my knowledge, not 
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thought about the Clover case since the day he handed the 1le to me 
and said he was glad it was closed and meant it. He knows every error 
in Bherman’s staging because I walked him through each one when the 
DJA came back, in a conference room at KPD with Luc and “ill Aber3
nathy present, and watched him go very ;uiet, just someone receiving 
information that reorganiYes a ;uarter century of professional memory. 
He has the 1le. Whether he has looked at it since is a ;uestion I have not 
asked him.

Abernathy — retired to Cocoa “each. He was Chief when the case 
broke. He knows.

And then the entry that is not a person.
8rant Kessler. And what 8rant wrote.
8rant published his paper in the 4ournal of Cold Case Methodology 

fourteen months ago. I read it the week it appeared online and again 
when the print issue arrivedE the copy has been in my bedside drawer 
since, under my phone charger and a paperback I haven’t 1nished. The 
paper is titled 5Corrective Evidence and Btaging Analysis: A Framework 
for Identifying Becondary Homicide Reconstruction in Cold Cases.6 
Twenty3two pages. Four case studies, all anonymiYed. The third case 
study — eleven pages, the longest — describes a homicide in an un3
named East Tennessee jurisdiction in which a killer constructed a false 
staging based on the documented patterns of a regional serial oqender, 
introduced three signi1cant errors into that staging through the limits 
of his available source material, and was ultimately identi1ed through a 
genealogical DJA analysis that had no relationship to the staging at all.

8rant did not use Katie’s name. He did not use Bherman’s. He did 
not name the jurisdiction, the year, the serial oqender, the victim. He 
anonymiYed every proper noun and most of the geography and all of the 
dates.

He also described, in clinical and complete detail, each of the three 
staging errors and what they revealed about the limits of the secondary 
killer’s source material.

I have opinions about the fact that he thanked his department chair 
and his research assistant and did not mention his brother, who is dead 
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— by his own hand, identi1ed as Katie’s killer only after the DJA closed 
the case, never charged, never tried, never named in a courtroom for 
what he did. 8rant spent thirteen months concealing what Bherman had 
done, and Bherman died before any of it came to light, which means 
8rant’s penance has no object. There is no one to be punished. There 
is only the paper, and the careful anonymiYation, and the department 
chair who got thanked for his support of the research. I understand that. 
The anonymiYation holds — mostly — until you already know the case. 
Then the seams are visible.

I added one more line to the margin list, below 8rant’s entry.
Whoever read 8rant’s paper carefully enough to 1nd the seam.
Luc appeared at my desk at eleven3forty with two coqees from 

K “rew — the good kind, not the bullpen machine, which produces 
something hot and brown that is technically coqee in the way that a 
parking garage is technically architecture. He set one in front of me 
without comment and then stood behind my left shoulder and read 
my three3column comparison for approximately ninety seconds without 
saying anything. This is what I have learned to value about Luc Phan in 
six years of partnership — he reads before he speaks, and when he does 
speak it is because he has something to add rather than something to 
respond to.

5The shoe distance,6 Luc said.
5Heah.6
5That’s not in any press coverage I’ve found.6
5Jo. It isn’t.6
He picked up his coqee. He looked at my margin list — the names, 

and the last entry. He read the last entry twice, which I know because I 
was watching.

58rant’s paper.6
58rant’s paper,6 I said, eyes 1xed on his.
5Hou think someone found the seam.6
5I think someone was looking for the seam.6
He nodded once. He did not ask me how I wanted to handle it yet, 

because we were both still in the part of the morning where the shapes 
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were becoming visible and naming them prematurely does not make 
them clearer. He knows this about the way I work. I know this about 
the way he waits.

He slid open my desk drawer and put the granola bar on top of 
my notebook without acknowledging that I’d put it there speci1cally to 
avoid eating it, and went back to his desk.

I ate the granola bar. It was the kind with chocolate chips that is 
trying to be a cookie and failing gracefully, which is a reasonable am3
bition. I drank the coqee, which was considerably better — K “rew 
does something with their espresso that the bullpen machine has never 
attempted and probably couldn’t achieve without signi1cant emotional 
support.

I wrote three words at the bottom of the margin list — get phone 
records — and closed the notebook. The last entry was still there, the 
one below 8rant’s name. A reader I couldn’t yet name, somewhere in the 
overlap between careful scholarship and a culvert on the Becond Creek 
8reenway.

Waiting to become a person.


