
ARREST ME RED 

“My Name is Tom Vermillion. I’m from Patagonia Arizona. It’s midnight Sept 3, 
2016. 
  I‘m talking to you from the sticks in northern Maine; Houlton, a town of 
6,000, (3 miles west of New Brunswick Canada). I came here to visit my friend 
Carl Evans. He went to Ricker College in Houlton in the early 70’s. It closed its 
doors in ’78 because of money problems..but for some ungodly reason Carl loved it 
here and never left. Wrote all of his novels here in Mars Hills. His Pulitzer, “Men 
of the Angry Bay”.  
 “After his wife Nancy died, I tried to get him to move back to Arizona. He 
wouldn’t hear of it. He said, “Arizona is  just a lot of brown, looking at brown, 
looking at brown.” 
 Carl, and the fact that Interstate Route 95 terminates here, are Houlton’s  
only claims to fame. 
 “I’m sitting in Houlton’s shitty little police station. They’ve interrogated me 
and they haven’t indicated whether they’ll release me or book me. But if they had 
something on me they wouldn’t have let me keep all my belongings, right? I’m 
innocent of course, but I don’t trust them. They seem to be out for blood. Lots of 
angry people coming out of the closet these days. You’ve got to be vigilant. They 
can bend the facts to fit their bogus narrative. 
  “That prick detective, Morse, told me I’d better call my lawyer. He thinks 
he’s so clever, changing my last name, calling me Tom Red.” Pause.. 
 “Yeah, he said call your lawyer, but who the hell has one? Do you? The only 
lawyer I’d know to call is a real estate attorney for Christ’s sake, and she’s in 
Arizona, not very convenient. 
 “Sorry to have to whisper. I’ve been just sitting here for hours,waiting it out. 
If they call me in again you’ll hear everything, and I’ll have it documented.. The 
battery has at least four hours left on it, and I’ve turned off all the other running 
programs so they won’t be a drain.  I wish I had thought to bring this in earlier 
when they were really up my ass, making all sorts of crazy accusations. It was like 
being interrogated by Barney Fife ,who was all jacked up because he’d finally 
gotten some real police work to tackle. 
 “I’m going to leave the phone on, and in my shirt pocket, as a technical 
witness. They think I killed my friend, but they’ve got it all wrong.You’ll see. 
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Wait.They’re waving me in, got to put the IPhone away.  Recorder’s on. Hope the 
sound’s not too muffled. Listen in, you’ll see.” Pause. 
 “Well?” 
“Well what detective?” 
“Let’s take this from the top one more time. But let’s do it a bit different this time, 
ok smart guy? Why don’t you tell us the damned truth Mr. Red, so that we can all 
get on with our exciting lives?” 
 “I have told you nothing but the truth detective. But you seem to want to 
hear your own version. That I can’t help you with. So why don’t you give me your 
insightful take?” 
 “Oh cut the shit man! We know all about you and your inferiority complex 
when it came to competing with your friend, the esteemed Carl Evans. Jealousy 
can motivate a man to do strange things. I know, I‘ve seen it a dozen times.” 
 “Jealous of exactly what Morse? My friend’s success? Just because we’re 
both mystery writers, and Carl has had more notoriety, you think that’s grounds for 
murder?” 
 “More notoriety!? That’s a good laugh. Try comparing famous to obscure, 
winner to loser, pro to amateur, those would be more accurate.” 
 “Whatever. He was my dear friend. I didn’t even know he had died, until 
your patrolman picked me up at the airport earlier and told me.” 
 “ You mean, you thought you had left him still gasping for breath?” 
 “No dammit!. Look when I left Carl he was just fine, a little plastered, but 
fine. Whatever happened to him after I left, I couldn’t tell you.” 
 “Why is it then that you don’t appear sadden by your dear friend’s death? Or 
want to find out who did it.? You really want us to believe it wasn’t you? You want 
us to believe that Carl just had a nice pleasant visit with you, and then, right after 
you hightailed it to the airport, he walked down to the swimming pool and drown 
himself?  
 “He was distraught, what can I tell you. He told me he was terminally ill. It 
was a terrible shock to me. I felt so bad for him. I didn’t know what to say. I was 
dumbfounded. I wish I had stayed and talked him through his depression. But he 
was drunk. He told me he needed his rehab exercise and was in no condition to 
walk, so he was going to wheel himself there. Look I’ve told you all this before 
detective.” 
 “No you haven’t. Who mentioned anything about a wheelchair Tom?” 
 “When I was leaving him he asked me to bring it over to him. He said he 
needed to do his therapy in the pool. I told him I’d help him, but he waved me off, 
he was always so independent. He just asked that I pour him another Scotch., and 
then he told me to leave. He didn’t want me to remember him in his feeble 
condition he said.” 
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 “ You know, I’m even more suspicious of you now then ever before. Diane 
did find him at the bottom of the pool, wheelchair and all, as you somehow knew, 
but she said he never took the damned chair down to the pool. He was a man of 
rigid routine, you know that, and he always would hold on to the handicap railing, 
and shuffle down the ramp. He made it part of his exercise program. He’d slide 
into the pool for laps.” 
 “ How would he get his ass out of the pool and walk back up the ramp? It 
has an incline you know.  I told you he was rip roaring drunk Sherlock. You’re the 
genius detective, you figure it out then.” 
“Thank you for the sincere compliment but, I’m no genius Mr. Red. But then, 
thank God, neither are you. What about your alter ego, your half-baked private eye, 
Slater, now there’s a smart guy for ya? How’d you ever come up with someone that 
clever? How would he handle this investigation Tommy?” 
 “ Stop playing games with me Morse, you’ve been binging on too many 
Netflix detective shows. You think that Wallander’s skills could ever rub off on 
you? I think your just bored stiff up here in Podunk, tired of locking up domestics 
once a week. Sorry to inform you though, that I’m not going to be your ticket out 
of here. Find some other Jethro to hound. You know there is no evidence, because 
there couldn’t be, I didn’t do it. Please, allow me to leave and look for a motel 
room.” 
 “Good luck. It’s the Christian Academy’s Bluegrass Festival this weekend. 
All the rooms are booked for miles. 
  “As I told you in our last session, Carl’s assistant Diane said she heard you 
arguing with Carl for quite sometime. You got pretty heated she said. So how’s that 
fit your category of a pleasant visit? What were you both quarreling about, and 
what am I missing?” 
 “ So now friends can’t disagree?” 
 “ Not when it ends up in murder Mr. Red.”.. 
 “ I’ve got to take a break and make a few phone calls Mr. Red. Just sit tight”.
…  “I’m turning the recorder off.” 

“ Hey, I’m back. The cop that brought me here came in and got Morse, then Morse 
came back into the room and told me the session was over ‘til tomorrow. They were 
having a big pow wow.  
 They offered me one of the cells for the night and are keeping it open. I’m a 
guest. No motel/B&B rooms available in town.  
 They’re letting me charge my iPhone. I’m getting a queasy feeling about all 
of this. Later.” 
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“Today’s Saturday September 4, 2016. Just after 8 a.m.. Had a fitful sleep on the 
cell cot. Can’t imagine someone serving out a twenty year sentence on one of 
those. My body’s all twisted after just one shitty night. 
 “Morse went over to Carl’s house to have another talk with Diane. They’re 
desperate to make be blink. They did bring me an egg McMuffin though. I’ll sign 
off for now. I’ll turn this on again, if their game continues. But I doubt that it will.” 

“Here we go again folks. Recorder on.“  
 “I apologize for being so late Mr.Red. Shit it’s almost ten! Thanks for your 
patience. It’s good practice for you, ‘cause you’ll need a lot of it in the joint.” 
 “ You’re still on to your jealousy theory I see Morse?” 
 “ I wouldn’t call it a theory Mr. Red. Actually, Diane and I had a most 
interesting chat.  She said that you forced her out of the house yesterday, told her to 
take the rest of the day off. You told her that you had everything under control, and 
that you could take care of Carl. She said she was very uncomfortable leaving the 
two of you alone, since your argument had gotten so hot and heavy.” 
 “ She had laid out his dinner instructions and had done all her chores, so 
there was no need for her to stay. I wanted to be alone with my friend, to mend 
things in private. Carl said Diane was a complete snoop, by the way.” 
 “ Did you wheel Carl to the pool Mr. Red?” 
 “No. I already told you, he threw me out before he went anywhere near it.” 
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 “ But, by your own account, and Diane’s, he was very weak, and drunk. 
Could he have even mustered up the strength to wheel himself? Wasn’t he too 
weak, and that’s why you, his dear friend, offered your assistance?” 
 “I was so mad at him. He had already refused my offer to assist him. So I 
never gave it a second thought. I wish I had. Which do you think detective that he 
drowned by accident, or committed suicide?” 
 “I guess you haven’t been listening to me Tom…  
 “You know what I think Mr. Red? I think that you told your dear sick friend 
that you’d wheel him down to the pool and help him in and out. But instead you 
pushed your unsuspecting friend in, and you took off all of your clothes and 
jumped in after him. You held Carl under ‘till he stopped breathing. Then you left 
him alone in his deadman’s float, dried yourself off, put on your clothes, and tidied 
up any evidence that would suggest that you had been down there. You went back 
into the house, threw your towel, not Carl’s, into the laundry bin, and left through 
the front door.  No hurray, because who was going to come by? You had covered 
that detail when you had sent Diane home earlier. 
 “Now you’ll have to excuse me once more Tom, I apologize. I scheduled a 
phone conversation with Joyce Britton. You know her well, correct?” 
 “ Sure. She used to be my agent, and Carl’s too. So do you really need me 
any longer Morse?  I have to arrange my travel plans, since they changed 
yesterday. Aren’t I free to go?” 
 “ Sit tight Tommy boy. Play a game of solitaire with your iPhone, that I see 
there in your pocket. This should only take fifteen minutes or so.” 
 I don’t know what Joyce could tell him that I haven’t already. Signing off 
again, be back when the master sleuth returns..” 

“Well, well. Did I ever have an informative discussion with Ms.Britton. She told 
me an awful lot of things that you somehow overlooked, or more to the point, 
withheld from me Mr. Red. Shame on you.” 
 “ Like what detective Morse, my horoscope sign?” 
 “ Why don’t you rethink your surreptitious strategy Tom, and come clean 
with everything that happened yesterday. Confess why you came to visit Carl? It’s 
not too late. Hell, it might even sway me a bit.” 
 “ What, did Joyce badmouth me for not being a team player?  And she’s 
bitter because Carl fired her and did everything on his own. He couldn’t see cutting 
her in for fifteen percent, if he was the one writing the novels and hustling their 
sales.” 
 “ Well then this might come as a bit of a shock to you..( and I thought you 
said you were so close with Carl?), but Ms. Britton is Carl Evan’s agent. He 
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rehired her six months ago, once his health had gotten worse. I can see that this 
little bit of information stunned you Mr. Red. Cat got your tongue Tommy?” 
 “ He, he never mentioned it to me. Probably didn’t want to hurt my feelings 
because he knew I have no respect for her.” 
 “ Is that because she dropped you from her stable of writers Mr.Red? You 
weren’t producing. She said you were angry about her spending her attention and 
efforts on Carl’s works, not yours. Ms. Britton said you always competed with 
Carl, trying to best him, But she said he didn’t even notice , or care.How sad for 
you.  
 She said you had this insecurity about your work, had this cloud of doom 
hanging over you. You knew you were the better writer of the two, but you never 
got the recognition you deserved, or so you thought.This sound pretty accurate 
Tommy?”  
 “ Cut the Tommy crap Mr. Marple. Revisionist history is a very dangerous 
tool detective. Evidence and motive hold up much better in court.” 
 ‘I’m talking present Tom, not past. Carl told Ms. Britton that you were 
desperate, strapped for cash, but didn’t want a hand out. That’s commendable. 
Especially not from the man you so envied. So she said that you had ghosted the 
novel,  Lifeless Death, and that you had begged Carl to put his name on it. Ride his 
coattails to success. Not a bad strategy, and motive wouldn’t you say. Do I need to 
go on?” 
 “ Go ahead detective. You thinking about writing a true detective account of 
all this? I’m fascinated by your fiction. Might know an agent you can query.” 
 “Very well Mr.Red. Ms. Britton told me that Carl, reluctantly,( in order to 
help his dear friend), said ok to your collaboration proposal. She said she told him 
it was too much of a distraction for him and that he shouldn’t do it. But Carl told 
her that you were his closest friend, had already written the novel, and that it was 
complete and tight. It wouldn’t take too much of his effort, or time. Shall I go on? 
 “But after re-reading the book, Carl called you and said he wanted to change 
the ending. You know, where the terminally ill writer, ( who could that be?), plans 
his own death, and makes it look like his drunken partner did it. The book becomes 
a blockbuster hit, the writer’s legacy is solidified by immense fame and fortune, 
the hated partner is locked up in jail, and the writer’s ego can rest in peace 
knowing that he’s written, and more importantly, pulled off a real gem! Not bad 
Mr.Red if I may say so. 
 “Shall I go on? Carl wanted to change the ending because he told you it had 
been done before, and that it seemed so transparent and self aggrandizing. But you 
were adamant that it must remain just as you had written. And you demanded that 
he not tell anyone about the ending, until you and he could talk through the details, 
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in person. You booked the next plane to Boston and got yourself here to Houlton 
asap.  
 “You didn’t know that Carl had kept his agent in the loop though. He didn’t 
want to tell you about Ms. Britton being back with him and all, because, as you 
figured, he didn’t want to hurt your feelings. 
 “Let me see. Your silence is speaking volumes by the way Mr. Red.. 
 “Diane told me that as soon as you arrived in Mars Hills, you were vexed. 
You argued with Carl from the get go. She heard you say, ( she’s a snoop didn’t 
you mention?), that the ending had to stay. You were adamant that it was the irony 
that the book needed, since, after all, Carl was in fact terminally ill and famous. 
You worked hard to wear him down didn’t you Tom? 
 “She said that you battled with him over the percentage rights too. You 
didn’t even have it out to a publisher, yet you were already divvying up the profits 
Tom? Was that so the split would be documented, in writing, in case of an 
unfortunate accident? You didn’t want his estate to be the beneficiary of your 
brilliant novel.You wanted it all. The money and the accolades. 
 “ Sorry, I intentionally glossed over the most incriminating fact that I just 
mentioned, because I wanted to see your reaction. You knew for quite some time 
that Carl was dying. That’s what prompted you to write Lifeless in the first place. 
He told you he was on his last legs a year or so ago, maybe longer even. But why 
then did you tell me an outright lie last night, that you didn’t know his condition 
was terminal. You said that yesterday was the first time you’d heard about his sad 
fate? 
 “Getting warm enough in here for you Tom?. 
 “Carl only told you and Ms. Britton about his imminent death. He didn't 
even tell Diane, because he was a humble man and didn’t want people, and the 
press, to fondle all over him. He wanted to go in peace Tom. But you couldn’t give 
him that could you?  You selfish piece of….You saw Carl’s demise as your own 
resurrection.  
 “You see the problem Tom? You thought that you were the only one whom 
Carl had confided in. Just like you thought you were the only one, beside him, who 
knew of the suicide ending to your book. 
 “Those creative, evil wheels started turning real fast in your head. You 
couldn’t believe your stroke of good luck, for once. Carl was going to die anyway, 
so you were just there to speed things up for your dear old friend. You know, help 
him out, circumvent the decaying process, let him go while he still had a little 
dignity left. 
 “You had this brilliant idea for a sure-fire hit for a long time Tom. It had 
been handed right to you over a year ago, by none other than your friend and rival, 
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Carl Evans. You came to Maine with the sole purpose of killing Carl, and reaping 
millions off of his tragic death.  
 “It’s complicated I must admit. But once the parts start to fit, the puzzle gets 
all that easier to solve.  
 “You tried to make his death look like he had copied the ending of your 
book to the letter. And, therefore, made you the fall guy. (Sounds plausible, 
resembles the sardonic twist that’s always been Carl’s forte. The irony that the 
originator of the tale, you, would have sealed your own fate by writing your own 
incarceration, in your own novel. Wow!). 
 “Of course you took the calculated risk that it’d be easy to point out his sick 
motives. You’d remind everyone that Carl had set you up because, as he often said 
in public, he was jealous of your natural writing skills. You’d claim that he was a 
mass-producer not the quality author that you are. And couple that with the fact 
that he was bitter because his days were numbered., and there you have Carl’s 
motive.” 
 “ Wait a second Morse. Enough of your fiction! This is better than anything 
Carl or I could have ever dreamt up. You might want to put down the badge and 
pick up a pen detective. 
 “I thought I’d just sit back and let you stumble upon the truth of my 
innocence. But once again I‘ve underestimated the brilliance of Carl Evans, and 
the lack thereof, of our men in uniform. 
 “Look, all, or most of what you just said, is true, or a variation of the truth. I 
did know of Carl’s illness almost a year ago. But I thought it was just him being his 
typical overly dramatic, exaggerated self. Ever since Nancy had died he’d become 
such an incorrigible hypochondriac. Ask Diane, she’ll tell ya. It wasn’t until I saw 
him yesterday that it hit me, that he was in fact terminal. I was shocked and afraid 
for him. I swear I’m being straight with you Morse. 
 “We did argue about rights, but it was Carl who brought it up, and he was 
the one all exorcized about it. I’m broke, and would be happy with any piece of the 
pie I could get. And I knew full well we’d be using his fame to make this happen, 
and I was down with that. He seemed to be over acting. His anger was forced. He 
tried hard to get me all stirred up because he knew I have a short fuse, and that I’d 
yell right back at him. Now I see why. He staged it for nosy Diane to hear. The 
clever son of a bitch!. Don’t you see?” 
 “Your very slick Tom. But I wonder why your shrewdness hasn’t manifested 
itself into at least one bestseller?” 
 “ Ouch!  
 “You’ll probably find this hard to believe Morse, but I admired the hell out 
of him; applauded his successes. But Carl was pissed at the ease of how I’m able to 
write, and that I am always full of new ideas. He envied me because I wasn’t stuck 
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to my own success.Yes, in fact he was a mass-producer and it ate him up. He told 
me that he felt trapped into writing the same sort of crap that his demanding 
audience expected of him.” 
 “Jealous Tom, please define your take on what a mass-producer is.” 
 “ Look Morse, every writer knows that if the author’s name on the cover is 
much larger than the title’s,  it’s probably shit. 
 “The man had an ego the size of Maine. He’s the one who asked me to come 
here, not vise versa. He loved my new book, and the proposal I brought to him. He 
saw that it would solidifying his legacy. Those were his words, not mine.” 
 “But Tom, this is the ultimate reason why you would want to kill him. 
Because deep down you couldn’t handle what you saw as a grave injustice. You 
loathed that, despite your superior talents, he was success personified, and your 
were failure’s poster child.” 
 “ Look, I’m genuinely stunned by Carl’s mocking genius, in setting me up as 
his murderer. Bravo to him! Woe is me. Boy I didn’t see it coming, that’s for sure. 
 “Think about it detective. Jealous that I came up with the story, knowing that 
he’s dying anyway, and wanting to put an end to his misery now, as you suggested, 
Carl followed our book to a tee. But in his subtle, signature slight of hand, he left 
clues, in real life, that suggested that I’d in fact gone off script. For his own vanity, 
Carl had to make it look obvious to everyone that he hadn’t taken the easy way out 
by committing suicide, (that could taint his legacy), he’d been murdered. Follow 
me?   
 “So you see, he set me up, just like in my book. But this time, instead of a 
suicide made to look like murder, he sprinkled clues to make it look like I did in 
fact murder him. My heads spinning..He worked awfully hard to pull this off. 
 “People couldn’t say that he’d followed the book ending, that’d be too 
cheesy. However, by committing suicide, but making it look like he was murdered, 
it would build unprecedented sympathy, and heighten his legacy. That’s why I’m 
here right now. I handed him the perfect exit strategy. Fuck!  
 “His fame would be intact, and he could die with a smile on his face. 
Because there’d be no doubt that I, the envious understudy, who had written the 
book, had killed him so that I could reap all the booty. I’m humbled, and at the 
same time very much shaken, that he still had this sort of brilliance left in him. 
Right to the grave.” 
 “ Quite an amazing rendition Mr Red.That’s an awful lot you’re asking me 
to swallow though. I’d need to take one hell of a leap of faith to buy such far-
fetched reasoning.” 
 “ But is it so far-fetched Morse? Please at least consider it. Reasonable doubt 
at least? My life‘s at stake here!” 
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“ Diane and Ms. Britton both said that Carl told them you were adamant, even 
forceful, in demanding that the ending stayed exactly as you wrote it. Why so 
stubborn about an ending that’s been done before? An ending that had him, the 
author, killing himself.  
 “I’m know I’m stating the obvious now, but you wanted us to believe that he 
had agreed to the ending. You wanted me to figure out that he knew he was writing 
his swan song. The grand finale.” 
  “There never was an argument over the ending, Come on,Carl loved it. He 
found it campy. He lied to Joyce and Diane. Just like he lied about me being angry 
over royalties. I needed him, so why would I kill the golden goose? Hell, I 
wouldn’t have cared if he changed the ending into a musical, as long as we got it 
published and I got paid.”(Very long pause on the recorder).. 
 “You just won’t admit it will you Mr. Red? Well, what I think is that you’re a 
hell of a lot more clever than Carl was, and maybe a bit too clever for your own 
good. But until I have the evidence, and I’ll find something believe me, I can’t 
keep you any longer. I apologize for detaining you overnight, you are free to be on 
your way. 
 “However, don’t entertain any ideas of leaving the country for the next 
several months. I get the feeling we’ll be in touch again. 
 “You know why I’m still biting at your heels Mr. Red? Beside the obvious 
fact that I don’t buy your story? I still don’t see the grief in your eyes. Your dear, 
dear friend has died and you haven’t exhibited an iota of remorse. 
 “I know you did it Tom. You’re the one who stands to acquire all the bennies 
from his death. Carl told Joyce that he’d left you money in his Will too. You want 
me to believe that this charitable bequeath was just another one of his set ups? He 
loved you as his dear friend, and you betrayed a dying man. 
 “ With Carl six feet under, you’d have a blockbuster hit on your hands, and 
more importantly, you’d have bested the master at last. The irony that it was with 
his own life, is very clever Tom. You’d never have to compete with him again, or 
live in his shadow, a shadow that your envy had created.” 
 Detective Morse watched Tom Vermillion leave the station and drive off, 
presumably to the airport. Still three quarters certain that Tom had murdered Carl, 
Morse went into his office and phoned Joyce Britton. He told her what had 
transpired, and thanked her for all her input. About to hang up, he asked her if there 
were any other stories, or articles that Carl had been working on, that perhaps he 
should peruse for possible clues? 
 “No detective Morse. I’m afraid that Carl wasn’t able to physically write 
anything for a year or more. He shook so.” 
 “ Then how was he able to add his touches to Lifeless Death?” 
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“Tom had given him the terrific idea to use the recorder app on his cell phone, and 
to dictate everything to Diane. She does…did, all his word-processing ever since.” 
  
The detective and patrolman Roberts drove at top speed over to Mars Hills. He had 
phoned Diane on the ride there, and told her to stay put until they arrived. 
 When Morse rushed into Carl Evans’ home he asked Diane where his 
cellphone was. 
 “ Right there on the desktop, I haven’t touched a thing since he..,” she had 
trouble saying the word. 
 Yesterday they had checked Carl’s cellphone, for recent calls, voice, text and 
email messages, and contacts as well, ( that’s how they found Joyce Britton’s 
number in fact),  but they had never thought to listen to the recorder. Why would 
they have? 
 Patrolman Roberts fiddled with the Motorola Droid and located the recorder 
app. 
 They listened for clues. Morse was hoping to hear Carl say that he disliked 
the story’s ending, or something to that effect. But to his great surprise, and good 
fortune, Carl had been cognizant enough to have turned on the recorder near the 
end of his confrontation with Tom Vermillion. 
 They heard Tom demand that Carl not change the ending, or else. Then Carl 
sounded fearful and suspicious of Tom, he begged, “Why are you doing this Tom? 
Is money that important to you that you are so blinded by it? I only have so many 
days left on this earth, you wouldn’t deny your dying friend a last gasp at life 
would you?” 
 Then they heard a crashing sound, followed by Carl’s moans, and Tom’s 
angry diatribe. He spewed venom at the fallen man. He bragged how easy it was, 
because of Carl’s huge ego, to have tricked him into not seeing the obvious, that 
his staged suicide would leave behind a blockbuster hit. ( Carl’s final novel a 
homage to his own death). And Tom would reap half the royalties, so that he could 
start anew.  
 How could he pass up the great opportunity that had fallen into his lap?  If 
he hadn’t acted fast, Carl would soon die and he, Tom, would be left with nothing. 
He felt as if he had no choice. 
 The last words heard on the recorder were, “Let’s wheel your sorry ass off to 
the pool Carl, for that underwater exercise that doctor Vermillion ordered,” Tom 
said. 
 Morse called ahead to the airport authorities and told them to hold all 
outgoing flights. He and Roberts sped toward the Houlton International Airport.
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