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Prologue

July 7, 1950

The night was a scorcher. Her cotton dress was damp along her spine and under her arms, and a thin trail of sweat trickled down the back of her legs. Her low-heeled shoes pounded out a tap-tap staccato on the sidewalk, and she couldn’t wait to peel them off her aching feet.

In the wee hours the streets were all but deserted. A single car had passed as she’d walked the ten blocks from the tavern where her friend Irene had gotten her a shift. A group of insurance men were in town, and had booked the place for drinks and games of pool. The tips had been generous, increasing with the level of the men’s intoxication, but she felt dirty from the number of lurid propositions and groping hands she’d endured throughout the evening.

The jangle of the coins in her purse was a nice reminder that she’d never have to be in such a predicament again. Together they’d saved enough for their trip across the border, and the set-up of a new life.

Without realizing she’d come to her destination she caught sight of the building, passing the front entrance to the alley that separated the lot from the building next door. A puff of foul air came from the metal grating as she stepped over it. As she went to take another step, her heel caught and she almost fell. “Jesus Christ,” she said, her voice like a gunshot in the midnight quiet.

She managed to pull her shoe free as an odd moaning drifted up the alleyway. Her head snapped up and she peered into the space, seeing only murky, indistinct shapes and overlapping shadows cast by a dull yellow light on the side of the neighbouring building. The smell of week old garbage and urine was pungent, an aroma so thick she could taste it.

She took a couple of steps further into the alley. There was movement ahead. Something caused a shift in the shadows, and it was a few feet farther before she could finally see what it was.

A young boy was kneeling on the ground, his right hand raised, and she could make out a long, bloody knife clutched in his hand. She skidded to a stop and he jumped at the sound. As he rose to his feet and attempted to come toward her he stumbled, and she then realized that he wasn’t alone. He’d become tangled in the dress of the young woman lying in a pool of blood and garbage, her long dark hair splayed like wings about her head. Her face was turned away, but there was no doubt who it was.

She spun on her heel and ran. Ran for her life.


Chapter One

Friday, April 12, 2002

“Nothing like a flood to jumpstart a good bout of spring cleaning,” Grandma Rhea said as David set down another box in the already crowed dining room.

“Mmm-hmm,” David replied. He wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand and headed to the basement again.

His sneaker-clad feet made little sound on the carpeted stairs as he returned to the lower level, rejoining his brother Sean, and John, his grandmother’s live-in boyfriend. The two were busy pulling up the carpet after having spent the better part of the morning pumping out several inches of water from the floor.

The water had come in from the north side of the building, flooding first the storage area and then the finished den where John housed his model train set. Soppy boxes of Christmas decorations and other assorted odds and ends now had to be evaluated for salvage or disposal. Since his grandmother had lived in the house nearly fifty years, there were a lot of odds and ends to go through.

Ninety minutes later, David had brought up the final container, and Sean and John had finished removing the ruined carpet, which would be replaced the following week through the house’s insurance policy. He noticed then that his grandmother had already made her way through several boxes, neatly piling things to be cleaned, dried and repackaged in the adjoining sitting room. After grabbing a cold beer, David settled on the sofa and surveyed the myriad
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