NOTE NOTE NOTE: Rewrite. Not victim #5. Victim #3. That makes it officially a serial killer but they don’t call in the Feds ‘til #4. Gives Kathleen a chance to work, and doesn’t look like she’s been sitting idly while people are dying.











Kathleen’s timeline:





DOB: January 17, 1971


lived with Mark Colson and Aunt Denise Colson until July 4, 1976 as Michelle Colson in Michigan - ‘mother’ named Rachel


Nurse Kathleen Grady kidnapped her and took her to Dallas


Met Daniel O’Banion April 7, 1979


Adopted by Daniel O’Banion November 15, 1979


Learned of Immortality January 17, 1981


Started college fall, 1989


BS Comp Sci 1993


MS Comp Sci 1995


DOD: May 6, 1995


go to Seacouver 7-16-95


go to Cascade 9-3-97





Fall 1997 – working on MS History at Rainier








Sentinel Canon Timeline:





95-96 season


Switchman 


Pilot episode -- Jim Ellison's senses go out of control while a bomber stalks the city. He meets grad student Blair Sandburg who offers to help him gain control. �Siege 


Terrorists take over the police station when Blair is getting his police observer credentials. �The Killers 


Ellison's credibility as a witness is questionned when he testifies about a killer he saw with his enhanced eyesight. �The Debt 


Warehouse drug lab explosion leaves Sandburg homeless. �Cypher 


Psychopathic serial killer targets Sandburg. �Night Train 


Cold medecine sends Ellison's senses out of control. �Rogue 


Ellison is blackmailled into stealing a top secret super plane through the threat of the release of a virulent virus. �Love and Guns 


Sandburg falls for a gun runner's daughter. �Attraction 


Ellison develops an uncontrollable passion for a robbery/murder suspect. �Vow of Silence 


Sandburg and Ellison are trapped in a remote monastery along with an unknown killer. 





96-97 Season


Flight 


Season opener -- Ellison returns to Peru to rescue Simon and his son. �Out of the Past 


Ellison and Sandburg guard a pop singer who is stalked by a madman from her past. �Deep Water 


Ellison tries to clear the name of his deceased ex-partner. �Reunion 


While attending a class reunion, Simon is framed for murder. �Payback 


Ellison and Sandburg attempt to stop a gang war. �True Crime 


A video-reality film crew jeapordizes a police case. �Ice Man 


Ellison and Sandburg protect a prostitute involved in an extortion ring. �The Rig 


Ellison and Sandburg investigate a death on an offshore oil rig. �Spare Parts 


Sandburg's mother comes for a visit just as the guys go undercover to catch violent car jackers. �Second Chance 


A woman from Sandburg's past (Maya from the Love and Guns episode) returns to Cascade seeking help from the guys. �Black or White 


Cascade is wracked by a series of church bombings. �Blind Man's Bluff 


During a investigation into the designer drug Golden, Ellison loses his eyesight. �Hear No Evil 


Ellison's hearing is augmented to new levels, which he has difficulty controlling �Light My Fire 


Cascade P.D. investigates a serial arsonist. �Secret 


Ellison is kidnapped by a former military intelligence officer �Dead Drop 


Ellison must save hostages (Sandburg among them) in a high-rise elevator �Red Dust 


Ellison and Sandburg look for stolen uranium in the Russian emigre community �Smart Alec 


A teenage genius and wannabe detective complicates Ellison's murder investigation �Private Eyes 


Ellison's powers, and his patience, are tested when the parents of a kidnapped girl bring in a psychic to help find her �Vanishing Act 


Jim sights a man who was supposed to have died in prison �Pennies From Heaven 


The wreck of an armoured car on an overpass sends a rain of money into a poor neighborhood �Survival 


Simon is kidnapped by escaping criminal, and Jim and Blair must find him in the deep forest �Brother's Keeper 


There is a murder at the race track where Simon's horse is racing �Sleeping Beauty 


Season finale -- Jim and Blair protect a young woman who has been in a coma since she was 12 years old 





97-98 Season


Warriors 


Season opener -- The jungle comes to Cascade and the black panther reappears �3-Point Shot 


Basketball episode �The Girl Next Door 


Blair's romantic interest in a new neighbor gets him kidnapped during a drug theft by her ex-boyfriend �Poachers 


While on a fishing excursion, Jim and Blair become involved in an investigation with game wardens to stop poachers selling endangered wildlife parts �Inside Man 


Jim goes undercover with a gangster's family after saving the life of a mob kingpin's grandson �Vendetta 


A psychotic suffering from road rage stalks Jim after an almost traffic accident �Fool Me Twice 


Jim uncovers a plot to assassinate a peace activist on the eve of a human rights conference �Storm Warnings 


When Jim and Blair visit Ellison's cousin, a Coast Guard lighthouse keeper on a remote island, they rescue a young woman and become targets for a gang lord looking for information she has stolen �Red Ice 


Ellison crosses paths with an old adversary from his days in Peru, a sort of high-tech sentinel, who is assassinating Russian diamond smugglers �Dead Certain 


Introduction of Cassie Welles as Cascade's new Forensics Chief, as our guys investigate a murder in which a man was thrown from a plane. �Breaking Ground 


An archeologist has been murdered at a dig for historic harbourfront buildings at a new building site. Cassie and Blair break the encryption on recovered keys to a long-buried treasure vault. �Prisoner X 


Jim goes under cover at the Starkville State Correctional Institute after an imprisoned friend dies there. �The Trance 


Jim and Blair investigate a murder of a cop who was found dead in the Cuban district of Cascade. �Mirror Image 


A past case of Cassie's comes back to haunt her, and Blair goes undercover in a mental hospital to find out who's behind the gruesome murders. �Finkleman's Folly 


After Simon is shot and hospitalized, his temporary replacement sets out to prove herself by revoking Blair's observer status. �Sweet Science 


Jim and Blair investigate the murder of a rising boxer, Blair's friend. �Remembrance 


When a professor who is doing research on serial killers turns up dead, and a picture of Ellison as a boy is found at the crime scene, Ellison is confronted with the forgotten trauma of having seen a murder during his childhood. �Love Kills 


While working on an opium-smuggling/murder case, Ellison runs into an old flame and his feelings for her are instantly rekindled. �Crossroads 


Jim, Blair and Simon are trapped in a small town under medical quarantine, only to discover that the medical emergency is an elaborate set-up for hijacking. �Foreign Exchange 


A new female detective from Australia (Inspector Megan Conner) is introduced, part of an Officer Exchange program. �Neighborhood Watch 


After Jim's US Marshal friend is killed, Jim, Blair, and Megan go undercover to find a federal protected witness who is the target of a U.S. Marshal gone bad. �Night Shift 


A car thief and a self-proclaimed angel witness a murder. City services are on strike, the homeless are camped out in the Cascade PD, and there's an alligator loose in the building's ventilation system. �Sentinel Too 


Third season finale. Another sentinel invades Jim's turf, and there is a battle over Blair. Cliffhanger.





98-99 Season


Sentinel Too, Part Two


Blair and Jim and Alex.


4-Point Shot 


This is a sort of a sequel to both the first season episode Siege and the third season episode 3-Point Shot. Garett Kincaid (Siege) escapes from prison and takes over a basketball stadium filled with 18,000 people. Blair, Simon and Daryl are trapped on the inside; Jim and Joel are trying to rescue them from the outside.�Dead End on Blank Street 


This episode is a bit of a departure in that it will be filmed in a film noir pastiche style, with lots of Ellison voice over, Black and White flashbacks, and an Internal Affairs Investigator who has evidence that could take both Jim and Blair out of Major Crimes.�Murder 101 


This was the first episode filmed for the 4th season, but is not the sequel to Sentinel Too, last season's cliff-hanger finale. The episode features some "very bad students." Blair loses his cool, and Jim tries to help his friend through some serious trouble at Rainier U. The University Chancellor isn't thrilled with Blair's attendance records over the last three years.�The Real Deal 


An ex-TV-detective thinks he's as good as the character he once played on the air. He is teamed with our guys and proceeds to drive them nuts. 








This fic is set in fall ’97, early third season. Sometime after Warriors, sometime before Dead Certain. Though the dream sequence at the beginning is in summer ’97.








She opened her eyes to find herself lying on the ground in the woods. She knew this place, but she hadn’t been here since she was 16. She sat up and looked around, feeling groggy from sleep. The sunlight was filtering down through the leaves of the trees, leaving little clue as to time or direction. There was a gentle breeze blowing, and Kathleen stood shakily, wondering why she was here.





Something…maybe a sound, maybe just a feeling…caused her to look behind her. She saw a wolf and a black jaguar walking slowly towards her, between the trees. A sudden burst of wind buffeted her and a hawk dropped from…somewhere…just as the animals on foot reached her. She felt no fear. She’d met this particular bird before, and she felt no danger from the jaguar or wolf. The hawk would not have brought danger to her without warning, anyway.





“The wind is blowing, then?” she asked.





The hawk hovered in mid-air just a few feet in front of her, then slowly morphed into a human form. The woman looked into green eyes, identical to her own, as her guide nodded. “The wind blows, and you must follow, Windwalker.”





“Where?”





The scenery around her changed. Old buildings, walkways between them…it looked like a college. Turning her head, she saw a placard that read “Rainier University”. 





“Why?”





“The Guardian and his Guide will need you soon. One of the Forever Young will be attacking their tribe. They must be protected.”





She inclined her head to show that she understood and accepted, and the forest faded, leaving her in her own bed.





“Now I just have to find out where Rainier University is.”








“No.”





“Jim, come on.”





“I am not going on a blind date.” Jim glared at the young man in the passenger seat of his truck, but it had no effect.





“Hey, she’s pretty, she’s smart, she’s working on a master’s degree in history,” Blair cast a sideways glance at his partner and grinned as he added slyly, “and she’s a redhead.”





Jim rolled his eyes. “If she’s so great, why don’t you ask her out, Sandburg?”





“For one, she’s my student, man. I can’t date my students. That’s, like, unethical. Otherwise, I would. Besides, I’m…umm…not her type, really.” Blair’s voice gradually lowered until Jim had to turn up his hearing to catch the end of the sentence.





Jim laughed. “You did ask her out and she said no.”





Blair looked sheepish. “Not exactly. We *are* friends, man. She TA’s some of the computer classes and we have some students in common, so we got to know each other pretty quickly. I may have mentioned something about maybe getting together after the semester was over and she was out of my class…. Maybe you shouldn’t laugh so hard while you’re driving, Jim.”





“So what makes you think she’d be interested in going out with me when she turned you down?”





“She saw that picture of me and you on my office wall and asked about you. We got to talking about why a post-grad student in anthropology has an ex-military cop for a best friend and roommate, and Kat said you sounded like a very interesting guy. She’s definitely interested.” Blair was smiling again as he wiggled his eyebrows at Jim.





“Cat? Her name is Cat?”





“Oh, it’s short for Kathleen. Kathleen O’Banion. She’s got a very pretty Irish accent, kind of soft.”





“Red hair and green eyes, huh?”





“Oh yeah.”





Jim sighed and caved as they pulled into the police station’s parking garage. “All right, Chief, you can set it up, if she wants to.”





Blair chuckled as he climbed out of the truck and slung his backpack onto his shoulder. “You are not gonna regret this one, Jim.”





Jim just shook his head as he followed his energetic partner into the station. “I already do.”








“Sandburg! Ellison! My office!” Captain Simon Banks’ voice bellowed through the bullpen just seconds after the detective and his partner had stepped foot into the bullpen.





Jim and Blair looked at each other and shrugged. “It wasn’t me, Jim! I haven’t been here for two days!” Blair grinned up at his best friend’s glare.





“I don’t think he’s that mad at us just for being late, Chief,” Jim replied as he held open the door to Simon’s office for Blair to enter.





As soon as the two were seated in front of his desk, Simon handed over a folder. “The headhunter hit again last night.”





“Damn.” Jim cursed quietly as he glanced at the pictures in the folder. “Number 3.”





Simon nodded. “Yes. Funny thing is, this one was in the victim's home again."





Jim’s head jerked up and looked at Simon. “Same MO as the first?”





"Looks that way, Jim."





The detective's jaw muscle was pulsing as he glanced over the folder, then glanced back up at his commanding officer, "We'll get right on it."





Simon watched as his best team turned around and headed back for the elevator they’d just left. He took off his glasses and put one hand to the bridge of his nose. He knew that if anyone could find anything at the scene, it would be Jim. He just hoped they’d be in time to stop this killer before he struck again.








The blue and white pickup pulled up in front of a small apartment building. Several black-and-whites were parked around, as well as the forensics van. Jim and Blair jumped out of the truck and headed for the uniformed cop at the front door.





“What’ve we got, Parks?” Ellison asked.





“No much so far, sir. The victim’s apartment is on the second floor. Five other apartments on that floor, only one person home. She didn’t hear or see anything, and if her husband did, he didn’t mention it before he went to work this morning.”





Jim headed up the stairs, his partner right behind him. The officer followed as he continued his briefing.





“The office manager found the body at one o’clock. Mr. Davis, that’s our dead guy, was supposed to meet her for lunch at noon. She got worried, let herself in, and found him. She says she didn’t touch anything but the doorknob. Just backed out, lost what was left of her breakfast in the hall there, then called 911 from her office.”





Jim quickly dialed down his sense of smell as they got closer to the scene, and nodded to Officer Parks. “I assume someone’s got the list of tenants from her?”





“Yes, sir. My partner, Michaelson, is checking first and third floors to see if anyone else is home, but we’re not likely to find anybody right now. Ms. Graham, that’s the office manager, says that most of the tenants are young, single people who work normal office hours.”





“Most?”





“Mr. Davis, here, was the exception. Well, and the Johnsons in 206 I already mentioned. Newlyweds. But Mr. Davis here was a freelance photographer. Ms. Graham said he kept odd hours. Never knew when he was going to be in or out.”





“Thank you, Officer Parks. I appreciate the update.” Jim nodded tersely as the young officer headed back downstairs. Jim shot a concerned look at his partner before they entered the apartment door. “You okay with this, Chief?”





Blair seemed a little pale, but steady. “Yeah. I mean, this is the third one. I can handle it. I’m not going to be *okay*, exactly, but you need me here. We have to catch this guy, the pressure is on, and I know you’re stressed, which means I am *not* going to let you look over this scene without me. Understood?”





Jim could only grin as his friend grew adamant. “Understood. Let’s go.”





They stepped through the doorway together, Blair one step behind his older partner. The Sentinel did a quick visual sweep of the living room as they entered, not finding anything out of the ordinary. At least, nothing they weren’t expecting from the headhunter’s previous MO. No signs of a struggle, but the desk at the end of the room had empty drawers standing open, and a computer standing open underneath it.





Blair knelt down next to the tower computer on the floor. One glance and he nodded at Jim. “Hard drive’s missing. Again. These guys *obviously* have information the Hunter doesn’t want anyone to know about. So why can’t we find a connection between them?” Blair let out his breath in an exasperated huff and ran his hand through his hair.





Jim ducked his head into the dining area to his right and glanced into the kitchen. Nothing, as he’d expected. He turned the other direction, toward the bedroom, and heard his partner take a deep breath before following.





The sight that greeted them was both startling and expected. They knew what they were going to find: a decapitated body. But it was still startling, because that wasn’t something you could just ‘get used to’, even if you’ve seen the same thing twice in the past three weeks. This victim, like the first, had been killed in his sleep as he lay on his bed. No signs of struggle, just a body whose head had rolled off the pillow and onto the floor. Blood soaked deeply into the bed sheets and mattress below.





Jim addressed the forensics officer who was still hovering over the body, taking notes. “Mike, you got anything for me this time?”





The smaller Mexican man, Michael Fernandez, looked up from his notebook. “Hey, Jim. Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that? No, never mind. The answer is no, nothing new. We checked everything you noticed the first time, after finding the dead computer. There do appear to be some books missing from the bookshelf in the living room, and it looks like someone went through his dresser drawers over there. Obviously whatever files he kept in his desk are gone, and we can’t find any personal information anywhere in the apartment. No wallet, no address book, no mail, nothing. The front door’s lock was picked; there’s only a few scratches on it. We don’t expect to find any fingerprints, but we dusted in the normal places: all over the dresser, the desk, the door and the bookcase. We both know the guy’s wearing gloves, though. Not a single print that didn’t belong in either of the other sites.” Mike shook his head. “I’m about done here. The coroner’s wagon should be by in an hour. *You* let *me* know if there’s anything else I should be looking at.”





Fernandez headed out, leaving the two partners alone. Blair’s hand went to Jim’s back and when he spoke, his voice was pitched low, what Jim thought of as his ‘Guide voice’. “Ok, Jim, let’s start with scent. Filter out the blood and Ms. Graham’s breakfast out in the hall, and let’s catalogue what’s here.”





“Zest soap. Clairol Herbal Essence shampoo. For dry hair,” he added in a wry tone with a glance at Blair.





“What?”





Jim shook his head. “You’re the one who had me cataloguing shampoo and soap scents this summer. Now I get to know our victim had dry hair.” He stopped suddenly and cocked his head. “Parks said this guy was a photographer, right?”





“Yeah. And if that’s some of his work on the wall in the living room, he’s pretty good, too.”





“I smell developing chemicals.”





“Maybe he went to his lab yesterday?”





“No, too strong for that.” Jim stepped over to the closet and pushed aside the sliding door. He saw only clothes, but the scent was stronger in here, he was sure of it. He pushed the clothes aside and scanned the back wall of the closet, suddenly realizing there was a seam in it. He ran his finger up the seam, across the top of what was obviously a doorway, and down the other side, stopping about waist-level when his fingers found an indentation. Grasping it, he pulled the door aside and stepped into the small room, turning his mental dial up to see in the photographer’s darkroom. He looked around and quickly found the pull chain for the single overhead bulb and turned it on, remembering to turn the dial back down first.





Blair stepped up to the door behind him, but didn’t follow him in. There wasn’t room for the both of them, but Blair looked around eagerly. “Anything?”





Jim answered slowly, “Oh yeah, I think so.” He reached for one of the pictures hanging to dry and passed it to Blair, “Take a look at this.”





Blair looked down at the picture in his hands and gasped, “Oh my God, is this what I think it is?” Blair looked up at Jim and saw Jim's jaw clenching.





“Looks like we have a motive for this murder, at least. Mr. Davis saw something he shouldn't have.”





Blair looked back down at the picture in his hand. It was a night shot, and the lighting wasn't good, but the situation was fairly clear. One man knelt on the ground, blood on his clothes, and a sword lay on the ground beside him. The other man stood over him, his sword obviously coming down in a deadly arc toward the kneeling man's head.





“What the hell is this?” Jim 





<quickening picture>


















































“Damn it!”





Blair looked up quickly, “What is it, Jim?”





“I’ve been looking through the listing we compiled of all the decapitation murders across the country. I know we didn’t find any links to this guy’s MO last time, but I wanted to check again.”





Blair nodded. He understood Jim’s frustration. Five bodies now and not a single lead or a suspect. Ellison was ready to try anything at this point.





“So, what did you find this time?”





“A name that didn’t stand out to me the first time I went through this file, Chief, because it wasn’t part of a string of murders, just a single incident. In 1994, a couple were murdered by decapitation in their home. Their 23-year-old daughter found their bodies, but from the report she was apparently never considered a suspect. They never solved the case.”





“So what’s different now?”





“What’s different is that I recognize the name this time. The couple found decapitated was Daniel and Sarah O’Banion.”





Blair paled and looked up into his partner’s icy glare. “The daughter was Kathleen?”





“Got it in one. Interesting that she never mentioned how her parents were killed, even though she knew about this case. I think we need to ask her some questions about her parents’ deaths, don’t you?”





“Jim, Kat could never—” Blair started to protest.





“Do you know that, Sandburg?” Jim interrupted. “Do we really know that? Because you and I do not have the best track record when it comes to trusting the opposite sex, Chief.”








Jim paused before knocking on the door to Kathleen’s apartment and cocked his head in what Blair recognized as his listening posture. Blair placed his hand on Jim’s shoulder to ground him, and waited to find out what Jim was hearing.





“Joe? I’ve been trying to get a hold of you since yesterday! I want you to pull Michelle out.”





/* Michelle? */ Jim wondered, then remembered that was her roommate’s name.





“Kathleen, you know I can’t do that. Why?” Jim heard a male voice on the other end of the line.





“Because the detective on the headhunter case gave me some details last night that have been kept out of the news. Like the fact that exactly half of their victims have strange blue tattoos on their left wrists. Damn it, Joe, why didn’t you tell me this guy is killing Watchers?”





“Kathleen…Kat. You know why I can’t give you any information.”





“Damn you, then, Joseph Dawson, because we’re no’ talking about breakin’ your oath now. ‘To observe the Immortals and their battles, staying separate and never interfering, keeping only their stories and their secret.’ This dinna have anythin’ to do with that, an’ you know it! We’re talking about *mortals*, Joseph. Your own people. An’ you’re refusin’ to even give me a name!”





/* What the hell? What does she mean “immortals and their battles”? And this Joseph Dawson knows who the murderer is? */ Jim was shocked enough that he almost missed the quiet answer.





“I can’t give you a name, Kathleen, because I don’t have one.” Joe’s voice sounded defeated and tired.





“You what?!”





“He’s killing the Watchers before he gives challenge, Kat. We haven’t seen anything. Somehow he knows. And he’s killing too regularly to be finding them by accident or even hunting. He’s got a list of Watchers in Cascade, and who their assignments are. And either he doesn’t have his own Watcher…”





“Or his Watcher won’t, or can’t, report in. Shit. I repeat, Joe, call Michelle in. She’s only 21, and this is too dangerous for her.”





“Kathleen, it’s her job.”





“No, Joe. This is beyond her job. If you don’t pull her out of Cascade, at least until this is over, I swear to you I will take her off on a wild goose chase and lose her somewhere. Maybe I’ll stash her with Connor for a while. But I came here to find a headhunter, not to endanger a child. Are you going to move her out or do I have to do it?”





Dawson’s voice sounded tired as he capitulated, “All right. Tell her to come up to Seacouver until you get this thing settled. She’s not going to like it, though. She likes the classes she’s taking.”





“I’ll cover for her. Joe, do you think our guy has gotten into your database?”





“No. That was one of the first things we checked. There hasn’t been any suspicious activity at all. I suspect he got his Watcher to give him a list. The question on my mind is whether the Watcher is voluntarily cooperating, or…”





“I almost don’t know which to hope for. I don’t like the idea of a traitor, but I don’t like the idea of a loyal Watcher being killed for his information either. Damn it, as if the Game wasn’t bad enough, this bastard has to go and twist it. Thanks, Joseph, for being straight with me. I’ll let you know if I find anything new.”





“You’d better! Kat, if you expect me to pull your Watcher, I want updates. Call me, okay?”





“I will, Joe. Hey, you haven’t told Duncan about all this, right?”





Joe chuckled. “Has he shown up at your door yet?”





Kathleen laughed out loud. “True, too true! If Uncle had any idea I was trying to track down a headhunter…well, Duncan doesn’t think anyone can take on the evil of the world except himself.”





“Well, he hasn’t read your Chronicle, Windwalker.” 





Kathleen sobered at the title. “I’ll call you, Joe.”





“Watch your head.”





Jim heard the click of a replaced receiver and knocked on the door.





