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      Author’s Note

      
      
      This book is 49 years in the making. Some of it was first written when I was a kid.
         I was already chronicling the nightmare, even when it was fresh. Big chunks were written
         in the 1980s, then again in the 1990s, with the remainder written between 2011 and
         2015.
      

      
      Although this is a true story, some names and locations have been changed to protect
         the privacy of the innocent. Pseudonyms will be noted upon their first usage with
         an asterisk (*). When possible, the spoken word has been quoted verbatim. However,
         when that is not possible, conversations have been reconstructed as closely as possible
         to reality based on the recollections of those who spoke and heard the words.
      

      
      In places, there has been a slight editing of spoken words, but only to improve readability.
         The denotations and connotations of the words remain unaltered. In some cases, witnesses
         are credited with verbal quotes that in reality only occurred in written form. Some
         characters may be composites.
      

      
      Information based on a published source is endnoted. In some cases, articles have
         survived the years only in clippings, and original page numbers may be missing from
         those endnotes.
      

      
      
   
      Foreword

      
         
         The Curious Farmer

         
      

      
      
         Satanic ages last 1,458 years. The last one, where God was on top and Satan was cast
            down, started in A.D. 508. Consequently, the new satanic age began in 1966 and this
            time Satan is on top. 1966 was “Year one, Anno Satanas—the first year of the reign
            of Satan.”[1]  —Anton Szandor LaVey, founder, Church of Satan
         

      

      It was a sunny summer Wednesday around noon, and the Mortons* of Lester Street couldn’t
         find their dog. The dog had run off to do its duty and hadn’t returned. The Mortons
         lived in one of the houses that backed against the Pennsylvania Railroad tracks, between
         Ballantyne Road and the swimming hole. Francine Morton Wilson led a search party made
         up of her and her two much younger brothers. Crossing the tracks, they looked north
         toward the stone trestle and saw the poor dog’s cadaver lying on the tracks.
      

      
      “You two run home,” Francine said. She would investigate alone. At first she thought
         a train had hit him, but as she got closer she realized that the reality was much
         worse. Someone had neatly slit the dog down the middle, opened him up, and pulled
         out the innards. Who would want to do that to a little dog? It was just the sort of
         sick thing her husband Clint Wilson* would do, she thought—if he had the guts.
      

      
      Three hours later and two miles to the west, 43-year-old farmer Vincent Zuber was
         on his spinach-green John Deere tractor cutting hay along a dirt service road that
         ran parallel to the West Shore railroad tracks near the intersection of Archer and
         Beaver Roads.
      

      
      That road, sometimes no more than two ruts in the weeds, was used at night as a lovers’
         lane. Zuber’s family had been farming in Chili since 1882, and though the family recognized
         that teenagers getting steamy on their property was a potential problem, laissez-faire
         reigned, and no one yet had left the farmhouse to shoo away the passionate youngsters.
      

      
      Follow those tracks a couple of miles east and you were behind my house. Go a few
         hundred feet further and you were at the Genesee Junction where the Pennsylvania crossed
         the West Shore track of the New York Central, only feet away from the swimming hole.
         Take those tracks even further east and you came out on Scottsville Road at the iron
         river trestle where my great-grandmother Mrs. Richard Watkins died at the age of 35
         in October 1916, struck by a West Shore train as she crossed the Genesee River. (“How
         did she get hit by a train?” I asked my paternal grandma when I was little. “She didn’t
         look both ways,” she replied.)
      

      
      Zuber had a great view of his surroundings from his high perch atop the tractor. The
         air was cooler today. It had been a hot summer, and the heat had broken. Breathing
         deeply in appreciation, Zuber smelled what he later described as a “very rich odor,”
         unmistakably putrescence.
      

      
      A cow must’ve gotten out and died, he thought. Truth was, the death smell had been
         there a few days before, but he’d thought it was a woodchuck and didn’t investigate.
         He’d hoped it would dissipate. But the smell was getting worse. Zuber took a deep
         breath and drove toward the scent. He left the field and drove onto the dirt road,
         heading eastward. He stopped the tractor near a cluster of high bushes, south of the
         dirt road.
      

      
      Zuber shut off the engine and climbed down. As he pushed his way through the weeds
         toward the bushes, he saw evidence of teenagers. There was a girl’s comb, a girl’s
         flip-flop—what they called “thongs” back in those days, a cheap rubber sandal—and
         then . . . well, then, searing into his memory, the nightmare, partially hidden in
         a thicket of elderberry bushes and high weeds, a human leg and foot, baked into brown
         suet.
      

      
      The farmer’s mind clicked right away. The missing girls.

      
      Zuber—arms flailing, screaming, white as a ghost—forgot about his tractor and ran
         in a cross-lots beeline to the home of a friend and neighbor, 42-year-old sheriff’s
         sergeant Glenn J. Saile, who would know what to do. Saile served four years in the
         navy during World War II and became a deputy sheriff not long after his return to
         civilian life in 1946. Saile lived on Beaver Road Extension, about a quarter mile
         south of the railroad tracks.
      

      
      Zuber had only seen one body, but Saile quickly found the other only a few feet away
         and began the notifications at 3:30 p.m. Crime scene technicians, homicide investigators,
         people from the medical examiner’s office, and members of the press were soon on the
         scene. The bodies had been butchered with a knife. The next day the story was in the
         New York Times.[2]   That night, Walter Cronkite mentioned the grisly discovery. With Zuber’s permission,
         the Monroe Tree Surgeons were called in and defoliated the Archer Road crime scene.
         The sun baked and reflected off the newly bare clay. It looked like an Egyptian archeological
         dig.
      

      
      
         
            1. www.churchofsatan.com (accessed December 15, 2014).
               

            

         

         
            2. “2 Missing Girls Are Found Slain: Upstate Victims, 14 and 16 Had Been Swimming,” New York Times, July 21, 1966.
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      Chapter 1

      Country Life

      
         
         
      

      
      Today you’d call Ballantyne suburban, but back in the 1960s, it was country—dusty rural with just a copse of houses, some of them shacks without indoor plumbing,
         on or near Ballantyne Road, in the town of Chili, which was pronounced to rhyme with
         “jai alai.”
      

      
      My dad, whose hands were well scrubbed, was an insurance adjustor for the Insurance
         Company of North America, with offices in the Sibley Tower Building in downtown Rochester.
         Suit and clip-on bowtie. We’d lived in the city proper, on Campbell Street in the
         “Dutchtown” section, until I graduated from kindergarten in 1962, at which time—to
         beat the suburban rush—my dad bought a house and four acres at the end of a bumpy,
         potholed, L-shaped dirt road called Stallman Drive, off Ballantyne Road. The house
         was on Lot 5 of the Ballantyne Acres subdivision, a weed-covered field that went all
         the way back to Black Creek—the dark, lazy, meandering stream that contributed to
         the Genesee River a mile to the east and was known to the Seneca and Iroquois Indians
         as Chekanango.
      

      
      Our house sat just west of the Pennsylvania Railroad tracks, parallel to and only
         yards from a large drainage ditch that we called the “runoff.” Only as an adult did
         I look at a vintage map and realize that our runoff was the bed of the old Genesee
         Valley Canal. The railroad tracks followed the canal’s old elevated towpath, where
         beasts of burden once tugged boxcar-sized barges northward. That ditch had been dug
         in 1836 in what started out as an attempt to connect the Alleghany River at Olean
         with the Erie Canal inside the city of Rochester. The idea looked good on paper, but
         the canal never fully functioned. The section through Chili was prone to flood damage.
         The southernmost portion was never dug, and to get around the Genesee River gorge
         at Letchworth, canal builders used an old Indian portage route that necessitated way
         too many locks. By the 1960s, the runoff existed without historical context. Come
         winter it iced over and became our hockey rink.
      

      
       Dad’s need was simple: to get his wife and kid away from the changing city, without
         leaving himself a hellish commute—and he accommodated himself well. He enjoyed his
         cozy yet sturdy country home, a stucco two-bedroom screaming for an addition or two.
         He bought a big straw hat, held beer parties on the lawn, and dug a large garden.
         The airport was on the other side of the creek, just prop planes at first but then
         the airport was enlarged, made international, and the 727s were deafening.
      

      
      Our dirt road became dusty in the summer. We could see cars coming from around the
         bend from the telltale dust cloud billowing up from behind the Formicolas’ house.
      

      
      The town refused to pave the road. For years it was the only dirt public road in Monroe
         County. A truck did come down twice a summer to fill the potholes with crushed rock,
         cut the weeds on either side of the road, and spray black oil that briefly kept the
         dust at bay.
      

      
      The other flaw in my dad’s plan had to do with the nighttime. The instant the sun
         went down or the humidity rose, the mosquitoes came out in swarms. It turned out Ballantyne
         Road was once called Mosquito Point Road, but the name was changed to pump up real
         estate prices to suckers who never visited their prospective properties after dark.
      

      
      Dad, never one to go gentle into any good night, battled the “skeeters.” He tried
         scented candles, insect repellent, but nothing worked. He bought what we called the
         Zapper and hung it from the old-fashioned lamppost in front of the house at the end
         of the rock garden. Plugged in via two extension cords, it had a “special light” that
         attracted bugs, then fried them with electricity. We could hear them crackling and
         burning in there. It was kind of satisfying. The device didn’t distinguish mosquitoes
         from other bugs, and the loudest pops and crackles came from exploding moths. The
         Zapper proved fun but ineffective when it came to reducing the number of mosquito
         bites we suffered. So Dad built a wall. During the spring of 1966, our outdoor patio
         was transformed into a screened-in porch. That summer he put a chaise longue in there
         and ran an extension cord through the living room window to a black-and-white portable
         TV set, and the mosquitoes could watch him through the screen all they wanted. He
         would laugh at them. If one did get inside the screen, Dad always had a flyswatter
         handy.
      

      
      My father, the only white-collar worker within a mile, knew nothing of the neighborhood he lived in. He made a martini and poked around in his garden.
         Anything going on outside the four-acre Benson estate, he didn’t care. My mom joined
         a housewives bowling league at Olympic Bowl on Scottsville Road, so she heard some
         Ballantyne gossip. I, on the other hand, being a kid, knew some troubling things about
         the neighbors. Some of them were scary poor, a disproportionate number goofy, living
         in shacks with outhouses.
      

      
      It was a blue-collar, lower-middle-class neighborhood, but there were some pathetic
         folks. Others were life hardened and frightening. I thought that was the way the world
         was. Ballantyne was haunted by a clump of alcoholics, junkies, dead-eyed men who’d
         given up the ghost, and abused teenagers who wanted to prove they could dish it out,
         too.
      

       

      Which isn’t to say I wasn’t having a great time. My world, at age six, seven, and
         eight, was tiny, a scattering of five houses, mostly limited to the kids who also
         lived on Stallman Drive—the Tylers,* the Putnams,* and the Formicolas—as well as another
         house of kids, the Mulligans, on Ballantyne Road. The back of the Mulligans’ house
         faced our house, and only days after we moved in, Big George Mulligan—a strong Irish
         carpenter who’d married a Native American and had three good-looking kids—used an
         industrial-strength mower to carve a path through the field between our houses, a
         path that would soon be worn to bare dirt by our footsteps going to and from each
         other’s houses. Connecting Bensons with Formicolas, Bensons with Mulligans, Mulligans
         with Formicolas. I didn’t need a path to the Tylers’, which was just beyond the bend
         in the road. The road was the beeline.
      

      
       There were shortcuts everywhere, fields crisscrossed with dirt paths. The weeds contained
         wild strawberries, wispy timothy like an old man’s hair, and an occasional tangle
         of burdock. At the end of June, the strawberries were ripening, growing right up out
         of the clay across the fields, and their almost-cloying scent filled the air. (When
         Strawberry Fields Forever came out at the end of 1966, my first thought was, “Cool, the Beatles have one, too.”)
      

      
      The first “kid” I met from the neighborhood was Frankie Tyler,* who insisted that
         people call him Rocky. He was much older, like 16 already when I arrived in 1962,
         wearing a Yankees cap, and the first thing he said to me was, “Could you teach me
         how to throw a curveball?” Rocky once went out picking strawberries in our back field,
         and because he didn’t have a bowl, he collected them in his white T-shirt, which he
         held up at the bottom to form a sort of hammock, and from then on that T-shirt had
         a large red stain covering his belly. Rocky had a sister named Gert, 14 when we moved
         in. She was pretty but had trouble spitting out her words, and she braided her hair
         into pigtails so that there was a part running down the center of the back of her
         head. You could see her dirty neck. The Tylers lived in the one house on the street
         that had an outhouse, and in the winter they heated up the unpainted cinderblock house
         and cooked on the wood-burning stove. The whole family had a distinctive smoky smell.
      

      
      There was no Mr. Tyler around, but mom was crazy Ol’ Lady Tyler, Dorothy, who once
         came to our house and asked my mom if she could listen for Martians in our washing
         machine. My mom went into the living room and asked my dad what to do. He stopped
         reading the sports page. “Let her in. Let me know if she hears anything.” She didn’t,
         which comforted him. “If she’d heard something, there’d be no getting rid of her,”
         he reasoned.
      

      
      Dorothy liked to talk to my mom. “Remember that preacher years ago that was supposed
         to have killed his wife?” Dorothy asked.
      

      
      Truth was, my mom did. The murder occurred when she worked at Neisner’s, a five-and-dime
         in downtown Rochester. That made it about 1948.
      

      
      “Well, the wife’s body was dumped right back there,” Dorothy said, pointing toward
         the “crick.”
      

      
      “Really,” Mom said with concern in her voice. Dorothy was crazy, but that didn’t mean
         she couldn’t be correct.
      

      
      “I know the preacher didn’t kill that woman. You know why? Because I know who did,”
         Dorothy said with a wink.
      

      
      Nuttier than a fruitcake, my mother concluded. Professionals agreed. Dorothy was in
         and out of institutions.
      

      
      (Years later, I looked into this. On April 23, 1949, the Reverend George Hetenyi allegedly
         shot his young wife Jean. She was found floating in the river near the mouth of Black
         Creek. After four murder trials, each reversed on appeal, Hetenyi pleaded guilty of
         manslaughter and was sentenced to time served, i.e., 17 years behind bars.[1])
      

      
      We had only been on Stallman Drive for a year or so when there was no more Frankie.
         He went somewhere for good.
      

      
      The Tylers had a big old sloppy black dog named Jack that everybody loved. He had
         never been on a leash in his life, smelled bad, and wandered Stallman Drive freely,
         making the rounds, being social. He would sit still and relax when you picked the
         burdocks out of his fur.
      

      
      Old Lady Tyler seemed to me way too old to have two teenaged kids. Yet they called
         her Ma. Maybe the old lady, with all that bubble, bubble, toil and trouble she was
         into, just looked years older than she was. At age six, I had difficulty distinguishing
         between people age 40 and 60.
      

      
      I later learned that there were older Tyler kids who attended high school in the 1950s
         and were long gone by 1962. Frankie and Gert were the babies. Dorothy’s craziness
         was just humorous until about 1965. Gert had blossomed, landed a boyfriend, and could
         be seen walking along the shoulder of Ballantyne Road with her hand in the guy’s back
         pocket. My mom thought it was disgusting and clucked her tongue. Gert bloomed and
         became well scrubbed, made-up, and with it. She had her hair cut short and bounced
         self-consciously down the halls of Wheatland-Chili Central School, swinging her broad
         hips like a new butterfly learning to fly. Getting her act together terminated Gert’s
         residence on Stallman Drive. As soon as she could, she got out. Her days of using
         the outhouse were through. There was a rumor that Ol’ Lady Tyler chased Gert down
         Stallman Drive with a carving knife in her hand, and that was what got her put away
         the last time. The Tyler house became vacant, and we never saw any of them again.
         (Years later, when I was away at college, the Tyler house was used as practice by
         the Chili Volunteer Fire Department, torched and extinguished, rats running in all
         directions. The blackened hulk they left was slowly swallowed over the years by enveloping
         vegetation.)
      

      
      During the summer of 1962, when I was still brand new in the neighborhood, the Mulligan
         kids, George, who was 8, Nancy, 11, and Sue, 13, received a black pony, whom they
         named Benny—which also happened to be my dad’s first name.
      

      
      Big George Mulligan had already built a fantastic tree house for us to play in, and
         now he built a barn in the backyard for Benny. I used to ride that pony bareback,
         clinging tightly with white knuckles at the ebony mane, as he ran up and down the
         pathway between our houses, jumping the ditch that ran along the back of the Mulligans’
         yard. One time my mom opened the back door to our house, and Benny the pony ran right
         inside. The Mulligans eventually saddled the pony, and I remember the smell of the
         saddle soap as Little George rubbed it lovingly into the leather. That was the summer
         that Marilyn Monroe died.
      

      
      Our phone was on a party line. If the phone rang two short rings, it was for us. If
         it rang one long ring, it was a call for a neighbor. Sometimes we’d pick up the phone
         to make a call, and there would be nasty-toned people on the line, crabbing at each
         other.
      

      
       My back field, among the wild strawberries, featured a small one-stall horse barn
         made of tar and wood, and an eight-foot-tall wooden corncrib beside it that for me
         was one big four-sided ladder, still sturdy enough for a six-year-old to climb on
         without it even bending. In the barn I kept a blue metal tackle box in which I preserved
         all of my found treasures, talismans of the perfect country summer: a small bird’s
         nest, a cocoon, a piece of petrified wood, and a set of Man in Space trading cards
         that came with Popsicles.
      

      
       There was a mountain of sun-baked horse chips behind the barn. Each spring I would
         repeatedly fill the wheelbarrow with the free fertilizer and put it on my folks’ increasingly
         complex garden. I was home from college when I shoveled the last of it.
      

      
      The barn (which became the home of my dad’s tumbling pigeons), corncrib, and Mt. Dung
         served as forts and clubhouses, and various obstacles during endless games of cowboys
         and Indians. George-Ann Formicola and I (in my worse-for-wear coonskin cap) were always
         the cowboys because the Mulligans had Indian blood. The Indians had more fun, guiding
         us through the woods, searching for Indian arrowheads—George found one once!—and so
         George-Ann and I quit being cowboys and joined in the hunt. The Mulligans knew survival
         techniques—in case we ever got lost in the woods, you could use the foliage as a compass.
      

      
       My mom’s biggest memory of George-Ann was that she was a helpful little girl. One
         time she came down to the end of the road to see if I could come out and play and
         I was somewhere else. My mom was weeding the large vegetable garden. George-Ann sat
         down on the ground and weeded alongside my Mom until the job was done. They chatted.
         George-Ann told her that her name was supposed to be Georgianne, but a nurse misspelled
         it on her birth certificate so they just went with it.
      

       

      I call it the Putnam house because I played with the Putnam kids, but Burton Braddock*
         owned it, on the inside of the bend in Stallman Drive, next door to the Formicolas
         and directly across the street from the Tylers.
      

      
      A couple of days after we moved in, Burt came down to talk to my old man. He wanted
         permission to hunt and fish on our property. Dad said, “Sorry, you’ll end up shooting
         my kid,” and Burt never spoke to him again.
      

      
      Now, when Burt lived alone for the first few years, he had no trouble avoiding us
         Bensons. Then he roped up with a bottle-blonde divorcee named Pauline Putnam, who
         moved in with him and brought her five kids with her: Larry, who was three years older
         than me; Dawn, one year older; David, a couple of years younger; and toddler twins.
         Say what you want about Burt, he was taking on a lot. Larry and Dawn Putnam were the
         two who became my friends.
      

      
      Burt raced stock cars on the side, because the lot between his and our house was an
         eyesore of junkers with hand-painted numerals on their sides, ready for the figure-eight
         races and demolition derby.
      

      
      One summer Saturday afternoon Burt had a motorboat parked in his side yard along with
         the junkers. My folks had company over, a couple of uncles and other drinking buddies.
         Everyone was standing around outside, sitting at picnic tables, smoking and drinking,
         pitching horseshoes, and whatever. My dad was wearing Bermuda shorts and knee-high
         orange socks. Burt Braddock came out of his house and started screaming in our direction.
         I don’t remember what his beef was, but he was pretty vulgar about it. “He’s drunk,”
         my mother said, embarrassed. Braddock picked up a rock and threw it in our direction,
         but he yanked it and it went short right, directly into the windshield of his boat,
         cracking it. There was a stunned silence, and then Braddock turned around and went
         back inside his house.
      

      
      “I guess he showed us,” my Uncle Tom said.

       

      George-Ann Formicola and Nancy Mulligan were attached at the hip in 1962. George-Ann
         was 10 and Nancy was 11. In the summer of 1962 everyone was doing the twist, and few
         did it better than Nancy and George-Ann. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Around
         and around and up and down. When twisting faded, they limboed the hot days away. How low could they
         go? They could go very, very low. Nancy went lowest, but George-Ann was more fun to
         watch. Sometimes I got to hold the stick.
      

      
      George-Ann taught me why you can’t play the Name Game (Mike, Mike, bo-bike, banana-fanna . . .) with the names Chuck, Mitch, and Marty. She was the best at Simon Says. I thought
         I was smarter than the game, and most games of Simon Says were a snap for me—but George-Ann
         could get me, something about the staccato in her cadence.
      

      
      George-Ann had one older sister, Gina, who had a curvy figure, wore harlequin glasses,
         and had already been around the block a couple of times when George-Ann reached puberty.
         And puberty hit George-Ann hard. She went from tomboy to buxom when she was in sixth
         grade. (In her eighth-grade yearbook photo, George-Ann looked like a woman standing
         among children. You could easily imagine a cigarette hanging off her lower lip like
         on a gangster’s moll, and the second she got out of school there probably was.)
      

      
      When I got to Chili, George-Ann and Nancy were part of the gang. Gina Formicola, like
         Sue Mulligan and Gert Tyler, was too old to care what us brats did. Since Nancy was
         George Mulligan’s big sister, I was in George-Ann and Nancy’s vicinity a lot of the
         time, either doing the same thing or doing different things in the same place. They
         were told to keep an eye on us little boys.
      

      
      Nancy, despite her Indian blood, was a pretty blonde with smooth hair. George-Ann
         was dark, fleshy, and liked people to think she was tough, an illusion combated without
         her knowledge by her pigeon-toes. You could always tell George-Ann’s footprints in
         the snow, so turned in were her toes. In the summer she wore battered tennis shoes,
         with worn holes in the sides so that her pinky toes protruded.
      

      
      A school friend from Morgan Road said she got along with George-Ann because they shared
         a rich hatred of gym class. “We goofed on everything and laughed a lot.”
      

      
      There were times when George-Ann did seem pretty tough. She’d scratch her mosquito
         bites bloody, and once when she was crossing the barbed-wire fence that separated
         our property from a field owned by Rochester Gas and Electric, she cut her calf so
         badly that the blood was running down her leg, and when I told her maybe she should
         wash it or get a Band-Aid or something, she just laughed at me.
      

      
      During that first summer there was a lot of baseball and softball and kickball going
         on. Half the time we were playing, and half the time we were looking for a lost ball
         in the weeds.
      

      
      George Mulligan dug up some clay, mashed it up, and built his own pitcher’s mound
         where we took turns pitching and catching with a real baseball. For me, George was
         the voice of kid wisdom. He taught me how to whittle a slingshot, tie on a thick rubber
         band—the thicker the better—and use it to shoot stones at sparrows. BB guns eventually
         rendered the slingshots obsolete. We’d fish in Black Creek right behind my house,
         the current trundling as slowly as an hour hand, almost imperceptibly, left to right.
         Throw a leaf in the dark water, then look back later, and it had moved toward the
         river. We fished with worms we dug ourselves. George would hear sunfish purling near
         the inky surface. We’d cast to the spot and, with just the slightest commotion, a
         pair would strike our hooks almost simultaneously.
      

      
      Nancy and George-Ann chattered about who was cuter, Dr. Kildare or Ben Casey, two
         popular TV shows about a handsome doctor. I don’t remember who had who, but the girls
         disagreed. You’d think Nancy, with hair the color of the sun, would go for Kildare,
         whereas the darker George-Ann, olive complected, would side with the downright swarthy
         Casey, but it could have gone the other way. What I remembered most was that, as they
         argued, they executed complex exchanges of cat’s cradle.
      

      
      It was the time of the British Invasion, and Nancy and George-Ann went to see the
         groups when they came to the Rochester War Memorial downtown. Animals, Stones. It
         was too much to wish that the Beatles would play Rochester, but they were hopeful
         the Kinks might come to town. They taught me about cool music. Nancy, George-Ann,
         and their good friend Debby Rockow who lived on Black Creek Road. Once, when Debby
         was my babysitter, she let me watch Shindig! on TV. The Kinks sang, “Who’ll Be the Next in Line?”
      

      
      Once Nancy and George-Ann took George and me to the other side of the Pennsylvania
         Railroad tracks, to a long footpath that ran along the south bank of the “crick” from
         Lester Street, all the way to Tacy’s bait shop behind the Ballantyne School. They
         told George and me that they had two friends, the Romano brothers, stationed alongside
         the path hidden in the bushes, and these boys were going to pull a string taut a few
         inches off the ground. Our job was to run bravely down the path without slowing down,
         even though we knew somewhere along the line we’d be tripped by the string. George
         and I did it, and it was really scary. Of course I now realize that there was no string,
         but the trick was not designed to humiliate us. We’d been brave, and George-Ann told
         us that meant “we had heart.” They also, I might add, used the exercise as an excuse
         to visit with the Romano brothers.
      

      
      Still, the girls were older and were capable of humiliation. The girls tried to talk
         me into a snipe hunt once, but I’d read too many Hardy Boys books to fall for it.
      

       

      At night during the summer we could hear the whooping and hollering of rowdy teenagers
         back by the swimming hole. The dark water of Black Creek was 12 feet deep there, and
         you could jump off the ancient stone trestle without hitting bottom. In Ballantyne,
         it was pronounced “crick” and “trussle.” Male voices barked orders. Female voices
         squealed and screamed—a wild party every night.
      

       

      The creek back then was lined on either side by magnificent Dutch elms.

      
      By 1965, Nancy and George-Ann were still around sometimes, but they no longer paid
         George and me that much attention. They told us to get lost so they could talk about
         something they didn’t want us to hear. George
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