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  Prologue

  
  




Four Years Earlier

The New Denmark Public Library closed at 8 p.m. on Thursdays. Sarah Pures locked the front door at 8:03, turned off the main lights at 8:07, and sat alone in her office until 8:45, ostensibly finishing paperwork.

At 8:47, she heard the knock—three slow taps, a pause, two quick—on the back entrance near the loading dock. Sarah moved through the darkened stacks without a flashlight. Twenty-three years in this building had taught her every creak and every shadow. The emergency exit opened without a sound. She’d oiled the hinges herself last week.

The woman on the threshold was maybe twenty-five, though fear had aged her face. A small backpack hung from one shoulder.

“Come in,” Sarah said, stepping aside.

The woman hesitated. “I’m not sure I—”

“You’re sure. Otherwise you wouldn’t be here.”

Sarah led her to a reading nook tucked behind the Maine History section, where she’d laid out supplies earlier: a duffel bag, a thermos of soup, and a headlamp.

She opened a map across the reading table. “This is the Allagash region. You’ll take Route Eleven north to Portage.” Her finger traced a penciled route. “There’s a woman in Portage named Jane. She’ll meet you at the Irving station on Main. She knows the trails. She’ll walk you through to the border. Two days on foot if the weather holds.”

“Two days? Through the wilderness?”

“There’s a safe house here.” Sarah tapped a point deep in the forest. “Supplies, a bed, a satellite phone. You’ll rest, then continue north. People will be waiting on the other side.”

The woman stared at the map. “I could get lost. I could—”

“You won’t. Jane has done this before. All of them arrived.”

“How many others?”

Sarah didn’t answer that. She folded the map. “You just need to get to Portage. Jane handles the rest.”

The woman studied Sarah’s face: her calm expression, the steady hands, the quiet authority. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because someone has to.” Sarah zipped the duffel closed and handed it over.

They stood in silence. Outside, a car drove past, headlights sweeping across the shelves.

“The route is dangerous,” Sarah continued. “Black bears, rough terrain, October weather. But you know the alternative. You know that, or you wouldn’t have called.”

The woman slung the duffel over her shoulder, then impulsively hugged Sarah. “Thank you.”

Sarah held her briefly, then stepped back. “Go now. Out the back. Your car is close by?”

“Two blocks away.”

“Good. Drive tonight. Don’t stop until you get there. Don’t talk to anyone. Jane will be expecting you by dawn.”

After the woman left, Sarah stood alone in the empty library and tucked the map into a hollowed-out copy of the Atlas of Bird Migration.

Robert was watching the evening news when she walked in, Ramen curled on his lap.

She moved into the kitchen, her reflection caught in the dark window above the sink.

It revealed nothing.






I

PART ONE

Six Weeks to Election Day







  
  
  A Hit and Run

  
  




The static of the radio sliced through Robert Pures’s patrol car, pulling him from the hypnotic rhythm of Route 161. “Unit three-oh-one, we’ve got a ten-fifty, hit and run, off Route Eleven, near Eagle Lake.”

Robert’s hands tightened on the steering wheel. A hit and run. It usually meant a drunk driver, probably some local kid who panicked and bolted. Easy enough to track ’em down. Especially in these parts, where everyone knew everyone. “Copy that, Dispatch. En route.”

He flipped on the siren. The sharp wail cut through the rustle of autumn leaves. He pushed down on the accelerator. The dense forest transformed into a blur of dark green. He passed isolated cabins, their lights flickering like distant stars in the dusk.

The air at the scene was thick with the smell of coolant and burnt rubber. A battered pickup truck, its front end crumpled like an accordion, sat half-submerged in a ditch. Shattered glass glittered on the asphalt. No sign of the other vehicle, only the echo of chaos. Robert knelt, inspecting the tire tracks leading away from the scene. They were narrow, not well defined, but traceable.

The victim, Alfred Gagne, a local logger and known curmudgeon, was inspecting his truck, grumbling about his bad luck. “Angled to escape a front-to-front collision with that city slicker,” he muttered, spitting a stream of tobacco juice onto the asphalt. “He came out of nowhere, clipped me, and vanished faster than a squirrel up a pine tree.”

So, Robert concluded, someone had hit Alfred and left him, at least as far as they knew, injured, or worse, dead. He ran a hand over a clean-shaven jaw and looked at the tracks again. They headed deeper into the woods, toward the network of old logging roads. 

Alfred waved a dismissive hand. “Don’t you worry about me, Bob. I’ve had worse scrapes with a runaway log. You go on and track that critter down.”

“Dispatch, I’m gonna follow the tire tracks. They’re heading into the woods on an old logging road. Send a tow truck for Alfred. I’m going in.”

He wheeled his patrol car around, the tires spitting gravel, and plunged into the unpaved path. The road deteriorated, potholes swallowing his tires, branches scraping against the sides of the cruiser. His headlights cut through the blackness. He could see the path, but also the oppressive forest beyond. 

The air grew colder, damp, and still.

Resigned, Robert slowed, preparing for a cumbersome three-point turn on the narrow track. He backed up, half-angled against a thick stand of pines. When he turned, a faint glow in the distance caught his eye, barely perceptible through the dense curtain of trees.

He killed his headlights. The glow resolved into the dim, yellowish outline of a window against the inky blackness. As his eyes adjusted, he made out the outline of a ramshackle fishing camp. Beyond it, the Allagash Waterway.

He cut the engine and listened: nothing but the flow of the river. He grabbed his flashlight and sidearm. He was moving through a dense cluster of ferns when something snagged his boot. The glint of metal flashed as he raised the beam.

A dark sedan was half-hidden behind a screen of brush. Its front bumper was crumpled, and there was a jagged tear in the metal. Robert pulled out his radio and relayed the license plate number to dispatch. 

The dispatcher barked the update. “Unit three-oh-one, that vehicle is reported stolen. Repeat, stolen.”

A joyride gone wrong?

He reported his coordinates low and controlled despite the rush of adrenaline. He moved toward the fishing camp, stopping to listen between each step.

Robert could hear the rise and fall of voices from within. And the language…it wasn’t English. He crept to the window and peered through a gap in the pane. 

Five individuals sat around a rough-hewn table. That alone might have been nothing—hikers, hunters, someone’s weekend party. Collared shirts. Clean hands. One woman wore a scarf folded neatly at her neck. They huddled close, speaking low, their faces lit pale blue by phone screens. No beer cans. No coolers. No muddy boots by the door. 

Robert stepped back. “Dispatch, three-oh-one. I’ve located five individuals inside a remote structure off Cold Stream Ridge. Unknown origin. Requesting backup. Approach quietly. Over.”








  
  
  Aroostook County Sheriff’s Office

  
  




The air in the Aroostook County Sheriff’s Office was stuffy. Phones rang in sharp bursts. Robert’s discovery had put the place into motion. Not fast, but faster.

The case struck Robert as wrong from the start. The five people didn’t fit the profile of the usual suspects: they were German and Chinese nationals. Their belongings, though limited, included the most recent smartphones, laptops nestled in protective cases, universal chargers and power banks, and a few changes of practical, good-quality clothing. There were no bulky backpacks or extensive camping gear. They hadn’t anticipated a long trek through the wilderness. 

He stared at one of the intake folders. Klaus Wendt, thirty-four, Munich. PhD in applied mathematics. Gaunt face, wire-rimmed glasses. He’d been carrying a leather notebook full of equations and, tucked inside the back cover, a photograph of a woman and a young boy.

Background checks for the others painted a similar picture: they were software developers, computer science majors, and quantitative math analysts.

None of them were in the country legally.

Robert’s desk chair creaked as he sat back.

His first thought was some kind of trafficking operation. The border had seen worse.

But as Robert replayed the scene from the camp in his head, the drug theory began to unravel. There were no bundles of cash, no hidden compartments among the group’s limited belongings, and no scent of chemicals.

Robert shook his head. It didn’t make sense.

The clock ticked past midnight. 

“Who cooks for you?” a barred owl called from the trees beyond the station. The sound hung in the stillness, low and hollow, echoing off the vinyl siding as if it meant something.

Robert listened.

They hadn’t pleaded, hadn’t panicked, hadn’t shown much fear at all. Only a worn-out calm, like they were people done running. It didn’t feel like they were chasing anything. Not the promise of work or papers or a better life. It felt like they were running from something.

Something bad enough to make them want to steal a car.

Bad enough to flee the scene of an accident.

Bad enough to take their chances in a busted fishing camp on a bend in the Allagash River.








  
  
  Anders Erikson

  
  




Anders Erikson’s morning started the way most did: oversleeping by exactly seven minutes, stumbling through a shower that never got quite hot enough, and burning toast while answering emails on his phone.

The apartment, a modest one-bedroom above the hardware store in Caribou, showed the marks of a man still learning to live alone. Dishes piled in the sink. Laundry basket overflowing. But the cross-country skis mounted on the wall were waxed to perfection.

He glanced out the window while buttoning his shirt and stopped. A thin white layer covered the parked cars and sidewalks. First snow. He stood there longer than he should have, watching it all, calculating trail conditions.

He pulled on his uniform, adjusted his badge, checked his sidearm the way they’d taught him at the academy. Twenty-nine years old. State police officer for three. 

His phone buzzed. It was Lucy: “Town budget meeting ran late last night. Exhausted. Rain check on coffee?”

Anders stared at the message. Rain check. The third one this month.

He typed back: “No worries. Whenever you’re free.” Added a smiley face, then deleted it. Too eager. Sent it plain.

She responded immediately: “You’re the best. Talk soon.”

He pocketed the phone and headed out.

The Sunrise Diner was crowded with the usual morning rush: loggers fueling up before the drive south, retirees nursing endless coffee, high schoolers grabbing breakfast sandwiches before class.

“Morning, Officer Erikson!” Margie, the waitress, always cheerful, waved from behind the counter. 

“Morning, Margie.” He slid onto a stool.

“The usual?”

“Please.”

She poured coffee, then leaned in with a grin. “So. You and that girl from New Denmark. Lucy something?”

A flush climbed his neck. “We’re friends.”

The truth was more complicated. He’d met Lucy a year ago at an interagency training. She’d been the only town manager in a room full of cops and firefighters. The only woman. The only one actually paying attention. A joke about bad coffee had turned into lunch, then long conversations about the Allagash and cross-country skiing.

“You should come sometime,” he’d said.

She’d smiled. “Rain check?”

The first of many.

His morning was routine. A fender-bender on Route 1: no injuries, just insurance paperwork. A welfare check on an elderly woman whose daughter was worried: she was fine, only stubborn about answering her phone. A speeding ticket for a Massachusetts driver doing seventy in a forty-five.

“Slow down,” Anders said, handing back the license. “This isn’t the Pike.”

Lunchtime found him at the shooting range behind the station. He liked the rhythm of it: load, aim, breathe, squeeze. The target downrange sprouted holes in a tight cluster.

“Getting better, kid.” Sergeant Dwyer watched from the door. “Tight grouping.”

“Thanks, Sarge.” Anders lowered the weapon, began reloading.

“Got a case for you,” Dwyer said, stepping into the range. “Five undocumented individuals found in the Allagash Woods yesterday. You’ll be working it with Deputy Pures out of New Denmark. Border Patrol’s involved, but you’ll be our liaison.”

Anders looked up, working to keep his face neutral. “Robert Pures?”

“You know him?”

“Know of him. Good reputation.”

Dwyer nodded. “He’s solid. But he’s also…haunted. Lost his wife a few years back. Hasn’t been quite the same since.”

“I heard something about that.”

“His daughter’s the town manager in New Denmark now. Lucy Pures.”

Anders kept his composure. “Small world.”

“Isn’t it.” Dwyer smirked. “Word of advice, kid. That family’s been through enough. Don’t add to their troubles.”

Anders turned. “I wouldn’t.”

“Good.” Dwyer clapped his shoulder. “Because Robert Pures is the last guy you want pissed at you. Head over to his office this afternoon. He’ll catch you up on what he’s got so far.”

Anders finished the remaining rounds. Every shot center mass.

The afternoon stretched long. Anders finished his reports, returned calls, tried not to think about the meeting ahead.

His phone buzzed again. Lucy: “How’s your day?”

Anders: “Heading to New Denmark. Work thing.”

He hesitated, added: “Might see your dad.”

“Oh! He didn’t mention it. What’s up?”

“New case. I’ll tell you about it later.”

“Mysterious :) Be nice to him, okay? He’s been stressed.”

“Always am.”

He pocketed the phone and headed for the car.

The drive to New Denmark was forty minutes. The October sun hung low over the pines, and shadows stretched across Route 161. Anders rehearsed what he’d say. Professional, competent, not too eager. Robert Pures had a reputation for seeing through bullshit.

Robert’s office was at the end of a dim hallway. The door stood open, light spilling out. Anders could see the deputy hunched over paperwork, a coffee thermos at his elbow. 

He took a breath and knocked.








  
  
  Partners

  
  




A quick rap on his office door pulled Robert from his paperwork.

“Deputy Pures! Just my luck, huh?”

Robert looked up to see Anders Erikson radiating an almost irritating amount of good cheer. Anders was a young man, at least in Robert’s estimation. He was barely thirty, with a tall, lean frame and eyes that perpetually crinkled at the corners. Too good-looking to have ever had to develop much character. And Anders constantly talked about cross-country skiing. Not dumb, Robert had to concede. Just overeager.

“Looks like we’re partners on this one.” Anders gave Robert’s shoulder a gentle pat. “Ayuh, could be worse, right?”

Robert gave him a flat look. “Could be better too.”

Anders laughed it off. “Hey, I’m glad it’s you. And for the record? I never bought into the stories folks tell about you.”

Robert snorted. “Stories, huh?” He shook his head, half a smile tugging despite himself. “I’ll catch you up on this case in the morning. Migrants are at the county jail. They’re not going anywhere tonight.”

“Perfect,” Anders said, bouncing a little on his heels. “I lined up translators. Mandarin and German. They’ll meet us tomorrow at eight sharp.” He hesitated. “Though between you and me? I swear they all speak English. They’re just playing us.”

Robert gave a shrug. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Anyway,” Anders was halfway out the door, “I got my skis with me. Sun’s still out, so I figure I’ll get a few miles in before dark. You should come sometime, wicked good for clearing the head.”

Robert grumbled, “I’ll stick to shoveling my driveway.”

Anders gave a quick wave, and was gone.

Robert listened to the young officer’s footsteps echo down the hallway, then turned back to his paperwork. The discovery of the five migrants had buried his day in procedure: incident reports, identity checks, cataloging personal effects, notifications to Border Patrol and ICE and the district attorney’s office. The kind of work that made the hours disappear without anything to show for.

He unwrapped a ham-and-cheese sandwich he’d made that morning: white bread, heavy on the mustard. Sarah used to scold him for overdoing it, claiming he drowned out the taste, but she always bought the big jars anyway. Old habits held. The mustard bit sharp on his tongue, and for a moment, he thought of her—then pushed it down, dusting crumbs from his shirt and turning back to the stack.








  
  
  First Snow

  
  




Anders turned onto Westmanland Road with the radio off. The meeting with Robert replayed in his mind. Had he come across too eager? Robert’s flat expression when he’d slapped his shoulder. That half-smile that might have been amusement or might have been something else.

Working this case was a chance to prove himself. To Robert. And to Lucy. If he could earn her father’s respect, maybe the rest would follow. Maybe he could tell her how he felt without the secrecy gnawing at him.

A BrightLeaf truck passed in the opposite lane, its bright green cab with its golden leaf decal vivid against the white landscape. He’d seen more of them lately. A constant stream on these narrow roads. For a solar farm, they sure had a lot of security. The place didn’t sit right, though he couldn’t say why.

He shook his head and turned off toward the trailhead. 

Dusk painted the freshly fallen snow in hues of violet and blue. Anders’s cross-country skis glided in steady rhythm. His breath came in plumes that hung briefly before dissolving. The only sounds were the hiss of his skis and the soft tick of falling snow from overburdened branches. He pushed harder, feeling the burn settle into his legs, and the trail narrowed ahead into a long white corridor.

He was about to turn back toward his car when he saw it.

A single point of light bobbing faintly through the deepening gloom. Perhaps a quarter-mile off the trail. A headlamp. Moving with purpose. Unusually late for a lone logger, and too deep for a casual hiker. Curiosity pulled him off the main path. He moved silently; his skis barely disturbed the powdery snow.

As he went deeper, a strange sensation began. A low thrum, faintly perceptible at first, vibrated in the air. It grew stronger as he approached the light. It was a high-pitched whine, unnatural and insistent. But there was no engine noise or machinery. Only the unsettling hum coming out of nowhere.

He broke through a screen of spruces. The headlamp beam ahead swung his way, catching him in its glare. All he could tell was that the figure was tall, wiry, and clad in some kind of tactical gear. The kind Anders knew wasn’t for hunting or hiking. Behind him was a group of people. Maybe five or six.

The beam steadied on Anders, blinding him completely. From the darkness beyond the headlamp’s beam, a cry: Vorsicht!

A flat crack echoed through the snow-draped woods.

A searing impact slammed into Anders’s chest. Another tore into him, high in the abdomen. The first spun him. The second sent him sprawling backward along his tracks. His skis tangled, and his poles flew wide.

Pain, blinding and white-hot, ripped through him. The hum throbbed in his skull, hammering in an agonizing rhythm as his consciousness wavered. The tactical figure didn’t pause; the headlamp beam snapped back to the trail. The world tilted, and Anders let the first snow of the Allagash Woods swallow him.








  
  
  Morning’s Disruption

  
  




The blare of the alarm clock pulled Robert from an uneasy slumber. Six o’clock. Still dark. He slammed the snooze button, then the off button. The fragments of a dream echoed through his mind: cats with tiny headlamps, a hum in the darkness. His daughter had warned him about watching videos on his phone before bed. He grunted as he forced himself upright. 

Then he remembered: Anders. Eight o’clock. County jail. The five people from the fishing camp. 

He grunted again, slower this time.

At the edge of the bed, Ramen lifted her head. The tabby hopped down and wound herself around his ankles all the way to the kitchenette. As the coffee brewed, he reached for a can of tuna, a silent agreement passing between him and the purr at his feet. He turned on the radio, less for the news and more for the company. 

“—and here’s another example, folks, of the globalist elite selling out the American dream!” The voice, booming and gravelly, belonged to Theo Conway, the self-proclaimed “Pine Tree Patriot.” Conway’s show, syndicated across the country, was a daily dose of populist outrage, perfectly tuned to the anxieties of small-town America. “They dress it up as ‘free trade’ and as ‘open borders.’ But you and I know what it means. Cheap labor for their corporate pals. More chains on you, your family, and your kids!”

Robert took a gulp of coffee. Too hot. Conway was full of it. Same rant, different morning. But millions tuned in like gospel.

“They’re dragging us down, folks! And don’t get me started on election integrity! Rigged. Plain and simple. They want to silence you, the true voice of the American people!”

A sharp, intrusive ring cut through Conway’s impassioned rant. Robert jumped.

“Dammit!”

Coffee stained his sleeve. He fumbled for his cell phone. Sheriff Brody. Robert steadied himself. Brody never called before seven unless it was serious.

“Pures,” Robert answered.

“Robert, got a situation.” Brody jammed the words together. “Anders Erikson. He’s been shot. Drug runners. Westmanland Road. He’s critical. LifeFlight’s taking him to Northern Maine Medical. Looks like a shoot-out.”

Robert stiffened. Westmanland Road. Anders’s face flashed in his mind. Grin wide. Get a few miles in before dark, he’d said.

“A shoot-out?” Robert confirmed. “On a ski trail? Drug runners?”

“That’s the word. Feds are already on scene. Came in fast. They’re treating it like something bigger. Get on it, ASAP.”

Robert yanked on his uniform, Brody’s words circling in his head: federal agents on the scene. What was that about? This was his beat. His partner. 

He shoved his arms through the sleeves and clipped on his belt. 

Election season, he thought, was always the worst time for law enforcement. Every case was squeezed and twisted to score some political point. The flyers crammed into his mailbox, the endless noise online about “saving democracy.” It was static noise, a storm he couldn’t shut out.

The radio was still blaring Conway in the background. 

“They want to take your guns, folks. Make you beg the same government that’s trying to chain you down! That’s why I say it every day: self-sufficiency is freedom. It’s the only real freedom left!”

Robert had worked with the Feds before. They were more concerned with ‘managing the situation,’ than getting to the actual truth.

He had to see Anders before the Feds got to him.








  
  
  Northern Maine Medical Center

  
  




The Northern Maine Medical Center smelled of antiseptic and stale coffee. Robert spotted a weary-looking doctor in the corridor.

“How bad?” Robert asked.

The tag said Dr. Halstrom. He offered a short nod. “He’s out of surgery. Lucky, really. Bullet to the upper torso missed the major organs, some broken ribs.” He glanced at the chart. “Abdomen’s trickier. We’re still assessing damage there. But he’s stable.”

Robert found Anders in the ICU, hooked up to an IV drip. His upper right chest was heavily bandaged. A second, more ominous bandage was visible on his abdomen. The monitor beside the bed beeped too fast. His normally tanned face was pale and there was a fine sheen of sweat on his forehead. Despite the pain, a flicker of his usual easygoing grin crossed his face as Robert entered.

“Hey, boss,” Anders rasped. “Guess I’m not exactly the picture of health, huh?”

Robert managed a weak smile.

“Could say that. Trying to figure what kinda mess you walked into.” He pulled up a plastic chair beside the bed.

“Bad luck, I think.” Anders winced as he shifted. “Saw a group moving through the woods. Maybe five or six. Didn’t look like hikers. Wrong clothes, wrong way of moving, you know? Just off.”

He drew a slow, shaky breath. 

“Guy in front had a headlamp,” he continued. “Tactical gear. Didn’t say a word. Raised the rifle and opened up.” Anders’s gaze met Robert’s. “No hesitation.”

A shadow passed over Anders’s face.

“And before that there was this sound. Weirdest thing. A hum. Low and high at the same time, like a drone. Except it wasn’t in the air. It was almost in my head. Not loud, just there. Scanning me.” He shivered. “And there was—right before the shots—someone shouted. Not the shooter. Just a word. I can’t.…”

The door opened. Two figures in dark suits entered. The Feds. They introduced themselves with quick, pressing handshakes. Davies, tall and lean, and Chen, younger, sharper.

“Deputy Pures,” Robert said, and gestured to the hospital bed. “Officer Erikson.”

Davies nodded curtly. 

“We’re aware. We’ll need a few minutes alone with Officer Erikson. Please wait outside. We’ll brief you after.”

Robert sat down in the waiting room and stared at his hands. He picked up the local paper. The headlines about property tax increases and a new proposal for a community garden appeared ridiculously unimportant. He couldn’t shake the words: No hesitation.

By the time the agents appeared, Robert had had two cups of hospital coffee. 

“We’ve identified the suspects,” Davies said matter-of-factly. “A known drug trafficking ring working out of Canada. Fentanyl. Officer Erikson stumbled onto them. Unfortunate, but a clear-cut case.” He hesitated. “The administration is grateful to Officer Erikson for his courage.”

Chen cut in. “The war on fentanyl is a federal matter. We’ll be taking over the investigation. Local authorities are cleared.”

Robert stared at them. 

“Right,” he deadpanned. “Clear-cut.”

Arguing with the agents would accomplish nothing. He knew that this was not “a gang of drug runners out of Canada smuggling fentanyl.”

The same way he knew that whatever this was, it wasn’t over.








  
  
  Father and Daughter

  
  




He sat in the cafeteria, cuddling an empty coffee cup and considering his next move when he saw her. Lucy hurried down the corridor, her face pale, eyes wide and red-rimmed. He got up by reflex and wrapped her in a tight hug. She buried her face in his shoulder. He could feel her whole body tremble.

“Dad.” The word muffled against his uniform. “Anders. Is he—?”

“He’s stable,” Robert rubbed her back. “Outta surgery. Bad, but he’s lucky.”

He pulled her out at arm’s length, searching her face. “Feds were in with him. Everything’s fine. You can go now.”

Lucy looked up. There was more behind her eyes than fear. “Okay…but Dad, there’s something I need to tell you. About me and Anders.” Her voice faltered.

Robert’s brow furrowed. “What about him?”

She looked away. Her words tangled. “Not now. Later. I…I have to see him.”

She slipped past him. Her boots echoed down the scuffed linoleum.

Robert thought of Sarah. Her way with words. She’d know how to reach Lucy. But he just stood there, empty-handed.




Lucy’s heart was pounding as she hurried down the corridor. From fear for Anders. But also from something else: the pressure building behind a dam she had spent years holding back.

She’d been close to finishing her PhD when her mother died. Secure mesh networks for remote border regions, connecting places like New Denmark. Places no one else thought were worth the infrastructure. She’d come home, taken on the role as town manager, and learned to keep everything running. The thesis lived somewhere on a university server in Orono. A ghost file. Unfinished. Unreachable.

And then there was Anders. Sweet, good-hearted Anders, who made her laugh, who made her feel safe. Everything she should have wanted. She didn’t know what she was becoming. Only that it was messier than she’d hoped.

She found the ICU and the door to Anders’s room. If anything happened to him. She touched the frame gently, took a breath, and stepped inside.




Robert walked back to his cruiser. He already knew what Lucy was about to tell him—that she and Anders were a couple. On some level, he’d known for a while. He’d seen the easy back-and-forth, the way they genuinely enjoyed each other’s company. But somehow, he’d never quite put it all together. Not until now.

He tried to decipher his own feelings: Anders was a good officer, dedicated, maybe a little too earnest for his own good, but fundamentally, a decent guy. Yet, Robert hated to see Lucy in such raw pain. And dating a cop meant that she’d be living with that constant uncertainty.

He got in the car and sat there, resting his hands on the wheel.

The irony wasn’t lost on him. He, a man of the law, had put his own family through that very same fear and was now dreading it for his daughter. His Sarah had lived with that fear every single day.

He shook his head, trying to shove the swirl of emotion aside. The hum, the shooters, the Feds and their tidy fentanyl story. None of it added up. But the five migrants from the Allagash fishing camp were sitting in county jail. He and Anders were supposed to interview them that morning. That was somewhere to start.








  
  
  Chasing Shadows

  
  




The county jail was a gray concrete block that carried the faint scent of sweat. It usually hummed with slow bureaucratic motion. Today it was quiet. Robert greeted a few officers he knew, their expressions a mix of professional deference and slight unease. He made his way to the intake office.

“’Afternoon, Martha,” Robert said, leaning on the counter. He tried for casual, but his fingers drummed the edge of the plexiglass, restless.

Martha, a woman with a face like a worn leather glove and eyes that had seen every flavor of human desperation, looked up. “Deputy Pures. Heard about Anders. Real sorry.” She shuffled some papers, not quite meeting his eye.

“Yup. Thanks.” Robert cleared his throat. “Listen. Those folks we hauled in from the fishing camp? I need to talk to ’em.”

His heart started hammering as soon as the words came out. He hadn’t thought this through. Anders had been the one to wrangle translators.

Martha’s lips thinned. “Can’t. ICE took ’em. Early this morning. Couple of big vans. Quick.” She shrugged. “Quicker than usual.”

Robert frowned. “Paperwork?”

She finally met his eye and shook her head. “That’s the thing. Nothing. No transfer forms. Asked for a number. Something. ICE waved me off. Said it was handled ‘higher up.’”

She leaned back. The chair creaked beneath her. “Guess that’s the world we live in now,” she said with finality. She picked up a pen, tapping it absently on a stack of papers, eyes flowing over the lines.

His hands curled at his sides. He stared. Hard.

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead like a restless insect. Martha froze mid-tap, the pen hovering above the paper. Her eyes traced their way up the looming figure until she met his gaze. She jerked back. “…Robert?”

Robert caught his own reflection in the plexiglass. Red-faced and mouth taut.

The clang of a cell door echoed through the hall. 

He collected himself, forced a smile. “So, no records.” The words sounded strange to him; they were calm and measured while his gut coiled.

Martha shook her head again. “Sorry, Robert. Nothing I can do.” She said it a bit softer this time, as if she meant it.

“Yup.” He straightened. “Appreciate you being straight with me.”

He’d always been a man who’d followed procedures. Though the paperwork was a drudge, the rules were there for a reason. Somewhere along the line, he thought, the world had begun to fracture. The law was being carved up while everyone looked away.

The migrants were gone. Taken before he even had a chance to ask.

The officers from before didn’t get a nod on the way out. 


The station door caught his shoulder as he shoved through, the jail still hot under his skin. His jacket missed the hook and stayed where it fell. 

Border Patrol first. Then customs. Then a few wary state troopers he’d shared coffee with in diners over the years. Each call
















OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents
    


    
    
      		
        Acknowledgments
        
      


    
      		
        Prologue
        
      


    
      		
        I. PART ONE
        
      


    
      		
        A Hit and Run
        
      


    
      		
        Aroostook County Sheriff’s Office
        
      


    
      		
        Anders Erikson
        
      


    
      		
        Partners
        
      


    
      		
        First Snow
        
      


    
      		
        Morning’s Disruption
        
      


    
      		
        Northern Maine Medical Center
        
      


    
      		
        Father and Daughter
        
      


    
      		
        Chasing Shadows
        
      


    
      		
        Oslo International Airport
        
      


    
      		
        Washington DC
        
      


    
      		
        Gene
        
      


    
      		
        Willa Black
        
      


    
      		
        Duffy’s
        
      


    
      		
        The Allagash Wilderness Lodge
        
      


    
      		
        The Town Meeting
        
      


    
      		
        A Hum and a Hunch
        
      


    
      		
        2:47 a.m.
        
      


    
      		
        The Deepfake
        
      


    
      		
        II. PART TWO
        
      


    
      		
        The Pine Tree Patriot
        
      


    
      		
        Grace
        
      


    
      		
        Quaint and Full of Spies
        
      


    
      		
        The Gathering
        
      


    
      		
        Checkpoint
        
      


    
      		
        Anomaly
        
      


    
      		
        The Town Office
        
      


    
      		
        Trust What You See
        
      


    
      		
        Moose in the Headlights
        
      


    
      		
        Sarah
        
      


    
      		
        III. PART THREE
        
      


    
      		
        Bernard Little
        
      


    
      		
        Dinner at Sherman’s Point
        
      


    
      		
        Project Sunstone
        
      


    
      		
        Administrative Leave
        
      


    
      		
        Test Case
        
      


    
      		
        The Nightjar Network
        
      


    
      		
        The Shape of the Shadow
        
      


    
      		
        Confirmation
        
      


    
      		
        The Names
        
      


    
      		
        IV. PART FOUR
        
      


    
      		
        BrightLeaf
        
      


    
      		
        Silas Croft
        
      


    
      		
        Constellations
        
      


    
      		
        Cabin 9
        
      


    
      		
        The Hunt
        
      


    
      		
        No One Looks
        
      


    
      		
        Joey
        
      


    
      		
        The Safe House
        
      


    
      		
        The Nightjars
        
      


    
      		
        Shelter Point
        
      


    
      		
        The Back Route
        
      


    
      		
        Weapon
        
      


    
      		
        Alliances
        
      


    
      		
        Cairns
        
      


    
      		
        Uncle Gerry
        
      


    
      		
        Ghosts
        
      


    
      		
        Smoke and Steel
        
      


    
      		
        Idealists
        
      


    
      		
        Tripoli
        
      


    
      		
        V. PART FIVE
        
      


    
      		
        Two Days
        
      


    
      		
        Stars
        
      


    
      		
        Convergence
        
      


    
      		
        Sabotage
        
      


    
      		
        Descent
        
      


    
      		
        The Click
        
      


    
      		
        The Knife’s Edge
        
      


    
      		
        Terms and Conditions
        
      


    
      		
        No Code, No Control.
        
      


    
      		
        The Steel Door
        
      


    
      		
        Stillness
        
      


    
      		
        The Empty Chair
        
      


    
      		
        Supper with the Devil
        
      


    
      		
        Erased
        
      


    
      		
        The Nor’easter
        
      


    
      		
        Gone, Not Lost
        
      


    
      		
        Flood the Zone
        
      


    
      		
        Loring Air Force Base
        
      


    
      		
        Truth in the Wilderness
        
      


    
      		
        The Hangar
        
      


    
      		
        After the Bell
        
      


    
      		
        VI. PART SIX
        
      


    
      		
        The Exposé
        
      


    
      		
        New Denmark
        
      


    
      		
        The Unraveling
        
      


    
      		
        Farewell
        
      


    
      		
        Election Day
        
      


    
      		
        Post-Election
        
      


    
      		
        About the Author
        
      


    
      		
        Also by Harold Greene
        
      


    
    



  












OEBPS/46292d8ba3afee967ea4abbfa61f946c98c0b1aa_smallRaw.jpg
. Explaxwely timllzngand quzetly phwerfiul® —Kirxus Rlsvu-)ws 1

e el
THE
’?.ARCHITECTS
imCONTROL

HAROLD*GREEINE





OEBPS/images/bd7915af4c0c76336ce62e051dbbf7b4_smallRaw.png
BLACK
TRUMPET
PRESS





