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PART I  —  IN THE DEEP ROUGH 

 

Of all the hazards, fear is the worst. 

               Sam Snead 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 

 

 

Growls broke the predawn quiet. Michael Flanigan sat at his kitchen table, massaging his 

temples. He took a gulp from a tumbler of orange juice, splashing some next to an old coffee 

stain on his Toronto Maple Leafs T-shirt. He checked his watch. It was just past five a.m.  

Danny was here.  

A staleness hung in the room. On the counter, an uncapped tequila bottle stood next to a 

line of Molson Canadian empties, like a king presiding over the pawns of a drunk’s chessboard. 

A Pizza Hut box sat on top of the fridge. He cursed himself for the hangover, his first in months. 

Tequila. Did I black out? 
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He seldom heard a peep from his border collies when they were out for their morning 

constitutional, until they clawed at the back door to come inside. He gave it a minute, hoping 

they would settle down before the coffee finished brewing.  

Michael looked out the bay window. A fat, hazy moon peered in, the morning still 

cloaked in darkness. He squinted at the layer of fog blanketing the grounds at the rear of his 

country home. He could see nothing beyond the reflection in the glass that stared back at him. 

Nothing but the fog. The outdoor light hadn’t worked for weeks. He had little motivation for 

household chores since Emily . . . 

He reached behind, flicked off the kitchen light, and took another look. Still nothing.  

The dogs barked, persistent and agitated.  

Damn it.  

He’d have to go out. 

He got a flashlight from a kitchen drawer and pushed the button three, four times. Dead. 

He found another in the adjoining laundry room and clicked it once, bouncing a light beam off 

the wall. He slipped into his sneakers and stepped out the back door onto the low cedar deck.  

The warm mid-June morning hit him as he exited the air-conditioned house. The fog was 

thicker than he’d thought, now that it surrounded him. He inhaled deeply, the heavy, humid air 

still a welcome contrast to the weary aura lingering indoors. 

He stepped onto the grass, the morning dew seeping through his porous old shoes. The 

dogs didn’t let up. He pointed the flashlight toward the back of his property, in the direction of 

the staccato howls. Training the light on the ground in front of him, he navigated the balls and 

toys that littered his path to the fence. He made a mental note to avoid the swing set that he 

couldn’t see.  
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Heavy fog often made him think of a scene from the movie An American Werewolf in 

London, the one where Griffin Dunne’s character ambles along the murky Yorkshire moors, just 

before the four-legged antagonist rips out much of what had attached his shoulders to his head.  

Painting the rear perimeter with the flashlight, he detected movement thirty yards away, 

near the chain-link fence that stood between his property and the eighth fairway at Foster Glen.  

“Paulie,” he called. “Silvio.” He lowered the flashlight to his side. “C’mon, guys.”  

The dogs ignored him.  

As Michael got to within a few feet of the fence, a crash from behind startled him. He 

slipped on the wet grass, slamming his ass onto the ground. The flashlight clattered off the fence. 

The dogs snarled. He identified the noise as an upended garbage bin. The dogs paid no attention 

to the sound of scurrying raccoons. 

What the hell is out here? 

Now on all fours, he made a futile grope for the flashlight, which had shut off when it hit 

the fence. The pleas from the dogs surged to a crescendo.  

The middle finger of his flailing left hand penetrated the link fence and squished into 

something pressed against the opposite side. 

He snatched back his hand, scraping it against the metal fence. As he tried to suck the 

pain from a knuckle, he slid backward on top of the flashlight. Michael jerked it out from under 

him and aimed it at the fence. 

It was his turn to yelp. 

 


