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      To my lifelong partner, friend, and wife, Patti.
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        Summer, Ten Thousand Years Ago

      

      

      When they came to build their devices, they already knew of the world. They’d been studying it and many other worlds from afar for thousands of their own planet’s rotations around its star. When they finally perfected how to cross over and not just observe, they had a reasonable idea what this geologically active, uncontrolled world would do.

      Since they had been observing this world throughout its violent geological history, they knew that its last ice age was recently past, and what would later be known to the native intelligent species as New York, Vermont, Maine, and New Hampshire were very much like what they would be ten thousand years into the future. Of course, they didn’t care, nor would they ever know what the native species would call the land they settled on. They only cared that summers could produce hot, muggy, stale air that hung over the mountains and valleys, and, by late in the day, bring violent thunderstorms to the region. The prevailing winds were from west to east during those weather events and tended to sweep the hot electrically charged storms with them.

      They had come to this region because they saw in it the best combination of power and predictability for their needs from the storms generated by the buildup of heat. Predictability being relative, they were desperate, and time was short. They would rather have controlled the whole process from their world, but they had found in this one an acceptable alternative—even if it was only for about one-sixth of the world’s yearly cycle when the axis wobble brought the hottest temperatures to the area. Their own world had no such large swings in weather from season to season. They’d conquered and controlled their environment millennia ago, and that process was irreversible.

      They knew that other, more appropriate areas closer to the planet’s equator existed for the violent storms needed but they were too hot for the natural devices they were hurrying to construct. The water that was a major component of their hurried setups had to stay below a certain temperature that seldom was achieved where there wasn’t a larger swing in seasonal temperatures than in the tropics or semitropical land areas. So, they settled on the temperate zones, and especially areas in the temperate zones where there were sufficient landmass upheavals that helped channel the storms down into the valleys between. Ready-made funnels for electrical energy, so to speak.

      Besides, their own world, or this emerging young one and the many others like it they had found, was really irrelevant. Shortly it wouldn’t matter where they constructed the devices or where the power came from: they as a race would be gone and wouldn’t care.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Eight Years and Ten Months Before the Present

      

      

      Lillian was thin, almost too thin. She wore stiff dark blue jeans and a bright yellow, hooded sweatshirt that overwhelmed her frailness. To anyone watching her, the outfit would have seemed out of place on the hot, muggy evening. But she knew what she was doing. Her brown-dyed hair was tied back tightly and only added to her austere appearance.

      She walked slowly, picking her way down the narrow-worn path from her house. Erosion from frequent violent thunderstorms made the path a bit tricky in the summer. To keep her footing, she had to focus on carefully putting one foot in front of the other despite knowing the way so well.

      The rolling hills and elegantly kept old house behind her were reflected in the gray water of the pond. She stopped only when the path ended abruptly at the weedy shoreline. There she waited, standing very still and facing the pond while the rising wind pushed at her back. A lone duck took exception to her intrusion and gracefully took off for parts unknown. The songbirds and the bullfrogs were silent, perhaps anticipating the storm along with her.

      Lillian’s alert green eyes gazed out over the murky water. They were her most arresting feature and, over thirty years ago, had helped to win her husband. She stared into the black depths below her, hoping those eyes would bring him back to stay.

      After several minutes, she was dissatisfied standing on the shore, so she walked out onto the fifty-foot-long wooden dock, stopping halfway. Her husband had built it two years before for just these occasions. The new vantage point pleased her. She scanned the several acres of the pond she knew so well, her head weaving side to side slightly as she waited.

      The pond was a natural body of water surrounded on three sides by the property she and her husband inherited nearly thirty-one years ago from his parents. They moved into the large Victorian house that her husband’s great-grandfather had built in 1899, on the little rise of land they called a hill overlooking the pond.

      She had come to that house as a new bride. Since that time, she and Jack had added the studio on the back of the house facing out toward the pond, as well as built the house down the hill for their daughter’s family. The Jacksons’ place had also been built across the pond on the piece of land that Jack’s father sold just before he died those many years ago. She’d had many occasions to curse Grandpa Renfrew for that weakness in selling even that small plot on the other side of the pond. Since the Peters family had bought the house from the Jacksons six years ago, they were a constant irritation with their snooping and nosy meddling. Thankfully not much else had visibly changed in all those years. Lillian was now fifty-eight years old.

      She frowned after her quiet reminiscing was over. Night was overtaking the hills, and that worried her. She turned from the pond and looked back up the path toward the house. The gray clouds raced overhead, outrunning the rumbling thunder not far behind. A big storm was brewing, the oppressive heat and humidity building toward the intense finish. Sometimes, though, the onset of darkness cooled things down enough that the gathering elements of the storm dissipated—defeated before ever getting started. That usually only happened earlier in the summer, before the really humid weather settled in. But you could never be sure.

      Lillian allowed herself a smile at the thought that she was worried not because the storm was coming, but because despite the signs, it still might not come. The storm finally did arrive, though, building up gradually. She smelled it first, its distinctive odor being carried on the strengthening breeze. That smell did its best to trigger pleasant childhood memories, but she was focused on the problem at hand and resisted with an effort.

      The rain came then, marching over the hills. It began as a soft buzz that grew louder on its way toward the pond. Then it came more swiftly in heavy sheets over the house and started dappling the pond before quickening into a pelting relentless deluge.

      The wind picked up next, sudden and fierce, turning the water’s surface into a million churning whirlpools. She swung back toward the pond, smiling again, ignoring the heavy wind and rain. She was grateful for her choice of clothes. Her only visible concession to the storm was to cross her arms over her chest and hunch up her shoulders a bit in a vain attempt to stop water from pouring down her collar. Finally, she remembered the hood and pulled it over her head. Still she waited.

      The lightning followed last of all. Sharp cracks of it lit up the darkening sky and forced her to flinch ever so slightly at its brutal power. Twice she leaned toward the water as lightning lit the pond. But both times, she wasn’t satisfied with something, didn’t see what she was looking for, so she relaxed slightly, straightening back up as the storm continued. A third crack sounded so loudly she put her hands over her ears. The pond seemed to glow for a second with the lightning strike. Eagerly she removed her hands from her ears. Finally satisfied with what she saw, she sighed and started counting down from one hundred.

      At the count of sixty-three, a man’s head popped out of the water a few feet from the dock. He swam closer and grabbed the dock with one hand while pushing a large watertight bag almost nonchalantly up and over the edge onto the dock with the other hand. Then he nimbly scrambled up, showing an easy familiarity with the process and surprising athleticism for his years.

      Even though Lillian was only a few feet away, the sounds of the man’s efforts were drowned out by the continuing wind and rain. She didn’t offer him help, and he didn’t expect it. They were both used to the routine. Once he was standing on the rough planks, he grinned at her.

      “You’re wet,” he deadpanned, shouting to be heard above the storm.

      “You’re late, Jack dear, and look who’s talking!” she replied just as loudly, smiling and hugging him.

      “Let’s get up to the house and dry off,” he said, disengaging himself from her embrace. “I’ll show you what I’ve done once we change.” He indicated the watertight container with a gesture.

      “How many?” she asked.

      “I finished four and I have some more photos,” he replied. “Now let’s hurry!”

      They started up the path toward the house. The storm began to let up just then, and she stopped in her tracks. Jack continued for two steps, then must have sensed she wasn’t following. He slowed and turned with a questioning expression.

      “Will you go back?” she asked.

      Jack’s shoulders sagged at the not unexpected question. “It’s a chance of a lifetime, not to mention the place is exhilarating and inspiring. Yes, of course I’ll go back.” He hesitated, then added, “You could come with me, you know.”

      It wasn’t the first time he’d made that offer, not even the second or third time.

      “No, I won’t, I can’t, and you know that.”

      It was the same answer, old now, all explained and argued out a dozen times over.

      He nodded, neither accepting it nor outright rejecting it, and turned again toward the house. She followed more slowly so that he wouldn’t see the fear and sadness on her face. But after thirty-one years together, she just knew he felt it all the same.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Two Months Later

      

      

      Lillian was back at the pond, waiting as a storm gathered overhead. She was worried, and it showed in her already lined face. If Abigail’s snooping keeps up much longer, I’ll look a lot older than fifty-eight, she thought. Mrs. Peters had been snooping once more with the binoculars just after Jack had jumped into the pond three weeks ago. He was going so often now, and Mrs. Peters was noticing the activity. If Jack didn’t show up soon, she knew that Abigail Peters would tell her husband, Wendell Peters, who was a police officer in town. From there, it would get to Police Chief Lockhart. That wouldn’t be good. She gave another mental curse to Grandpa Renfrew for selling the land.

      Her next worry was that this storm could possibly be the last thunderstorm of the season, and Jack’s final opportunity until next summer. Any rare January or February thunderstorm triggered by a nor’easter coming up the coast would find the pond frozen solid to a depth of at least a foot from the hard New Hampshire winter and would be useless to him.

      The biggest worry, though, was that she’d seen her husband only fleetingly during the most recent thunderstorm a couple of days before. At that time, a lightning strike that seemed perfect had lit up the pond. But the moment passed, and he was gone, and she didn’t understand why. But then again, this was all beyond understanding anyway, so predicting an outcome to this amazing set of variables was futile.

      The woman weathered the elements, deep in thought. She was so used to recognizing the right moment, despite its unpredictable nature, that she had time to reflect and play out the various scenarios that her growing fears imagined. The storm lasted longer than usual, which increased her fears to borderline panic. There were several false alarms. Just when it seemed the storm was abating, and she was ready to give up, a final crack of lightning illuminated the sky and pond just right. She waited, counting as was her ritual. The expected happened right on queue as it had so often in the past—but again, Jack didn’t surface.

      Disappointed and afraid, Lillian was turning to leave when an object shot up out of the water and flopped on its side, floating with a slight bobbing motion, barely out of her reach. Deciding against jumping in from the dock after it, she walked back off the dock and entered the water from the shore to retrieve it. She was up to her waist when she reached the object that had drifted closer to shore while she walked off the dock. It was her husband’s airtight bag. It had been inflated before being sealed so that it would float. She turned around and, using the dock for support, waded back out of the water. Once on shore, she opened the bag to the rush of escaping air. Inside was another finished canvas and a note. She took the note out and read Jack’s strong, clean handwriting:

      
        
        Dear Lillian,

      

        

      
        It seems to be closing, narrowing somehow. I couldn’t get through. I hope it changes back again, opens up some more. I will keep trying. If you get this, then you’ll have my latest work. The storm must be almost over on your side, so I have to get the bag sealed and inflated before it’s too late.

      

        

      
        Love,

        Jack

      

      

      Ignoring the finished canvas and weeping uncontrollably, she headed up the path to the house, fearing she would never see him again and knowing that what she’d been dreading for the last couple of days was all going to come true.
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      Christy Walker sat softly crying, staring out at the front lawn, her slim form cradled in the bay-window seat. The day was gray and heavy with rain. It was a miserable Saturday in more ways than one. The wind hurled the water in irregular sheets against the side windows that rattled at each new assault. Each time a new wave of water hit, the wind entered somewhere amongst the old window frames and whistled and moaned loudly throughout the room, the drapes flapping as if trying to hold back the intrusion. Christy used to think that sound meant the house was haunted, and her grandmother used to encourage the idea. Today the sounds were all but ignored by Christy as she waited for everyone to return from her grandmother’s funeral.

      “Now, now, Connie,” Mrs. Pike had said to Christy’s mom earlier, “you just go, and I’ll stay and make sure everything is ready when you get back. I can’t see any reason to see Lillian in there again. I said my good-byes to her at the wake last night. I can do more good here this morning.”

      Mrs. Pike had left Christy alone to cry all morning, only peeking in on her once or twice before continuing the food preparation for the day.

      Christy still had on the sweatshirt and sweatpants and slippers that earlier had signaled her decision to stay home from the funeral. Realizing it was getting time for everyone’s return, she went to change into the black dress her mom bought her just yesterday. She hated wearing dresses! But she knew that if she wasn’t ready when everyone returned, she would be handed over to her dad. That happened only when her mom was too stressed to deal with her. Christy rightly figured this would be one of those times, if she wasn’t dressed when they got back.
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        * * *

      

      A little later in her new room upstairs—until recently, her grandmother’s guest bedroom—she straightened out the dress and looked at herself in the mirror. Groaning with the realization that she wouldn’t be able to hide the red and swollen eyes, she wished again that her mom would give in and let her wear some makeup. Not much—just enough to help. At least three-quarters of all the other girls in seventh grade were wearing makeup, and she was beginning to get self-conscious about herself being in the minority. School was almost through for the year, and maybe when she went to the big dance in two weeks, her mom would change her mind. She brushed her short blonde hair and tied it into a small ponytail (that would please her dad). She fidgeted with her pantyhose in front of the mirror, and despite the red swollen eyes, ponytail, lack of makeup, and the fact she really didn’t like dresses, she thought she looked quite grown up.

      The cooking smells drifted upstairs, and her stomach growled in protest. She suddenly remembered she hadn’t eaten a thing all morning. If she could be hungry on a day like today, she began to feel she might survive it after all.

      She heard the first of the cars pull into the driveway with a sloshing sound as the tires hit some standing water on the pavement. Then they made a very familiar crunching sound as they pulled onto the gravel beyond the paved driveway before pulling off onto the lawn. That would be her dad moving off the driveway to make room for the rest of the cars that were expected.

      The gravel signaled the beginning of the driveway to her old house. When her parents and grandparents had begun to build the house down the hill, they had just extended the new driveway off the old one and covered it in crushed stone. The sound of that gravel driveway was unmistakable and lately brought a pang of sadness each time Christy heard it.

      She went downstairs in a little better mood despite her reflections because she knew Trev would be there soon. Trevor Hanson was her best friend and had been for years. Actually she, Trevor, and Ginny Wentworth had all been best friends together since before even first grade, but Ginny had gone to private school in Maine for this past year, and it had somehow changed their wonderful, comfortable, crazy friendship. She hadn’t seen Ginny or talked to her in months, not since at least Christmas, and neither had Trev.

      Christy was waiting again on the window seat when her mom and dad walked in. Her mom handed her raincoat to her dad, and then, smiling a quick greeting to Christy, she walked through into the kitchen to find Mrs. Pike. Her dad took off his raincoat while nodding to Christy, then he came over and planted a kiss on the top of her head.

      “How are you, sweetheart?” he asked, a smile of concern showing on his face.

      “I’m okay, Daddy, thanks.”

      “Good. Well, I’ll put these away,” he said, indicating the coats over his arm. “You look nice in a dress,” he added, heading upstairs to put the coats on his bed. “Nice ponytail, too!” he called down as he went, the old staircase creaking and groaning with every step, mixing with his rich, warm voice.

      Christy’s mom came back in and sat on the window seat beside her, giving her a little hug before speaking. “My, you look very pretty. I see the dress fits you fine.” Taking Christy’s face gently in her hands, she turned it and stared into Christy’s eyes. “Hmm,” she said. “Why don’t you run up to my bedroom quickly and put just a touch of my makeup on. You know which drawer it’s in?”

      “Really, Mom?” Christy asked.

      Her mom smiled. “Yes, really. I’d let you use what I brought with me today, but I’ve used most of it myself.” Christy noticed her mom’s own red and swollen eyes. “And hurry back down,” her mom continued. “Trevor and his mom will be here shortly to help. Everyone else, I suspect, is giving us a decent amount of time before they show up. If your dad is still there, send him down. I could use his help too.”
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        * * *

      

      Christy was still sitting on the edge of her mom and dad’s bed finishing up applying a little blush—she hoped it wouldn’t be too obvious—when Trevor walked in.

      “Your mom said I could find you up here.” Then he saw what Christy was doing. “Oh no! Dum da dum dum—the first step!” he said.

      “Oh, shush up. Does it look alright?” she asked, turning toward him.

      “Sure, it looks fine,” he said as he plopped down beside her. “Guess who I saw?” he asked as he loosened his tie and unbuttoned his blazer.

      Christy rolled her eyes at him. “Okay, I give up. Who did you see?”

      “Ginny. She said to say hi,” Trevor said, “and that she was sorry about your grandmother.”

      She turned toward Trevor, opening her eyes wide and dropping her jaw before smiling at him. “Well, I would have hoped she said hi! How is she?”

      “Oh, she got fat!”

      “Noooo,” Christy said, bouncing up and down twice.

      “Well, not really, but she did put on some weight.” He grinned.

      She punched his arm like she always did when he set her up like that. He grabbed her fist as she was starting to punch him again, but something in his face made her stop. His grin was gone. He released her hand, and she waited for him to continue. He avoided looking at her face.

      “What is it, Trev? Like I said, spill it,” she whispered.

      He stared down at his hands again before continuing. “She also called your grandmother a loony toon, a nutcase, a complete whacko! Her words, not mine.” Then, still not looking at her, he said, “I gotta tell you Christy, I wasn’t impressed.”

      Christy’s eyes filled with tears, and she gripped Trevor’s arm. “Why would she say those things?”

      “I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. “I saw her and her mom at the mall. We started talking about this year, and of course she asked about you. Then Mrs. W butted in to say I should tell you how sorry she was about your grandmother. Mrs. W. walked off while we were still talking, and then Ginny said that she thought it was sad your grandmother was crazy.”

      Trevor looked up then, locking eyes with Christy, and continued. “I defended your grandmother, and she laughed at me and started saying how your grandmother wandered around the pond all these years since your grandfather drowned, looking for him as if he was still alive. She even refused the insurance money when he was declared legally dead. Did she really do that, Christy?”

      “I … I don’t know,” Christy said. “I remember when the lawyer came about the death certificate. That was two years ago, I think. He drowned almost nine years ago now.”

      “But they never found his body, did they?”

      “No, but I don’t ever remember her telling me she thought he was still alive,” Christy said. “Why would she say those things about my grandmother?” Christy felt close to tears again.

      “Don’t sweat it, Christy. Maybe she listened to Mrs. Peters telling those old stories about his disappearance one too many times. This is a small town, and that was big news. We were only—what?—about four when he drowned?”

      Just then, Christy’s mom walked through the door and smiled at them. “There you are, you two. Come on downstairs. People are beginning to arrive.” She looked at Christy’s face and must have noticed both of their tense postures. “What’s going on? Did something happen?”

      “No, not really, Mom, but Trev met Ginny at the mall.”

      “Oh, that’s nice! How is she?” she asked, focusing on Trevor.

      Trevor squirmed. “Uh, she’s … she’s okay, I guess.”

      Christy plowed through Trevor’s uncomfortable pause: “Trev was telling me what she said when you came in. Ginny said Grandma was crazy. Do you think that’s true?”

      Christy’s mom showed anger in her eyes for a moment, and then she sighed and gently pushed Christy aside to make room for herself between them on the bed. She sat down and put an arm around them both and squeezed. Then she said, “No, honey, your grandmother wasn’t crazy. But when my dad, your grandfather, drowned, she did sort of fall to pieces a bit. But that was just denial. It was worse that they never were able to find his body in the pond. That would have helped to put closure on it for her. She did for a time act like he was alive but soon accepted that he was gone.”

      “But what about her constant visits to the pond like she was looking for him? Even I’ve seen her do that a million times. Why do that?” Christy asked.

      Christy’s mom looked first at Trevor then at Christy before staring straight ahead, frowning. It took her a few seconds before answering: “Haven’t you ever seen someone, even if only on a TV show, go visit their loved ones in a cemetery and talk to them like they were alive? It makes them feel closer to them. I’m sure your grandmother was doing something like that. Remember, she didn’t have a grave to visit, so maybe she went there to feel closer to him.”

      Christy and Trevor both nodded and leaned forward to look at each other for a second.

      Christy’s mom gave a final squeeze and stood up. “Some people can be insensitive, that’s all,” her mom said. “I’m surprised at Ginny, though. I wouldn’t have thought it of her. But let’s go downstairs. There is someone who wants to meet you, Christy.”
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      Mourners congregated in the front room and the central dining room. Mrs. Pike and Christy’s mom and dad had spread most of the food on various tables throughout the two rooms and connecting hallway leading to all the rooms and the staircase. A few people were gathered in the hallway, nibbling on chips or neatly cut vegetable sticks, gazing at the half dozen or so paintings hung on the walls. Christy’s mom went past everyone, nodding as she went, and Christy and Trevor followed.

      Christy’s mom led them to the kitchen, where a man was just turning to look at them as they entered. He was about to put a celery stick into his mouth but stopped when he saw who had come in. He was dressed in a nice gray suit, and under his left arm he had a fat manila envelope. His hair was jet black and very short, and he had a nice smile, which he turned on Christy when he noticed her staring. She wouldn’t have called him short, maybe sort of stocky. He looked very familiar.

      “Christy, do you remember Detective Lockhart?” her mom asked. “Of course, he was Police Chief Lockhart when you last saw him.”

      Christy hesitated until the memories fit the man and her mom’s words made some sense. “Oh! Hi, yeah, I think I remember you.”

      The detective smiled and held out his hand. “Hi, Christy, nice to see you again.”

      Christy shook his hand, and he turned to Trevor.

      “And this must be Trevor Hanson,” Detective Lockhart said. “I remember you and your parents.”

      He offered his hand, and Trevor shook it with a bit more enthusiasm than Christy had shown.

      “Yeah, I remember,” Trevor said. “You were the cool police chief. My mom and dad liked you.”

      Detective Lockhart smiled. “I don’t know about cool, but I certainly enjoyed my time here as police chief. Mrs. Walker?”

      “Please, call me Connie.”

      “Connie, then. May I speak with Christy …” He hesitated, frowned, and then with an exaggerated exhale of breath continued. “Umm, in more private surroundings?” he asked.

      That caught them all by surprise, but Christy’s mom recovered quickly. “Well,” she said, then glanced out the window over the sink, looking at the porch. “It’s just about stopped raining, but nobody else is outside. The love seat won’t have been rained on since it’s up against the house. We could take two folding chairs and go out there.”

      Christy watched Detective Lockhart. He seemed uncomfortable and about to say something, but instead he searched an inner pocket of his suit jacket and withdrew a letter-sized folded piece of paper. He took an unusual amount of time unfolding it.

      Finally, he shrugged and said, “Let me start at the beginning. Last week, I received a call from Morris and Quigley, the attorneys in town here. Paul Morris Jr. told me that Lillian Renfrew had passed away and that he had instructions from her that concerned me. I came up yesterday and visited their offices, where I received a handwritten letter from Lillian dated some six months ago. Apparently, she had at that time just come down ill and wanted to make sure that what she had in mind would come to pass.”

      “Is that the letter in your hand?” Christy’s mom asked.

      “No,” he said, talking directly to Christy’s mom, “and that is why I hesitated when you suggested that we”—and he emphasized the “we”—“go out to the porch. This letter here is a list of the people that Lillian wanted to be present when I hand over this large manila envelope to Christy and tell the story of Lillian’s and my little game. You’re … not on the list, Connie. I’m sorry.” He sounded genuine in his apology. “In reality,” he continued, “Lillian wanted Christy to have the final say as to who other than herself gets to hear my story and see what’s in the envelope. But they must be on this very short list. Of course, you can ask me to leave now if that isn’t acceptable to you. It was your mother’s wish that it happen this way, but legally the lawyers couldn’t or wouldn’t do anything to force it … and Lillian thought that her wishes would be enough for you, Connie.”

      He paused for a moment, shifting his weight from one foot to the other before continuing. “I will tell you this: if you say no, then I am to take this envelope and destroy it without opening it. And I for one hope you won’t say no, since I don’t know what’s in this envelope, and neither does the law firm. Only Lillian knows what’s in here. I think it would be a shame if it went to the grave with her, whatever it is in here.”

      He stopped and stared directly at Christy’s mom, then slowly turned his eyes on Trevor before settling his penetrating eyes on Christy. She broke from his stare, uncertain what to say or do. A quick glance told Christy that the faces of her mom and Trevor were just as bewildered and confused as her own.

      Christy’s mom recovered first. “You are to know what’s in there when Christy opens it, Detective?” She said it more as a question than a statement, and the hurt was thick in her voice.

      “No,” he said quickly. “Not if Christy chooses not to let me.” He waved the envelope. “I am only to tell my side of the story.”

      Christy’s mom stood there shaking her head. “I still don’t quite understand. What story? What game?”

      “What game?” Detective Lockhart repeated. “Your mother—Lillian—and I came to view my investigation of your dad’s drowning as a game. She doesn’t want me to say more, except to the people on that list, pending Christy’s approval. But if you disapprove, Connie, then I leave now and throw this envelope into the fire.”

      Christy’s mom stood mute, tears welling in her already red and swollen eyes. Detective Lockhart waited patiently, letting his information sink in.

      Finally, Christy’s mom took a deep breath and, through her tears, said, “I suppose I’ll have to trust Mom on this one.”

      Turning to Christy, Detective Lockhart said, “There are only three names on this list: yours, Trevor’s, and Ginny Wentworth’s. Is she here today? I certainly remember her family but haven’t seen them here.”

      Christy frowned and said, “No, she isn’t here. Trev and I will go outside with you. That’s … if you want to, Trev.”

      “Want to?” Trevor said. “I wouldn’t miss this for a pair of box seat tickets to the Red Sox!”
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      “Detective Lockhart,” Christy said after the three of them situated themselves on the side porch overlooking Christy’s old house, “do I have to open that right now?”

      Trevor sat next to her on the wicker love seat, and the detective was leaning against the outer railing, his right leg up on the folding chair they had brought with them.

      “No,” the detective said. “As I’ve said, you don’t even have to open it while I’m still here. I was to deliver it to you and tell you what your grandmother wished me to say. You can open it now, though, if you like. That is, if you don’t mind that Trevor or I will see what’s in it.”

      Trevor was fidgeting, obviously begging for attention. Christy shoved him gently and smiled.

      “Okay, Trev, I’d know that squirm anywhere,” she said. “What do you want to say?”

      Trevor glanced at Christy and then the detective to make sure he had their attention. “I think we should hear Detective Lockhart first.”

      Detective Lockhart chuckled. “Trevor, my young friend, you are wise beyond your years. That is just what I was about to suggest that Christy do.”

      Both Trevor and Detective Lockhart waited for Christy’s decision. Christy reached over and gave Trevor’s arm a little squeeze, and she looked at the detective.

      “Trev and I have been friends since I can remember—that’s probably why my grandmother had him on that list—and I can’t recall him ever giving me bad advice. So, I think we’ll listen to your story first, Detective Lockhart.”

      The detective gazed at their faces for a moment. “Trevor isn’t the only one who is wise beyond their years, it seems. I don’t know exactly why your grandmother wanted me to tell you all that’s happened from my perspective, but I’m not nearly as afraid of it as I was when I arrived here this morning.”

      “Detective Lockhart, what did you mean when you said that you and my grandmother played a ‘game’?” Christy asked.

      The detective smiled. “We played a game called ‘Cat and Mouse.’ Now, you have to understand, we law enforcement people are supposed to be the cat in these games. That’s the way we like it. Unfortunately, against your grandmother, I was the mouse and she was the cat. She was an extraordinary person. I visited her time after time during my investigations and spoke of my evolving theories, trying to catch her, get her to admit something.” The detective chuckled again. “But instead she kept toying with me, enjoying every little moment that she kept me guessing and bewildered. Once I was satisfied she hadn’t killed your grandfather, I warmed up to her.”

      “I don’t understand what the game was about,” Trevor said.

      Christy nodded her agreement, and they both waited for the detective’s answer. He smiled and cleared his throat. When he began to speak, Christy could hear admiration for his subject in his tone of voice.

      “You see,” he said, “I told your grandmother some two or three weeks after your grandfather drowned—or, more appropriately, I should say ‘disappeared’—that I didn’t believe he was dead and that she knew where he was. It was my trying to prove it over the next few years, until I left for Boston actually, that constituted our little game. I gathered a bundle of circumstantial evidence to prove my contention, but your grandmother never cracked. She never did tell me what I wanted her to tell me: what I suspected all along but have never been able to prove.”

      He took an audible breath before continuing. “I finally did get one little glimmer of hope that I wasn’t crazy and way off base. Just after I accepted the job in Boston, I came here to visit with Lillian, to see how she was getting on.” He smiled. “And I hoped that she’d tell me something. But she was as tight lipped as ever. Except she did say that when the time came for them to declare her husband legally dead, I was to check up on what she did.”

      “Did you?” Christy asked. “I do remember the talk of the death certificate. That was just a couple of years ago. I don’t know much else except I think I remember my dad getting angry about something.”

      “I did indeed keep tabs on her, Christy,” he said. “Your dad was probably reacting to the fact she refused to claim the insurance money due her. So, at least to my way of thinking, that was her telling me I wasn’t all wrong, that in fact your grandfather was, or may still be, alive.”

      “But where is he? And why hasn’t he come home?” Christy asked.

      Detective Lockhart shrugged his shoulders and was about to say something when Trevor jumped in: “Why did he disappear in the first place?” Trevor asked. “I mean, what did he have to gain by it?”

      Lockhart shook his head and smiled, staring at Trevor. “Would you care to be a detective?” he joked. “You asked the pertinent question: what did he have to gain? Actually, what did either of them have to gain?” He looked at both Christy and Trevor in turn, then answered his own question: “The short answer, which took me a good three weeks to confirm, was … nothing. They had nothing to gain. No hidden debts to run from, no problems with their marriage, no chance of becoming a famous dead artist.”

      The detective cleared his throat, then continued. “I thought for a time that the artist angle was a hot one. Your grandfather was a pretty good artist. I see that his paintings are still up all over the house. But in the end, I dismissed it. After all, he certainly didn’t try to sell paintings while he was living here, and your grandmother didn’t try after he disappeared, either. In fact, your grandmother took to hiding some of them. To keep them away from me, I think.”

      Detective Lockhart paused and seemed to lose himself in old memories before shifting his position against the railing.

      “It was one of your grandfather’s paintings that first made me think that he hadn’t drowned in that pond,” the detective said.

      “Huh? I don’t understand,” Christy said. “I thought you said that they didn’t try to sell any.”

      “Oh … no, no!” Detective Lockhart said, shaking his head. “It wasn’t anything like that. What I meant was that I saw a piece of art in your grandmother’s hallway that was painted at least three days after your grandfather disappeared. You probably already know that your grandfather had a habit of putting the day, month, and year on a painting when he signed it.”

      Christy opened her mouth to speak, but the detective held up his hand to stop any questions.

      “You see,” Detective Lockhart said, “your grandmother called me and reported when your grandfather disappeared into the pond. But Abigail Peters swears that she saw him dive into the pond three weeks earlier than that, and he never came out and nobody ever saw him again after that. Your mother and dad didn’t see him during that mysterious three-week gap, either.

      “Now, after a lengthy investigation, I pieced together that for the last two years or so before he disappeared, your grandfather hadn’t been seen as regularly in his usual spots. But the absences were usually only for two or three days, or at most up to a couple of weeks. Always in summer, too, although that on the surface might not mean anything. It could have just been him taking time off in good weather. He’d given up working in his store also, and in fact even before he disappeared, he and your grandmother had been thinking about selling the hardware store. She finally did sell a year or so after he was gone.

      “So,” Detective Lockhart said, counting on his fingers for emphasis. “One, Mrs. Peters saw him go into the pond but not come out. Two, nobody else saw him after that night. Three, your grandmother had a painting on her wall dated three days after that date, a painting that was clearly done by the same person who had painted every other canvas in this house.”

      “But … if he didn’t disappear until the date my grandmother reported him missing,” Christy said, “then the painting has no real significance, right?”

      “True, but I researched those three weeks very thoroughly, and nobody but nobody saw your grandfather after Mrs. Peters saw him go into the pond. Even your parents didn’t. It was bad luck for me that your whole family was on vacation for the first two weeks of that time frame. So, I can’t really confirm that your grandfather was in fact gone, only that he wasn’t seen.

      “Then, the third week, your mom was sick in bed for a few days. When she went back to work, she had to work late for a few days to catch up and didn’t see him or try to contact either Lillian or Jack. Your dad was back at his usual work routine, so he didn’t notice anything unusual, either. So, because of all that, your grandfather not being around didn’t click with your parents, which it certainly would have otherwise.

      “Wherever he went, your grandmother wasn’t worried about him, and it seems like she expected him to return. It was only three weeks later that she came to some different conclusions about it and called us. At that point, I thought she was grieving like anyone would be who had lost a husband or wife.

      “At first, I thought this was a drowning, but then Mrs. Peters made her remarks to me about seeing your grandfather go into the water three weeks before. I put the three-week discrepancy down to some crazy motive of Mrs. Peters. I knew her well, and it wasn’t out of character, I’m sorry to say.”

      At that comment, Christy and Trevor looked at each other and smiled.

      The detective saw the exchange and said, “I didn’t mean to criticize her; it’s just that, knowing her personality hampered, or colored, my understanding of the situation, and I completely dismissed the fact that Mrs. Peters swore he never came out of that pond. She was adamant about it. That was ridiculous as far as I was concerned. I was certain that he had avoided her detection when he slipped back out of the water. She had a habit of spying on your grandparents, and they—especially your grandfather—delighted in fooling her.

      “Once I pieced together all the evidence and realized that Mrs. Peters had in fact been the last one to see your grandfather, I began to wonder why your grandmother kept quiet for three weeks about his disappearance. Of course, the first thing I thought of was that she had killed him or at least been responsible for his disappearance in some way.”

      Christy opened her mouth wide to say something, but Detective Lockhart shook his head.

      “No, but right away, I had to rule out anything like that,” he said. “After all, if Mrs. Peters did see him go in and not come out, how could your grandmother have done anything to him? It was at that point I tried to piece together where he might have gone and why.”

      He smiled. “When I found the painting, I had to look at your grandmother’s actions differently. It must have taken her the three weeks to come to the conclusion he wasn’t coming back, and then she called us and told us a pack of lies. I don’t know where he went, or why. But he didn’t drown in that pond down there. And I don’t know how he got that painting to your grandmother. It wasn’t delivered by any postal delivery service. I double-checked that.”

      “Okay, but what has any of this got to do with it all?” Trevor said. “I mean, Mrs. Peters saw him dive in and he didn’t come out again, right?”

      “True, and that was the official ruling on this whole thing: a drowning. Then, seven years later, or about two years ago, your grandfather was declared legally dead. I was the only one who paid attention to your grandmother’s peculiar behavior at that time. Seeing that painting really got me to thinking, so I couldn’t let it go. As I said earlier, I first thought he might be hiding or running for some reason. But I couldn’t find any possible motive.”

      Detective Lockhart sat for a moment, clearly deep in thought, before continuing. “The painting, the strange waiting to call us by your grandmother, the lack of a body, and the story from Mrs. Peters … It all contributed to my taking a real interest in the disappearance. Mrs. Peters swears that your grandmother was at the pond on several occasions after your grandfather disappeared—usually during bad weather, just standing there, apparently waiting or simply looking into the pond. That was very significant too, as far as I was concerned. I didn’t understand why at the time and even now can only guess.”

      “What if the painting was painted by someone else, even by my grandmother?” Christy asked. “Did you get an art expert to look at it and compare it to my grandfather’s other stuff?”

      “No, I didn’t, and that’s a fair question. But if that painting is still here, I’ll let you decide for yourself.” Again, the detective hesitated before continuing his story. “Despite all the unknowns I ran up against and all the things that didn’t add up, I was about to put this down as a disappearance or accept the official ruling of drowning and move on. But just because I was still curious and also interested in local history, I did an exhaustive search for any information about that pond down there.”

      He gestured toward the pond again and went on with his explanation: “I dug up some very strange accounts and stories that led me to believe that something was and probably still is very unusual about that pond.”

      Detective Lockhart paused to let his words sink in. When he continued, it was to ask a question: “Do either of you know what the Native Americans called that pond?”

      “Uh, I’ve heard it before,” Christy said. “The Indians had some real long name for it. I can’t remember what it is, but in school, they told us it means ‘water that empties the world,’ I think. Now everyone just calls it Renfrews’ Pond after my great-great-grandfather. They teach about the pond and its place in natural history in our grammar school. I always thought that was real cool that they talked about our pond in school. It is a good example to use for watersheds and spring-fed ponds.”

      Detective Lockhart nodded. “The word the Abnaki used for the pond is Nebigipsigaki. That’s a mouthful. And who knows if I even pronounced it correctly.” He smiled before continuing with his explanation. “And you’re right: that’s what the presumed translation is and has been since Colonial times. Several local history books use that as the official translated name. They use it as proof that the Native Americans were very ecologically minded and recognized that this pond was a watershed for the surrounding hills. It seems that nobody since the first non-Native American author in 1827 has actually translated that name for him or herself. The subsequent authors seem to have accepted that first author’s account and just used his translation in their own work.”

      The detective shifted his weight again and was clearly enjoying his retelling of the research he’d done years before.

      “Most people seem to think its name was meant to describe its ability to drain the land around it. If you look at the pond, that could be accurate. The Indians—Native Americans—had a marvelous way of naming things literally. Taken in that context, the name makes sense. The pond is an efficient drainage or runoff pond for the surrounding hills here. It’s also spring fed, so it never dries up or fills up with sediment and disappears like a purely runoff pond might.”

      Lockhart stopped to gather his thoughts and sat down in the chair, obviously settling in for a lengthy explanation.

      “If I hadn’t come across no fewer than six different accounts of disappearances attributed to drowning since 1750, I wouldn’t have looked any further into the history of the pond,” he said. “Two in particular are interesting: one in 1816, the other in 1853. The earlier account was of an eight-year-old boy who was presumed drowned in the pond. He surfaced three years later and insisted that he had been to France … and to another world through the pond.”

      Christy and Trevor took a quick glance at each other as the detective continued on. “His own family and the local community assumed he was either taken by someone or was lost and somehow returned on his own. He was institutionalized and died in his thirties, insisting to the end that he had visited France and another world for those three years. Strangely enough, he could speak French when he returned … but he’d had no knowledge of the language before he disappeared.”

      “Weird,” Trevor whispered.

      Detective Lockhart nodded. “The latter account was of a young man in his twenties who disappeared and was also presumed drowned. He had been a troubled youth and owed a lot of money, and it was theorized that he took his own life by drowning. Ten years later, though, a man looking like him was seen in town. His own mother insisted that it was him, and so did several other residents of the town. This individual denied any connection to the missing man and avoided the woman who claimed to be his mother. Shortly after arriving and causing the stir, he left town. The mother of the missing man insisted till the day she died that the man who came to town ten years later was in fact her son.”

      “Wouldn’t a mother know her own son without a doubt?” Trevor asked.

      “Mmm, not necessarily,” the detective said. “Remember, we’re talking about 1853. Nobody around here would have had access to photography; it was very new and expensive then. She would have been relying on her memory, and a person can change a lot in appearance in ten years.

      “However, there are no fewer than ten other accounts—all written down secondhand by local settlers—of Native American legends about the pond too. The first three are eerily similar. They mention travelers from other lands rising up out of the pond. The rest all mention people disappearing after swimming in the pond. Does that sound familiar?”

      Christy just blinked and gave a small nod, feeling like she was getting more confused by the second.

      “Well, those early settler accounts of the Native American disappearances and strange appearances all revolve around explaining away things as tales told around campfires to create legends to pass down. I think they came up with whatever they could to explain what they didn’t understand and couldn’t really understand any other way.

      “Ah, but then a very interesting thing came up after I read all these accounts. I sent the pond’s name and the translation to an expert in ancient American languages who lives in Michigan—a Mr. Johansson if I remember. He corrected the translation for me. It’s a Western Abnaki combination of words, and it actually means ‘water into empty land,’ not ‘water that empties the land or world.’ Similar, yes, but it can be interpreted very differently in light of the legends and old accounts. Without actually knowing what any of those old legends mean for certain, if you add your grandfather’s disappearance into the mix, we have a very mysterious pond out there. I’m sure now you’d be able to research the Abnaki language on the Internet, but even nine years ago, that wasn’t so easy.”

      Detective Lockhart paused and looked at the two young people facing him. Again, he seemed to be gauging their reaction to his words. Christy remained quiet, as did Trevor, no doubt formulating opinions or grasping for some sense of what he’d heard, just as Christy was doing.

      Before either had a chance to ask any questions, Detective Lockhart said, “Despite what I came to believe was the truth, I let the judgment of accidental drowning stand because I couldn’t prove anything. All my investigations—except for the information on the mysterious pond disappearances—I included in my police report. And, of course, I never actually stated what I believed happened, at least not in the official report. I did speak many times to your grandmother about my theories, and she certainly got a kick out of them.” He smiled. “Do you want to hear what I think happened?”

      Detective Lockhart shrugged. “One, maybe two of them, you might put down to an overactive imagination, but so many of them? I don’t believe so.” The detective shook his head. “Look at it from this perspective. Go ahead fifty years. Christy, what will the story of your grandfather be thought of as? Will it be just another legend of the pond, conveniently catalogued as strange but unlikely to be of any substance? Just suppose that Mrs. Peters is right, and he never came out of that pond. We never found his body. In fact, and this is somehow significant but I don’t know how, nobody has ever found a body of anyone who supposedly drowned in that pond.”
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      Detective Lockhart stood and moved back a step to again lean against the porch railing, giving her room.

      “I’ve told you all I came to say,” the detective said quietly. “The rest is up to you, Christy—and your grandmother’s envelope.”

      Trevor inched away from Christy, then he stood up and joined the detective.

      Christy felt the silence around her and noticed the space her two companions on the porch had just given her. In that physical and auditory void, she began to hear the long unnoticed sounds of the mourners roaming throughout her house, along with the outside noises reawakening after the bad weather. A car door closed, and someone walked up the front steps just out of her view into the front room.

      The envelope seemed to grow heavy as she realized she was on the spot for a decision. She patted it, validating the realness of it, then silently wished it would go away. The envelope represented all the pressures of the day thrown into her lap. It was too much, and she felt cornered sitting there. She stood up and walked to the back railing of the porch, feeling Trevor’s and Detective Lockhart’s eyes on her back.

      Standing still, looking out at her old house in the distance, and hearing the remnants of the spring peepers down by the pond, she lost her composure and began crying. Crying for the loss of her grandmother, for the pressures of the funeral and her choice not to attend, and for the decision she was about to make—the decision that was going to hurt and disappoint two people she knew were probably expecting her to make a very different one.

      Clutching the envelope to her breast, she turned. Avoiding the stares of Trevor and the detective, she bolted between the two of them and around the corner through the front door and up the stairs into her room.

      She never saw Trevor’s startled reaction or Detective Lockhart’s sympathetic one. If anyone inside saw her distress, she didn’t notice them, either.
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      Christy went immediately to her dresser and opened the locked drawer. Slipping the large envelope under some unused notebooks, she locked it up and sat on the edge of her bed and tried to stop crying. Once she gained control over her emotions, and a little embarrassed by them, she thought that she better go back out and explain to Trev and the detective. She hoped they’d understand, or at least forgive her if they didn’t, but now that she’d acted, she wasn’t going to change her mind.

      What neither of them knew was that as the long story had unfolded through Detective Lockhart’s narrative, little pieces of conversations between her and her grandmother over the last six months came rushing back to her. Christy had realized almost near the end of the detective’s tale that her grandmother had been giving her bits and pieces of information—preparing her for this moment. As those bits of memory came back to her, she knew she was going to face the envelope alone.

      Christy wished it could be some other way, but this was between her and her grandmother, despite what she’d just heard from the detective. The more she thought of it, the more she became afraid that he’d be angry with her. Detective Lockhart had spent a lot of time working on this problem, and he probably had a right to know what was in the envelope. She took only small comfort in the fact that her grandmother had said it was up to her to decide and that the detective knew that. But whatever the reactions, she had to go back to face them now.

      The walk down the front stairs and out onto the porch was a blur, partly from her tear-filled eyes and partly from the fear of the detective and Trevor still waiting. When she rounded the corner of the porch and they came into focus, she smiled at them. Trevor got up and stood awkwardly, waiting for her to sit on the love seat. Detective Lockhart had moved toward the end of the porch and stood with his back to her.

      He turned in time to see her weak smile. He nodded noncommittally and waited for her to make the next move. When she just stood there, he walked a step or two back opposite the love seat. Christy still didn’t take the offered seat from Trevor, couldn’t put herself at that emotional disadvantage. There was no way she was going to explain what she had to with the two of them standing over her. She stood facing the love seat and backed up against the railing.

      Trevor spoke first: “What did you do with the envelope?”

      Detective Lockhart spoke quickly to help as best he could: “You are in charge, Christy. Remember, that envelope has your name on it—nobody else’s.”

      Christy let out a deep sigh and favored Detective Lockhart with a grateful smile before addressing Trevor. She knew then that she didn’t have to explain or apologize to Detective Lockhart.

      Her eyes welled up with tears as she began: “Trev, I’m sorry, I really am. I think I know why I have to look at that envelope alone—she wanted me to.”

      Trevor shook his head and dropped his arms onto his legs, his hands resting on his knees. “Christy, I … I don’t understand,” Trevor said. “I thought you wanted me … us … to see the contents with you.”

      He turned to Trevor. “Trevor, go easy on Christy.” He smiled. “I suspect her decision wasn’t an easy one. She doesn’t want to disappoint you or jeopardize the friendship you two have. Give her some credit that her grandmother’s wishes are very important to her and they shouldn’t come between you two. Don’t let them, okay?”

      Trevor nodded but still didn’t look very happy about Christy’s decision. He stood up and took the hand being offered by the detective. Then, when Detective Lockhart extended a hand toward her, Christy impulsively hugged the detective, ignoring the proffered hand.

      When the detective had left and entered the house, Christy turned to Trevor. At first, he couldn’t meet her eyes. Finally, he did, but the look wasn’t friendly.

      “So much for my help,” he mumbled and again turned his eyes away from hers.

      “Trev, no, please understand.”

      “Yeah, whatever.”

      He shrugged, brushing past her and heading off the front steps and around away from her view.

      She watched him go and began to cry in earnest again. She’d lost her grandmother, her house and bedroom, and now it seemed she’d lost her best friend, too, all in a few weeks.
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      Christy walked around front and watched Trevor heading down the path toward the pond. She let him go and stepped inside the front door. Her mom was mingling with the Uptons and still talking with Detective Lockhart. The Uptons lived two houses down from Trevor in the biggest house in town. Rob Upton looked uncomfortable standing with his parents. He was a year behind her and Trevor in school, and Christy didn’t know him very well. Plus, he was a friend of the Peters twins, which automatically ruled him out as close-friend material. He saw Christy looking in his direction and nodded, his eyes pleading with her to come save him from the adults. His mother had her arm around his shoulders, and there was no way he could easily escape without appearing rude. Christy was in no mood, however, and ignored his silent plea, which turned into an angry glare as she walked past.

      She headed around several groups of both children and adults. Christy walked into the kitchen and saw Mrs. Lake and her son Danny. She hadn’t really met them yet, only seen the two of them moving things into her house—their house now.

      The Lakes had lived in town for a year or so, in the apartments in the center of town, until Christy’s dad put the “For Sale” sign up on their house a few months ago when it became apparent that Christy’s grandmother wasn’t coming back. Mrs. Lake had jumped at the chance for a nice home for her and her son when Christy’s house came up for sale. The transaction had happened fast, and they’d finished moving in early last week.

      Danny was a Cub Scout and Trevor, who was a Boy Scout, was Danny’s den chief, whatever that was. Trevor explained it as being a baby-sitter for Cub Scouts, but Christy was sure it wasn’t that; she knew that Trev was just poking fun at himself. All she knew about Danny was that Trev liked him and that he was deaf.

      Christy had seen Danny and his mom signing to each other as they moved in over the last couple of weeks. They were doing it now as they came into the room. Danny was looking up at his mom, and she was bending over slightly, facing her son squarely so that the two of them could communicate more effectively. They paused slightly, then after a flurry of signs, put their hands down by their sides and faced Christy.

      Mrs. Lake straightened up. “Hello, this is Danny, and I’m Katie Lake. You must be Christy.”

      Danny reached and found his mom’s hand, and she took his into her own. Christy’s mom entered then and smiled at them all.

      “Good, I see you’ve met each other,” Christy’s mom said.

      “Danny and I were just introducing ourselves to Christy,” Mrs. Lake said.

      Christy’s mom nodded and smiled. Danny let go of his mother’s hand and stepped apart slightly from her. Then, to Christy’s surprise, he spoke clearly while signing and looking directly at her.

      “Hi, Christy, it’s nice to meet you.”

      Mrs. Lake smiled. “You didn’t expect him to speak, did you?”

      Christy shook her head.

      “Danny speaks very well and reads lips too, which we call speech reading,” Mrs. Lake said. “He wasn’t born deaf and had speech well before he lost his hearing. It makes it easier for him to communicate, and he always speaks as he signs to be polite. That way, you can understand him without knowing sign language. If you make sure you look directly at him when you talk to him, he has an easier time understanding you, even if you don’t know how to sign.”

      Christy nodded and realized that it was a prompt for her to reply to Danny. She nervously made direct eye contact with him, and once she saw that he was returning the stare, she began.

      “Hi, Danny, it’s nice to meet you too.” Impulsively, she asked, “Was that the real sign for ‘hello’? And can you show me ‘Nice to meet you’ again?”

      Danny grinned and nodded yes, showing off his dimples and sparkling blue eyes clearly visible behind his silver-framed glasses. Closing his thin nimble fingers, and turning his open palm out, he made the sign for “hi” again by touching the side of his temple and extending his hand out. Then he signed “Nice to meet you” again. It was a series of quick gestures that he slowed down for Christy to see more clearly.

      Christy tentatively mimicked him. The first attempt drew a smile from Danny and Mrs. Lake. But the second time she tried it, she felt it succeeded. Danny nodded, grinning, and then replied by speaking and signing again.

      “Yes, nice job,” he said, stepping back closer to his mom and reaching for her hand.

      Mrs. Lake smiled and began speaking again. Danny looked up at her to follow her conversation since he wouldn’t let go of her hand and she couldn’t sign for him.

      “Christy, your mother told me you might be interested in making a little money this summer. I wouldn’t have asked today of all days, but Danny needs a babysitter while I’m at work, and unfortunately, I need someone starting Monday. Being next door, I thought of you. Your mom said it was okay to mention it now.”

      Christy knew that she was supposed to respond, but she was still reeling from all that had happened so far today. Her eyes teared up again, and she avoided looking directly at anyone.

      “Christy?” her mom said gently. “Are you okay?”

      Christy turned away from her mom’s stare and tried to keep her composure, but she was losing the battle. Through the tears, she saw the open kitchen door behind the Lakes and the escape it offered

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-5.gif





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/crystals.gif





OEBPS/images/custom-scene-break.gif





OEBPS/images/orange-crystals.gif





OEBPS/images/blue-crystals.gif





OEBPS/images/image-3.gif





OEBPS/images/purple-crystals.gif





OEBPS/images/image-6.gif





OEBPS/images/empty-world-saga_full-collection_ebook_large.jpg
7z ’ :
| ' DAVID K. ANDERSON
w— 7

A






