Connie realized that being last in a convoy was good. Not once in three hours had she glimpsed the flat land ahead of the convoy. Just the thought of it sent twinges rampaging through her chest. Some deep breaths helped but twinges elsewhere soon got her attention. Her stomach wanted food. She left her seat and went to her fridge.

It was empty. 

Someone had gotten into Betsy and stolen her food. 

She checked the food stash under the passenger seat. Only her dad knew about it. All she saw was white paper with black printing on it. She picked the paper up by a corner to read it, Let this be a warning, Miss Williams. I see everything you do. I know everywhere you go. I know everyone you talk to. I will make you fail. I hope your dad dies before he gets a kidney. Leave Yellowknife before you get hurt. Before Jacob Baxter gets hurt. Haven’t our games been fun? Look for more fun in the near future. Leave in one week, or you may be attending Baxter’s funeral, or he yours. 
Like it burned her fingers, she dropped the note in the drawer and radioed her convoy, “Did any of you see anyone around my truck at the Meadows?”

“No,” Grip answered.

“Me neither,” Gene said.

“Same here. Why?” Jake asked.

She told them only about the stolen food. 

“Who would take your food?”

“I can only think about my empty stomach now. Does anyone have any food I can eat?”

Grip offered her four sandwiches, ketchup-flavored potato chips, and bottled water. They stopped long enough for him to make the delivery to her. As he gave her the food, he said with an exaggerated wink, “We could get in trouble fer this, so don’t tell anyone, ey?”

“Thank you. My lips are sealed,” she sealed her lips and threw away the key. 

When they were moving again, she thought about contacting the RCMP but decided to talk to Jake first, “Jake, can we park together at Ekati so we can talk?”

“You got it,” his deep voice calmed her shaking nerves.

The convoy pulled into Ekati seventeen hours after leaving the Meadows. She emptied the tanker’s contents into their fuel storage facility then parked by Jake. 

He ran over and hopped into Betsy. “What’s wrong? You sounded scared over the radio and you look scared to death now.”

She pointed to the drawer with the note. “Open it, but don’t touch anything.”

He did. “I see a piece of white paper.” 

“Read it out loud, please? Maybe I imagined it.”

“I know what it says. I received one, too.”

“What did yours say?”

He shook his head. “It’s disgusting.”

“I have to know.”

You’ll have to come to my cab. I haven’t touched it since I discovered it.” 

In his cab, he opened the passenger under-seat drawer and read, “I’m warning you like I did her, Baxter. I see everything you do. I know everywhere you go. I know everyone you talk to. I will ruin you as I will ruin her. I will make you lose your ranch. Leave Yellowknife before you get hurt. Maybe before she gets hurt and you have to attend her funeral, or she yours? Haven’t our games been fun? Unless you leave in one week, there will be more fun. I’ll report to your brother and sisters that you are behaving shamelessly with an American whore.”

Connie gasped. “I’ve never had sex with anyone! Why would they say that?” Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“To get a reaction from you and make you leave,” he pulled her into his lap and held her. “What are you thinking?”

Through sniffs and tears, she looked at him to say, “About how safe you make me feel, and how my desire to help my parents keeps causing trouble. I shouldn’t have come.”

He wiped her face with a tissue. “I don’t want to hear such nonsense. You’re doing what you thought was right as a daughter who loves her parents. We’ll handle this.”

“Should we call the RCMP?”

“Yes. They handle crimes outside of towns and could keep the entire investigation out of the Yellowknife news.”

Connie looked out the window at the starry sky, weighing options against outcomes. The full moon illuminated the land around them, making diamonds on the snow. “I guess that’s all we can do.”

They kept their conversation professional on the eight-hour trip to Yellowknife, Connie in the rear again. Once there, they told Mrs. Garreck they’d be delayed in coming for a load. They drove to the RCMP detachment building a few blocks from Embleton’s. 

At the building’s entrance, Connie took a deep breath as Jake opened the door. She’d never been in a police station, and wished she didn’t have to be now. An RCMP member was sitting at the front desk. He stood and asked, “How may I help you? I’m Sergeant Nesbitt.” 

“Someone is sabotaging our trucks, and they’ve threatened us,” Connie said. She wondered why he wasn’t wearing the red wool jacket and Stetson hat she’d always seen in pictures. He wore a grey shirt with his rank emblem on it, a dark-blue tie, and dark-blue trousers with a gold stripe down the outside of the legs.

“Tell me about the sabotage first,” he retrieved a tablet and pencil and took notes as they spoke. “Those events are suspicious, especially sending you on runs you’re not ready for. Mrs. Garreck never does that. What about the threat?”

Jake told him about the notes and Nesbitt asked to see them. 

Connie said, “We left them in our rigs exactly where we found them. They’re in your lot, locked. We made sure not to touch inside and outside the doors in case there are fingerprints.”

They went out to the parking lot. Though it was -40, the sun was brighter than Connie had seen it in weeks. Her mood improved. She unlocked Betsy’s passenger side and pointed to the under-seat drawer. 

Using his gloved hands, Nesbitt opened the drawer. He read the note then said, “Notice how the type is the same size and the ink evenly distributed in each word. No watermark or date stamp, and it’s from a computer printer. We’d never find the printer this came from.”

She frowned. “So there’s nothing to give us a clue?”

Jake smiled indulgently. “The days of private eyes finding the bad guy by typing on a suspect’s typewriter are gone.”

She rolled her eyes at him in disgust. “Wise guy.”

Trying to hide a chuckle, Nesbitt said, “Mr. Baxter, let’s see your note.” 

Jake unlocked his truck and the under-seat compartment, and Nesbitt got the note out. He held it beside hers. After studying both pages he said, “These notes are from the same printer because the font and letters’ positions are the same and there’s an inky smear in the same spot on the upper left corners. Your saboteur changed a few words and printed a new note through the wonder of modern word-processing.”

“Connie, remember when we followed Waltz and Maurice? They said the words in the notes! Maurice asked Waltz, ‘Haven’t our games been fun?’”

“Interesting,” Nesbitt said.

“So, can you help us, Sergeant?”

“Dusting for prints on the trucks would be useless because you were in them for hours. Any evidence would be obliterated. They probably wore gloves.”

“Can you get fingerprints off the notes?”

“I’ll see if my superiors will allow it. I can’t promise anything. If your saboteur has no criminal record or hasn’t been fingerprinted, the prints will be useless. I—“ 

Connie felt like stomping her feet. “They wouldn’t! You’d have them if you got some prints to compare in case something happened and you got more prints. Jake’s life was threatened. What if something happens on the ice and other truckers are harmed?”

