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With forty-plus years of marriage, you'd think Daniel and I would have the relationship thing all 
figured out. For the most part we do, but on this particular day we'd been traveling in our fifteen 
foot RV for two weeks and small-space-itis had set in. We argued over whose turn it was to take 
the trash to the campground dumpster. I gave in, but determined to exact my revenge with the 
silent treatment.

Our destination for the day was Mount Rushmore. Misty fog covered the mountain, so we started
our tour at the Sculptor's Studio. Ranger Lincoln Howe opened the Studio ten minutes past the 
posted time with a flustered apology.

“So sorry, folks – I'm on my own today and running late.” Howe reminded me of my cousin 
Richie, gangly with reddish-brown shaggy hair. The nervous type.
 
Ranger Howe told the story of Mount Rushmore's creation to the early morning gathering of 
tourists. The original idea had been to feature western heroes like Lewis and Clark, the Lakota 
leader Red Cloud, and Buffalo Bill Cody in the granite carvings. When designer Gutzon 
Borglum joined the team, he convinced the committee to change it to a national monument with 
carvings of Presidents Washington, Jefferson, Roosevelt, and Lincoln.

Howe also told us about his personal connection to the Mount Rushmore story – Gutzon 
Borglum was his great grandfather.

The studio fascinated me. The actual plaster model that Borglum created to carve the mountain 
was part of the exhibit. He used a pointing system and multiplied every dimension of the model 
by twelve to arrive at the dimensions of the full size carving. We thought this was an ingenious 
method given the limited technology available in the 1920s. 

As we continued our tour of the studio, we read more of the history and learned there was a dark 
side to the story. Borglum was a perfectionist, a stubborn man with a temper. He argued 
repeatedly about finances with John Boland, the chairman of the Mount Rushmore Commission.

Walking past a display of carving tools, I noticed a pool of dried blood running out from the 
bottom of the display cabinet. I called Ranger Howe over. 

“Don't worry about that,” Howe said. “I must have spilled some paint. Just stay away and I'll 
clean it up.”

“I can tell the difference between blood and paint,” I said. “I'm a retired police detective. Please 
call your superiors and open the cabinet.”

Howe reluctantly placed the call and opened the cabinet. Inside we found the body of a female 



ranger. 
 
Daniel was a medical examiner in his working life. Rigor mortis had started to set in, so he 
estimated she'd been dead for three to four hours. Soon the studio was emptied of tourists, filled 
with park officials, and surrounded with crime scene tape. Because of our backgrounds, the park 
superintendent invited us to stay. 

The murder victim was Deborah Boland who had been scheduled to work with Howe that day in 
the studio. She'd been stabbed in the neck. We found a blood-caked carving tool from the display
case jammed behind her body.

Park officials at the crime scene were shocked that anyone would want to harm Boland. “She 
was loved and respected by everyone,” Superintendent Scanlon said. “Who would want to kill 
her?”

But I had a suspect – Ranger Howe, given his odd behavior earlier. When I looked around to  
confront him, he was gone. I found him a short distance away from the studio, leaned against a 
tree, sobbing.

“I didn't mean to kill her,” Howe said. “We started work early this morning to make some 
changes to the exhibit. Then we got into an argument about our ancestors. Deborah was John 
Boland's great granddaughter. Our great grandfathers argued about the financing of Mount 
Rushmore and we continued where they left off. I grabbed the carving knife and started waving it
around. I didn't mean to hurt her.”

Later that day Howe confessed to local police; he'll serve time for manslaughter.

This was our first park detective case and led to an on-call consulting contract with the National 
Park Service. There isn't a lot of crime in the parks, but the Director wants to be able to call on 
our expertise when necessary.
 
Back at the campground that evening Daniel said “let's not argue over who will take out the 
garbage.” We settled on a plan to do the daily trash run together.

Case closed.
Signed by Kate Carpenter.


