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Excerpt from Chapter 1

Peopl e who are in | ove suspect nothing or everything.

Honore de Bal zac

The body of the twenty-eight-year-old woman naned Roseanne

Sol ozano--wapped in a robin's egg blue cotton sheet and bundl ed
neatly with sisal tw ne--lay nestled anong redwoods and ferns in
a quiet, steep-banked ravine a few mles northeast of Santa
Cruz, California.

It was early May in the year 1974, and the norning fog
burned off as the sun rose higher. The day warned rapidly; the
ravine was filled with radiant splotches of sunlight filtering
through the trees, the cheerful twittering of birds and the
hidden life in the underbrush. Sone of the latter--flies, of
course, always alert, always inquisitive--had already begun
investigating the new arrival in the ravine. Crows found it
early that norning as well, and cawed to each other about the

unfam liar shape in their famliar woods.



It wasn't until dusk, however, that the body was di scovered
by a larger creature. A gray fox--which was the |ucky occupant
of a cozy den under a fallen redwod partway up the ravine's
northern bank--followed its nose to a neal just as the sun was
setting. It sniffed the wapped object carefully all over, then
set to work nethodically chewing a hole through the sheet and
the clothing beneath. Although equi pped with a beautifully
evol ved array of sharp, elegant teeth, the fox was not |arge and
strong enough to do nore than begin tentatively nibbling at the
| arge w ndfall of food that night.

Flies found the body in earnest the next norning, as soon
as the sun was high enough to warmthe air and waft the
seductive odor of fresh carrion through the ravine. They
qui ckly began maki ng use of body cavities and the |ong, deep
gash in the side of the throat to begin feeding and depositing
eggs, anticipating that their offspring would thrive by virtue
of such fortuitous placenent. Soon there would be a bl ossom ng
nursery of wiggling larva in the filtered shade of the redwoods,
as deconposition elevated the body's tenperature well above what
it had been while alive: a perfect environnent for the birth and
growt h of a healthy new generation of insects.

The fox returned that evening--the fl esh was al ready

softeni ng as deconposition progressed, nmaking it a nuch easier



task to begin ingesting the protein and nutrient-rich organs it
craved.

The first turkey vulture scented the body early the next
nmorning; the large bird was using the thermal updraft over the
ravine to lift itself to soaring altitude. Landing in the
ravine was difficult, however, due to the vulture's considerable
W ngspan; it managed to do so only after an extrenely cautious
approach that ducked bel ow t he dangerously jagged | ower |inbs of
t he over-arching redwods. Blessed with a powerful beak, a
featherl ess head (imune to the body fluids that m ght otherw se
saturate and then stiffen feathers), and an adm rabl e degree of
determ nation, it imrediately began its difficult but crucially
i nportant ecol ogi cal task, opening the body further so that
smal l er animals could also begin utilizing it. Multures being
hi ghly social birds, generous in feeding, it was soon joined by
conpani ons.

By m d-day, there were five vultures at the site, and they
were so delighted by having found such a bountiful source of
nouri shnment that they stayed on well into the evening, and then
roosted contentedly overhead that night, congenially, all in the
sane tall tree.

The weat her renai ned dry, although each norning fog rolled
in off the nearby Pacific, noistening the tissues slightly as

carrion beetl es--who specialize in utilizing drying corpses--



began laying their eggs. The small |arva hatched quickly,
f eedi ng beneath and inside the rapidly changing body.

A coyote found it, as well, and was able to renove the
entire lower half of an arm since the sinews that held bone-to-
bone were quickly losing their strength. It trotted jauntily
back to its den--for the coyote was a nother, with four grow ng
cubs to feed--with its prize.

Days progressed, turning into weeks; weeks went by, turning
into nonths. Many creatures found sustenance in the narrow
ravine, and then finally all that was left were bones and a few
shreds of faded fabric. The ravine, however, still had work to
do.

Needl es fell fromthe trees over the body, the |eaves of
deci duous plants were blown over it, and gradually it
di sappeared into leaf litter as the heavy rains of winter after
W nter--year after year--envel oped the bones gently into the
wel com ng soil

Eventual |y, Mther Nature provided for Roseanne what her

nmur derer had not: the enbrace of a grave.



