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Angels We Have Heard on High 
 
 
The last thing John Getz saw as he lay dying was the Bigfoot. It had to be nine feet high. 

In the light of the quarter moon it loomed as big as a house directly over him. Wide. So wide. 
And it stank. Oh, did it stink! John's nostrils, his lungs, his throat and mouth were filling with 
foamy blood and still he could smell its stench. 

They stared at each other, frozen inside the moment. Then the Bigfoot like some crazed 
gorilla leaned down toward him. It's massive paws were coming right at him. He raised his arm 
in a feeble attempt to protect himself from the monster. It was his final act. 

 
 ******** 
 
Tony Bennett lost his heart in San Francisco. Jack Prester lost his stomach in Elbe, 

Washington.  
It happened again, both ends, seven miles up the road at the Ashford Market, which 

boasted restrooms on its marquee. He barely made it to the office of GSI, the concessioners 
serving Mt. Rainier National Park, farther up the highway. Whatever the cause of this--to put it 
delicately--gastrointestinal distress, it was nailing him good. 

He used the facilities at the Nisqually Entrance of Mt. Rainier. At Longmire, fifteen 
minutes uphill from the entrance, he stumbled downstairs to the basement restrooms in the 
Administration Building. Finally, praying for respite, he sought out the chief ranger's secretary. 

Slim as a pencil, Kerri Haskell was an older lady with altogether too much good cheer for 
Jack's wilted spirits. Her lean build and short-cropped salt-and-pepper hair kept her from looking 
like the motherly type. Too bad. Jack could use a mother right now. 

He forced a smile. "Dr. John Prester. Investigator at large assigned to the John Getz 
murder. I'm supposed to pick up a key." Talk about being out of it--that's not at all what he 
wanted to say, or ought to say--it just came blurting out. 

She fished in a side desk drawer. "Dr. Prester, you look like you're ready to die." 
"An hour ago I was afraid I might. Now I'm afraid I won't." 
She burst out laughing. "Oh, I hear you! The stomach flu's been going around. I had it 

myself a couple days ago. You have all the pity I can muster. Here. I'll help you set up. Come 
on." 

Jack would take any help coming. Meekly, and feeling the need for a restroom once 
again, he followed her out into the December cold. 

At one time, Longmire had been the only settlement in Mt. Rainier National Park, and 
had always and ever existed to serve the tourists. Perched at about twenty-seven hundred feet 
elevation on Mt. Rainier's craggy flank, it still contained a lot of old buildings from the golden 
age of parks, the twenties and thirties--rough brown houses, a huge, blocky, log-and-river-stone 
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administration building, the Longmire Inn, the natural history museum, a cramped little gas 
station. All these nestled beneath a dark, dense stand of Douglas-firs and hemlocks. 

Jack followed the secretary across the street to a row of clapboard apartment units that 
had to date from CCC days. Such residences tended to be drafty, impossible to heat, and always 
on the verge of being carried off by packrats. Right now he didn't care. 

She opened the door to the second unit in the row, a little one-room apartment with the 
kitchenette, table and chairs by the front door and the double bed at the back by the back door. 
Jack headed for the bathroom. By the time he had checked out the plumbing she had opened the 
curtains and turned the thermostat up. 

"Where are your bags? I'll bring them in for you." 
Jack flopped face down on the bed. The springs squawked in protest. "The backpack in 

the jump box." He closed his weary, burning eyes. What an end for a two-day marathon drive. 
Bleh. 

Gruesomely effervescent, Miss Haskell pressed on undaunted. "You have telephone 
service--your number's on the set; and here are keys. We gave you an M-1; it will get you into 
the admin building for the fax and copier, as well as the gates and everything." They clunked on 
the table. "And a radio. It's right there on the nightstand. You're 901. Are you listening?" 

"I'm 901." He had seen the handy-talkie perched primly there in its charger, the charger's 
red light glowing, and it hadn't registered. Listening, yes. Perceiving, hardly. 

"I'll bring over the incident reports and supplementals we have so far. And may I have 
your keys? I'll put your truck outside the front door here. You're in a no parking zone." 

Jack fumbled his keys and lay very still with his eyes shut. The door clicked open. The 
door clicked closed. The door clicked open. 

"There's a huge black dog in the cab of your truck. Is he--you know--does he defend his 
turf?" 

Jack didn't move. "Naa. He doesn't give a rip about my stuff. He only defends his stuff. 
He shows burglars where my silver's hidden; just stay out of his dog treats. His name's Maxx." 
Jack had better warn her, though. "He licks." 

The door clicked closed. 
A few minutes later it clicked open. A hundred and fifteen pounds of rambunctious black 

labrador retriever came bounding across the room, thundering like a buffalo stampede. Jack 
opened his eyes. A slurpy tongue slapped them shut. Jack shoved the mutt away. Contrary to 
established rules and protocol, Maxx hopped up onto the bed. Jack felt too drained to object. The 
dog curled up against Jack's hip and began to lick his own feet. 

Guardedly, Miss Haskell said, "When you told me he licked, I didn't realize you meant... 
you know... that much. He's certainly friendly." 

"Grotesquely so." 
"The body was discovered Saturday. Jerry called the Washington office Sunday and this 

is only Tuesday. How did you get here so quickly all the way from Washington?" 
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So long as Jack didn't move a muscle, not a solitary muscle, the nausea and lower 
intestinal misery abated somewhat. "My boss, Hal Edmond, lives in DC. I came in from Kansas. 
Hutchinson. I figured if I live in the middle of the country I can reach any park in the contiguous 
U S in two days." 

"Well, you made it here fine, and you're about as far up in the Northwest as you can get 
without going to Alaska." 

Jack would not consider his condition fine by any means. His gut gurgled, mocking her 
words. 

The door clicked open. Now Jack was going to have to resemble a human being. He 
lurched to sitting. An energetic man on the late side of his thirties had entered. His blond 
moustache matched his blond hair. He was well built and what women would call handsome, a 
great, golden teddy bear of a man. He wore the grey shirt and green jeans of your typical park 
service maintenance man. 

Jack heaved himself to his feet and extended a hand. "Jack Prester." Actually, it was Dr. 
John Prester, with a PhD in criminal psychology, but he didn't normally mention that part. 

The fellow shook with a hearty grip. "Darryl Grade, chief of maintenance. The 
superintendent thought I ought to come talk to you, but this seems like a bad time. You don't 
look very good." 

"Either a bug that's going around or food poisoning. The jury's still out. Grade. You 
discovered the body."  

"Not exactly." 
Jack waved a hand toward the table by the front window. "Here. Sit down." 
"You sure you want to talk now?" Grade crossed to the kitchen chairs and pulled one out 

for Jack. He settled himself in another one. 
Miss Haskell aimed herself toward the door. "You probably aren't interested in eating, but 

you ought to have some juice. I'll run up to my house and get you some. And they surely have 
ginger ale over at the Inn. I'll ask." The greying angel of mercy swept out the door. 

Jack pocketed the admin building keys on the table and sat down. What was it about 
Grade that annoyed him?  

The teddy bear rumbled as he spoke. "I happened to be out with the road crew, doing 
some repair work up by Reflection Lake. Two hikers came out and said they'd found a body. We 
radioed for the rangers and I went back in with the hikers to secure the scene until the rangers got 
there. It wasn't far from the road. A quarter mile. Less." 

"'Secure the scene.' You used to be in law enforcement." 
Grade grinned. "Better advancement and better pay in maintenance. Besides, I like to get 

out and work with my hands. I like to see something when I'm finished, like a stone wall or a 
new bridge. As a ranger I didn't have that feeling of accomplishment." The grin faded. "You sure 
you want to do this? Can I get you something?" Grade's solicitous attitude really grated. It wasn't 
just the words he said but his whole demeanor. No doubt he was only trying to be sensitive and 
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helpful and all that Alan Alda stuff, but it came across somehow as unbecoming. Unnaturally 
unctuous. Uriah Heepish. 

At five eleven and a hundred and sixty-five or seventy, with ordinary brown hair and 
ordinary brown eyes, Jack wasn't all that imposing a person. He deliberately dressed casually, 
usually jeans and a chambray shirt, in order to further the appearance of being Just an Average 
Guy. It got him farther in the long run than did coming on like gangbusters. Now, though, he 
almost regretted not cutting a sharper image for this fellow. 

Sharper image? He was a vegetable. A wilted vegetable. A vegetable with a self-
destructive alimentary canal. "Yeah, you're right." He tapped the pile of file folders. "Besides, I 
ought to do my homework first before I start asking questions. Maybe they'll be more intelligent 
questions. Let's get together tomorrow." 

Grade nodded, grinning, and stood. He whipped out a little wirebound notebook and 
pencil and jotted down a number. He tore off the sheet and dropped it on the table. "Call me if 
you need something. Hope you feel better soon." He left. 

Jack managed to remember to thank Miss Haskell profusely when she brought the juice 
and ginger ale. He remembered to feed the dog because Maxx wouldn't let him forget. He called 
Hal and told him why he wouldn't be on the case yet for a day or two. He didn't bother to 
undress. He peeled his running shoes off and crawled under the covers clothes and all. The 
springs squeaked as Maxx illegally joined him, and he was too dead to care. Lying horizontal 
prevented the nausea from being active, but it didn't do much for the rest of it. 

The voice of an angel on high burbled cheerily, "Poor Jack. You look terrible. Come on, 
Maxx. I'll let you out." Maxx's long line rustled. 

That voice.  
Jack forced his eyes open. "Ev?" 
Ev. It was Evelyn Brant all right. The slim build, the perpetually tousled black hair in the 

flyaway Amelia Earhardt style, the huge brown doe eyes... She was wearing dark blue woolen 
stirrup pants and a knockout cowl-neck sweater, bulky and blue with white snowflakes knitted 
in. She looked like an ad for a ski resort.  

She put Maxx out the back door on his long line. Cold air flooded across Jack's bed. He 
tucked in deeper. 

The last he'd noticed, it was night. Now orange sunlight bounced off a bush outside the 
window. Morning. 

His confused mind mulled all this, floundering helplessly like a cow in quicksand. Ev 
was trained as a budget analyst and there was nothing about budgets in this case. She was a city 
girl, and they were well over seventy miles from the nearest MacDonald's. She had no training as 
an investigator and no experience except for the two cases she and Jack handled together. She 
worked for some other department in the Washington office, not Hal's.  

He tried to force himself to alertness. Fat chance. "What are you doing here?" 
"As soon as you hung up the phone last night, Hal called me. He wants someone on this 
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case quickly, and so he asked me to help out. He faxed me all the info he gave you. I read it on 
the plane coming in." 

"You live in Maryland." 
"No problem. You know Hal. He loves to pull strings. He got me a red-eye and lined up a 

GSA car to be waiting for me at the airport. I arrived at SeaTac just before five this morning and 
was up here by eight." 

"What time is it?" 
"Oh, eight-thirty about." 
Eight-thirty. Jack was accustomed to getting up at five or five thirty. Come to think of it, 

he did get up at five this morning. Also at three and at two and at midnight and at ten last night 
and at.... He let his eyelids bruise each other slamming shut. 

Her relentlessly cheery voice bounded onward. "Hal said that the longer a crime goes 
unsolved, the less chance that it will ever be cleared, so he wants us to get right on this. He says 
you want to close it quickly, but he didn't mention why." 

"I fly to Hawaii the eighteenth to spend Christmas with my folks." 
"I remember; you mentioned once that your dad is superintendent at Hawaii Volcanoes 

now. You're not dreaming of a white Christmas?" 
"Absolutely not. My Lord was not born in a snowstorm." 
Her voice paused. "That's cutting it kind of close, isn't it? This is December fifth." 
Jack snorted. "Hal seems to think I can produce a third miracle in a row here. We cleared 

those cases in Death Valley and Acadia each within ten days. I told him I didn't want to assume 
that's always going to be the pattern, but he shrugged it off. Says I can cut out for the holidays if 
it comes to that." 

She opened the back door. Maxx came bouncing in on the crest of another blast of cold 
air. His water dish rattled. "How much do you feed Maxx?" 

"Scoopful." 
He heard the front door click open. It clicked shut. He forgot to tell her the dogfood and 

the scoop were in the big ammo box on the passenger side of the truck cab. Maxx the inveterate 
thief just loved to tear apart his dogfood bag and gorge. Jack kept the dry kibbles in a dogproof 
can now to forestall looting.  

The door clicked. Maxx barked and romped in circles, his toenails ticking and sliding 
merrily on the linoleum. Moments later he slurped and snorted and smacked his lips. His dish 
skidded noisily about on the floor.  

He crossed the room to the bed, stuck his face right in Jack's, and belched. 
"I'm going to run over to the office," Ev called. "Kerri has some supplemental material 

she forgot to give you. Also, she lined up an interview with one of the hikers who found the 
body. I'll be back in an hour or two. Rest well." 

The door clicked. 
Something, somehow, had gone dreadfully awry here, and not just Jack's digestive 
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system. Jack was spearheading this investigation. Jack was in charge. Jack was supposed to be 
taking care of his own stupid dog. Here he lay, virtually comatose, and Ev the neophyte 
investigator was covering all the bases. Capably, too. 

The springs grated noisily as Maxx hopped onto the bed and curled up at Jack's side. Jack 
planned to force the dog off the bed, get up, shave, and get cracking. But he dozed off instead, 
dreaming of Hawaiian steel guitars strumming vaguely defined Christmas carols. 
 


