Chapter Two

Jennifer Cerriety, Jaycee for short, with the accent on the ‘Cee, had just crossed over Millham road in her white compact rented car. It was almost 6:30, the sun was setting and she was hopelessly lost. 

Back at the gas station, the guy had said to follow this road until she reached Harper Crossing, then turn left at the junction, and the Hotel on Main Street would be about a mile down the road. It had been almost an hour and she still hadn’t seen any signs of Harper Crossing, or a junction for that matter. She stared hopelessly out the front windshield looking for something, anything that might give her a bearing.

* * *

Jennifer Cerriety grew up in a suburb just outside of Chicago. She had led a relatively simple life, that is, until her brother died. He was killed on a mission, her parents had said. 

She knew he was in the service, or worked for the government, but not much more than that. When she pressed her parents for more details they would always say not now, maybe later. After a time she had stopped asking. 

The news came about her brother shortly after she had graduated from high school, and was enjoying the easy life of community college. 

During the summer break, from college, her parents received the insurance settlement check for her brother’s death and promptly placed it into a college fund for her. She resisted at first, but they were adamant she start attending a four-year school and continue her education. 

Jennifer graduated college in two and a half years and then decided on law school, instead of a master’s degree. She had decided to get the law degree first, then possibly further supplement her education depending on her direction. 

After she finished her first year of law school, she was wondering if she had become a professional student and decided to spend the summer in the field, hoping to learn first hand the practice of law, rather than just the teaching of it. 

She already had offers to be a summer clerk from several big law firms in Chicago, but thought that would be too sterile. Instead, she yearned to go out into the real world. 

She contacted a small law firm in the deep south that could only promise her a chance to work. Salary, or any type of compensation, would be dependent on whether she actually generated billable hours on a client’s case.

Jennifer felt this was a great opportunity to experience “real” law, as she called it and jumped at the chance. Money was not yet an issue, as her education fund was still holding. 

Jennifer Cerriety at twenty-three years old now dressed in a business suit, sported long, light brown hair. She had changed from the jeans and sweatshirt getup she wore through college. Her hair was longer than she usually kept it, but she wanted it to grow out a little over the summer, still not sure about the look she wanted.

The guy she had dated off and on through the last two years of college liked the long hair, but she was beginning to tire of it.  It was especially cumbersome in the mornings, getting ready for work. All through college it was a quick wrap into a ponytail and off to class, but now she wore it full and flowing. She thought that maybe a shorter cut would be easier to manage. It probably would go better with her new business suit image.

She was several weeks into her new job, and actually had made some money by helping on research projects. She had even sat in on a couple of trials, gaining a first hand view of the system at work. 

While researching one of the cases, she had decided to do some fieldwork. The plan was to visit a couple of towns that had similar incidents in the past and review the case histories. Her firm had agreed and given her a couple of weeks.  

As a first year law student new to the southern culture, she had researched several local cases to get a perspective on the law of the land.

Her law professor, at the college near her office, where she was taking a couple of summer courses, had recommended against going out in the field to do research. He told her to just look them up on the internet. She felt she needed to see for herself, though, visit the courtrooms, talk to the people, to understand just how it was done through the south. Visiting a couple of small towns would certainly help. 

She had begun by talking to a few people in the last town. They had been very friendly and helpful. She was feeling good about the trip so far. 

Tonight, she had arranged a meeting with a retired judge to get his take on the law and had been advised by the court clerk that the judge was old school. She was to dress appropriately, as the judge didn’t subscribe to the casual attire women were wearing these days. 

She was dressed in her best business skirt and blouse, including pantyhose, which she hardly ever wore, and heels. The clerk had also mentioned that the judge didn’t appreciate bare legs in his presence, and disliked pants on a woman. Christ, she thought, how old was this guy anyway?

She was also warned that the judge didn’t appreciate women invading his world, and if she had any hope of keeping the judge’s interest she had better dress smart and act it, or the judge would dismiss her as quickly as he would most women.

Jennifer had found it hard to believe, that in this day and age, someone would still harbor that attitude. She had chuckled lightly as she mentioned that to the man instructing her, but he quickly retorted that she wasn’t in this day and age now and hung up. She smiled at his last comment.

She had been parked outside a drugstore while she talked to the clerk on her cell phone, then went inside to pick up some sundry items. She had realized then that she was low on cash, and stopped in the bank a couple of blocks away to get more. 

She had packed and left her hotel with plenty of time to spare, was still okay when she left the gas station, but that was two hours ago.

* * *

As Jennifer Cerriety sat by the side of the road, the rental car idling quietly and the air conditioning humming, she was desperately trying to read the map and figure out just exactly where the hell she was. It was already 7:10. She was supposed to meet the judge at 6:15 in the lobby of “The Hotel on Main Street” the clerk had said. It had seemed simple enough. 

Only two intersections had appeared and neither one of those were the ones the man at the gas station had mentioned when he gave her the directions. 

Parked on the side of the road, she was trying to find the names of those intersections on the map. Hopefully she could determine where she was. Except for the dome light inside her car, there was no other light. She was on a dark county road and apparently lost as she could not find the names or any spot recognizable on the map.

Absently, she picked up her cell phone and started to punch in a phone number. The headlights from the car that pulled up behind her car were hurting her eyes as they reflected in the rear view and side mirrors. Just as absently, she set the phone back down on the passenger seat, and turned slightly to see what, or who, was behind her.
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