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			​Praise for Search

			Carrabis knocks another one right out of the park!

			Once again Carrabis takes us on a wild ride wondering how he’ll bring it all together. Never fear, he does and in grand style.

			Gio’s soliloquy about the use of power is something every industrialist, every government official, every religious leader needs to read.

			Carrabis pens a gritty paranormal psychological thriller that keeps you in your seat until you’ve turned the last page.

			Go ahead, pick a genre. Carrabis covers them all: paranormal, fantasy, thriller, true crime, magic realism, … If you know the world is more than you can see, you’ll love this one.

			Characters intertwine and grow in unexpected ways, especially ways that show a balance in all things; Great Gifts often bring Great Loss. It hurts you as a reader to see it happen on the page. That’s good storytelling.

			Carrabis poses great philosophical questions in the guise of understandable, believable characters. Amazing!

			Carrabis’ Search proves that power need not corrupt, and absolute power need not corrupt absolutely.
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			for helping me through this project.

			Princess, you are a gem.

			To my Grandfather John

			with whom all things were possible

			I miss you, Buppa

			Thanks to

			Casey Della Rosa, Lisa Melanson, Amy Doyle, Matthew Roscoe, Rox Burkey, Lynnette Curran, Jennifer Day, Sienna Day, Dr. Archie W. Robinson, MD; Grandmother Running Water,
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			​Author’s Note

			The language used in this book may offend some readers. My goal is to use all the tools at an author’s disposal and all the tools in my author’s toolbag to create as exacting a sensory experience for the reader and to be as accurate to my creation as possible. Sometimes that means language which may offend some is used to create such exacting sensory images.

			I’ve learned to accept my limitations and hope you’ll do the same.

			Characters, events, places, and things described, depicted, or referred to in this work are fictitious. Any similarity to actual persons, events, places, or things is purely coincidental

			Content Advisory: Search contains graphic scenes of sex and violence.

		


		
			Here is what you asked me to bring you; you little know what it has cost. - Beauty’s father to Beauty in ‘Beauty and the Beast’

			The universe is full of magical things, patiently waiting for our wits to grow sharper. - Eden Phillpotts

			There are those who would rather shake the Devil by the tail than me by the hand. - Brother Theodore

			The patterns we see are the ones we’re trained to see. Only madmen and geniuses see patterns where none existed before. If we’re lucky, they teach us. If we’re unlucky, we kill them.

		


		
			Friday, 30 November 1973

			John Chance’s hair rose on his arms as if reaching for the wind. The air around him shimmered.

			He paused raking the hillside between Ramsey College’s Finance and Admin buildings and flattened the hairs with a gloved hand.

			It would happen again, and soon, but if he just kept about his work no one would notice, he could ignore it and it would go away.

			He focused on what was happening around him, locked himself to what was immediate, what was here and now, and let the slope of the hill guide his rake: lost himself in the feel of the wooden handle, the tines pulling crinkling leaves, the smell of freshly mowed grass. Down the hill and across the service road was a lake. A bigger-than -average pond, really. In the summer, with little rains, it became briny due to the proximity of the Atlantic a few miles away. Now it was full and clear, and lily pads formed little traveling islands. More and more often there’d be a glaze of ice rimming the edges of the pond, along the shore where the trees, sedges, and rushes drank deep before the late autumn warmth yielded to the cold of winter. 

			He remembered his grandfather’s stories about the seasons. “Sta arrivando l’Uomo d’Inverno, Gio. Sta seguendo le mandrie verso sud. In primavera li seguirà a nord.” WinterMan’s coming, Gio. He’s following the herds south. Come Spring, he’ll follow them back north.

			He snorted. “Yeah, right.”

			The air carried a hint of salt water. Sometimes it mixed with a whiff of diesel and gasoline exhaust from trucks and cars traveling north and south on Rte. 128. The trucks supplied Manchester-By-the-Sea, Magnolia, Gloucester, and Rockport. Some, the refrigeration units, backhauled today’s catch from Gloucester, Essex, and Ipswich.

			His grandfather called raking “combing Grandmother’s hair” and he remembered working with the old man in his garden.

			“Gio, pettiniamo i capelli della nonna.” Gio, we comb Grandmother’s hair.

			His grandfather always called him Gio, an abbreviation of his given name, Giovanni Fortuna. John Chance in English, but whenever anybody asked his name he replied “Gio.” 

			He shook his head to scatter the memories and pulled on the rake. 

			The scent of his grandfather’s clove aftershave surrounded him like a mist rising from the sea. 

			Pay attention, Gio. Ascolta! Listen.

			Blue jays, wrens, and starlings gathered in the branches over his head. He isolated each’s song, heard each separate from the others. Chickadees and crows hopped along the rake’s path and pecked the freshly turned grass for seeds and grubs. Blue jays mocked him. Robins landed and turned their ears to the ground as they listened for worms.

			“Shouldn’t you guys have migrated south by now?”

			One robin looked straight at him as it turned its head. “Ascolta, Gio. Ascolta!”

			Gio blinked.

			He felt his grandfather’s strong hands, hands not felt since a child, lift him, felt himself sitting in the old man’s lap, saw the bright, shining birthday paper on the box his grandmother held out to him. “Cos’è questo, Giò? Cosa ti ha regalato la nonna?” What’s this, Gio? What’s Grandma got for you?

			He heard his grandparents sharing his delight as he tore open the paper, saw the picture on the box.

			A pink View-Master, beside it several picture disks. He couldn’t read the writing but Grandpa - his Buppa - could.

			“Parchi nazionali. Preferiti Disney. Animali selvatici.” National Parks. Disney Favorites. Wildlife.

			“Grazie, Buppa. Grazie, nonna.” Thank you, Buppa. Thank you, Grandma.

			He remembered the old man helping him hold the viewer up to his eyes. His grandfather took out one of the disks, looked at its label. “Parchi nazionali. Bene!”

			Then he’d hear his Buppa’s calm, sure voice in his head, in his heart. “Trova un posto dove vuoi andare; ti insegnerò come arrivarci..” Find a place you want to go; I’ll teach you how to get there.

			And they’d never leave Gio’s bedroom, never set foot outside his grandparents’ house.

			“Is what we do magic, Buppa?”

			The old man hugged him close. “Magia del cuore, Gio. Magia del cuore.” Magic of the heart, Gio. Magic of the heart.

			He remembered the plastic-muted metal click as you advanced the slides.

			Click!

			A new slide snapped into place.

			Gio slipped off his grandfather’s lap.

			This wasn’t a slide he remembered. The slides were 3D, not sound, not movement.

			The slide showed two young boys racing through dense, ground-level foliage. Someone followed them, someone older. Late teens, early twenties? “Ed, Harry, watch where you go. Remember what I taught you. Be watchful for bear sign and coyote. ‘Cat, too. You know what your mom will do to me if anything happens to you?”

			The boys laughed and moved faster, ducking and dodging as if avoiding pursuit.

			Gio smelled the musk of damp earth and rotting stumps, not the scents of the Ramsey College pond, the mix of fallen leaves and raked earth, the pines, elms, and oaks around him.

			He sweated in the heat of the woods. The young man popped the second and third buttons on his shirt and flapped his lapels to get some air across a hairless chest. A small, silver Cross dropped out. Its chain caught on one of the buttons and jiggled bright, reflected sunlight.

			Click!

			One of the boys ducked behind a tree. “Can’t find me, Dave! Can’t find me!”

			The man adjusted a backpack. “Oh, you can’t hide from me, Harry Thompson!”

			Gio blinked, pulled his head back as if pulling free of the viewer.

			In the campus trees overhead chickadees took flight, their wings phht-a-phht-a-phhting from branch to branch only to return a moment later when they realized it was safe.

			Crows nodded at him and waited for his rake to turn grass over.

			Click!

			The young man, Dave, moved carefully, applied woodcraft, didn’t leave a trail. The pack weighed heavy on his back and slid onto his left hip every twenty or thirty steps. Dave’d adjust the straps and the pack’d slip again.

			Gio focused, confused. He has good woodcraft but doesn’t know how to load a pack?

			Dave looked up at him from the slide and pointed towards the two boys. “Bill, their father, doesn’t know how to load properly.”

			He took a few steps, stopped, adjusted his pack, and looked up at Gio again. “Doesn’t matter. It’s just an overnight.” He pointed. “You can see where we’ll be camping, right at the end of the thumb.”

			Gio looked where Dave pointed. Water glistened through the trees, lake-small waves lapped an unseen shore. 

			“We’ll be home tomorrow. I’ll repack for the trip back.”

			Blackbirds, grackles, and woodcock flushed as the boys trampled through the undergrowth and shrieked challenges to each other.

			Dave’s gaze went after his two charges. “You boys are making this too easy.”

			Gio pulled back a second time, back to the present, back to the here and now.

			A single caw caught his ear. A largish raven peered down at him from a pine branch overhead. It pranced back and forth, pacing, as if it had asked a question and waited for Gio to make up his mind.

			Frogs croaked at Ramsey’s pond. The late Fall, midafternoon sun’s heat came through Gio’s plaid flannel shirt and sweat trickled down his back and chest. Chickadees, wrens, and blackbirds chirped in the branches.

			A work-weary Ramsey College pickup parked at the bottom of the hill. Somebody waved.

			Click!

			Dave’s gaze fell back to the path to the river. Where were the boys?

			“Boys?”

			Silence.

			“Ed? Harry? No games now. Come on out.”

			A puff of smoke floated beside an elm. A light wind rustled its leaves and dispersed the smoke towards Gio and Dave.

			Dave called out, “Who’s there?”

			Another man, mid- to late-twenties, stepped out from behind the elm. Tall and sickly thin, he held each boy by the throat and tilted their heads back slightly as he flicked his wrists. “Kind of like puppets, aren’t they?”

			Dave’s face reddened. A vein pulsed up the right side of his neck. “Let them go, Todd.”

			Gio’s eyes went back and forth from Dave to the newcomer holding the two boys and back. 

			What am I seeing? Who is that?

			Dave answered out of the side of his mouth. “Todd Anderson. I knew him. From before.”

			A large-brimmed, felt burgundy hat shaded Todd Anderson’s face, revealed only a too-wide smile. His sleeves were rolled up and Dave glanced at his arms.

			Gio heard the pickup door creak open and slam shut. Heavy, tired footsteps came up the hill towards him. “Gio?”

			Todd Anderson nodded towards his arms but kept his eyes on Dave. “That’s right, Dave. You look. No new marks. I’m clean now. Got a good business going. I could give you a job. Good income. Benefits. Learning the ropes from one of the best. May be able to offer a retirement plan next year some time.” 

			“What are you going to do with them?”

			Todd shook the boys slightly and they flopped like rag dolls. Their eyes bulged and their faces turned blue. “Didn’t know they were this young, Dave.”

			The heavy footsteps stopped a few feet from Gio. “Gio? You okay?”

			Dave took a step towards Anderson and the boys. “How did you know we’d be here, Todd?”

			Anderson’s grip tightened. The boys sagged. “So pretty and healthy. Nobody told me they were this beautiful.”

			“Please, Todd.”

			Todd released his grip. Ed and Harry shook and coughed as they fell to the ground.

			Dave stepped forward slowly, his eyes on Todd as he helped the boys up. “You kids okay?”

			Their faces reddened and they whimpered. Dave wiped tears from their eyes. 

			“What can I tell you? Like I said, I’ve got a growing business now. Expansion plans and everything. Probably have to get warehouse space before long. An office, too.” Anderson’s gaze went beyond Dave and the boys. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Mason?” 

			Dave kept a hand on each boy’s shoulder and his eyes on Todd. Behind him twigs cracked and brush crinkled. A muscular man, his dark brown hair cut short in a military crew, crossed thick arms over a chest stretching out a white, sleeveless t-shirt. 

			He ignored Dave and stared down at Harry and Ed. “Dick candy.”

			“It’s nothing personal, Dave.

			Dave pulled the boys close to him. “Come on, boys. We’re going back to the wagon.”

			Todd took his hat off and fluttered it back and forth. “Hey, Dave? Like my hat?”

			Dave turned back to Todd. His hat off, his long, blonde locks fell down to his shoulders.

			He threw his hat into Dave’s face.

			Dave pulled back. He let go of the boys. A thick arm came over the pack frame and went around his throat.

			Ed and Harry screamed. Dave reached for the arm at his throat. 

			Todd lifted the two boys by their throats again but kept his eyes on Dave. “Like I said, Dave. It’s just business. Nothing personal.”

			Something hit the side of Dave’s head.

			“Gio!”

			The View-Master fell out of his hands, faded into the leaf pile. He looked up. What happened to the raven?

			Somebody grabbed his arm. “Gio! Gio!”

			Gio turned his head slowly. Joe Radwel, Ramsey Head of Maintenance, stared intently into Gio’s eyes.

			Gio focused on what was near; the trickling sweat under his flannel shirt, the steamy scent of his body laboring under the sun, the motions of his muscles and tendons under his skin, the feel of the handle, the roughness of his calluses, Joe’s work-roughened hand on his arm.

			“I’m fine, Joe. Really, I’m fine.”

			“Don’t give me that ‘I’m fine, Joe’ routine. This has happened before. I know. I watch you. This happens when you’re driving a piece of equipment…” Joe let it hang for a moment. “You want to get yourself checked? The school insurance’ll cover it if I say it happened while you were working - “

			“My past is getting in the way of my present.”

			“Huh?”

			“Sorry. I’m okay. Cafeteria food’s not agreeing with me. That and I’m thinking about my next class. Got a final coming up.”

			Students emptied buildings and headed to other ones. Some walked silently, others chatted and laughed. Voices raised in safe mirth, good conduct, voices lowered in shared confidences, whispered gossip. Some stayed to the walkways, others took direct routes across the grass. Some waved. 

			Joe let go. “You know you’re always welcome to our place for meals. And we got that spare room nobody’s using. You can have the room rent free if - “ 

			“Thanks, Joe. I’m good. Really.”

			“Cause I don’t want to lose you, you know. You’re my best worker. I lose you and I got to get back in the field. I’m good at pushing papers and writing up maintenance logs. Nobody wants me driving a plow or a backhoe anymore.” 

			Gio laughed. “I’m okay. Really. I swear.”

			The maintenance chief leaned into him. “Gio, the wife and I worry about you. You’re too world-smart to be one of these Boys-for-Jesus. What are you doing here? I’d say you came here to be near your girl but you met her here, didn’t you?”

			Gio half-heartedly raked the slope. “I don’t know what I’m doing here either, Joe. And yeah, I met Jess at the start of this term. But right now I’m supposed to be here. Don’t ask me why, all I know is I’m supposed to be here for some reason.”

			Joe grimaced. “Yeah, like you know where the fuel line’s blocked or when a bearing’s about to go.” He handed the truck keys to Gio. “I got to check on the other crews. You load up the truck and get it back to the barn. You’ll have time to do that before your next class?”

			“Sure.”

			Joe gave him one more good long look. “Don’t let anybody else catch you staring off into space like that, you hear? These people’ll think you’re possessed and perform an exorcism on you.”

			“I’ll tell them I have mild epilepsy. Petite mals.”

			Joe walked off shaking his head. “Petty malice? Never heard of it. Get the truck back to the barn and call it a day.” 

			“Yes, sir.”

			The hair on Gio’s arms rose, the sky shimmered. Harry and Ed screamed. Dave flopped on the ground. Gio’s nose wrinkled with the scent of clove.

			He spoke head lowered, under his breath. “Leave me alone, Grandpa.”

		


		
			Sunday, 2 December 1973

			Raised in northern Maine trailer-trash poverty, petite, dark complexioned, wide-eyed Pam Rigaux met tall, strapping, nordic blond Bill Thompson in an UMO freshman English class and visited his family once to make sure his claims were true. She quickly got herself pregnant because she realized he, a good Christian boy, would do the right thing. Marrying into the upper-middle class, she quit school and insisted on a small home on French Island, just ten minutes away from classes if he hurried, so she could raise their daughter, Stephanie, while he completed his MBA, which he did in double-quick time, three years. 

			Now in Gardiner, Pam Thompson spread herself onto her living room settee as if spreading her robes when ascending her throne. Pam made it a point to fill whatever space she could find; she appropriated church committees, civic groups, PTA, tennis, and golf clubs whether she was chair or not, and did it graciously, with a smile, assuming entitlements she did not possess and keeping track of who was with her and who wasn’t in a tiny black book she kept in her petite, tightly held purse. 

			A pair of long knitting needles waved like some monstrous insect’s antennae in her hands. Balls of yarn jostled around her like chicks ready to hatch. She glanced up at Bill as he pulled a straight-backed, hardwood kitchen chair into the living room. He set it by the big picture window overlooking their two-hundred-foot long front yard, the two lane driveway beside it, the white picket fence demarcating the Thompson’s land from the rest of the world and the country road beyond.

			A bit too tall for the chair, he slid forward no matter how he sat. He got a throw-pillow from the couch and used it as a chair pad to keep himself seated. It didn’t work. He gave up and stood by the window, arms folded, leaning into it every time a car came down the road.

			He checked his watch, checked the shadows of their house and backyard elms as they stretched across their lawn driven by the setting sun, checked the grandfather clock standing opposite their wall-broad fireplace, checked the clock pendulum’s slow swing back and forth. 

			Tick. Tick. Tick.

			“We should call the police.”

			Pam focused on the knitting in her hands. A slight French accent emerged when she tensed. “No, they’re fine.” She snapped the needles. The balls of yarn twitched around her.

			“I’m calling the police.”

			“No. They stayed late. They got good fishing. Wait.”

			Bill went into the kitchen and picked up the phone.

			“You made me drop a stitch. I have to rip the entire thing out now.”

			Bill shook his head and dialed the Gardiner Police.

			“My boys are fine.”

			Sergeant Alan Dykstra placed a bulging paper bag on the stained and scattered police reports covering his desk. He shrugged off his dark blue patrolman’s winter jacket and draped it over his chair, took off his cap and placed it in a bottom drawer, shook off the early Fall chill clinging to him like melting snow, and looked out a station window into the Gardiner, Maine, night.

			Winter soon.

			His mind wandered to someplace warm. Girls in hula skirts. Retirement. Someplace far away. He nodded. Yeah, I’ll take some of that.

			He sat, placed thick arms on either side of the paper bag, and surveyed his desk.

			“Coffee.”

			He ran a hand through red hair cut so short it disappeared against the color of his scalp. After a heavy sigh, he rose, went into the hall, came back with a cup of steaming black coffee, and sat again, his arms once again protectively placed on either side of the paper bag.

			One more look at his desk.

			He nodded and opened the bag. The smell of a Vagabond Village Sub Shop “Special” masked the scents of Old Spice the older patrol wore and Musk for Men which seemed to be the go-to of the recruits. Dykstra’s mouth watered as he unwrapped the sub, placed napkins on the oily wax paper, and took a sizable bite.

			His phone rang. He chewed, watched a red light on the phone blink in time to the ringing, and took another bite. Swallowing, he wiped a hand on an already damp napkin and loosened his tie. A ring of flesh hurried back under his collar.

			The red light continued blinking. He took another bite. He sipped some coffee.

			Somewhere past the twentieth ring he put the “Special” down, wiped his hands, lifted the phone and pressed the red button. “Gardiner Police Department.” His last bite slurred his speech and he swallowed. “Sergeant Dykstra speaking. How may I help you?”

			“Hello, Sergeant? I would like to report some missing people.”

			Dykstra rolled his eyes. The tone of the voice, the careful pronunciation of his name. This would be kids not home on time, out drinking on Swans Island or Nehumkeag or The Sands or in the woods. How many of these do we get in a year? They lost their canoe or forgot where they parked. He tore the heal off the subroll and sopped up the splay of tomatoes, pickles, onions, oil, and hot toppings from the wax paper. “Who’s talking, please.”

			“This is Bill Thompson. On Meredith Drive.” Pause. “Next to the Interstate?”

			“You said something about missing people?”

			A female voice, away from the phone. “Give me the phone. You don’t know what you’re doing.”

			The man’s voice, muffled. Probably had his hand over the receiver. Dykstra couldn’t make out the words.

			The voice came back to him more controlled than before. “Our two boys, Harry and Ed, are a day late from their camping trip.”

			“How old are they?”

			“Ten and Eight. Why?”

			“Did they have adult supervision?”

			“Their live-in’s with them. Dave LaVerne. He’s an adult. Nineteen.”

			Dykstra stopped sopping. LaVerne? “A day late? Have you checked the hospitals? Kennebec Valley? Augusta General?”

			Dykstra heard a tussle. The woman’s voice came on the phone. “Wouldn’t the hospitals have contacted us?”

			“Who’s speaking, please?”

			“I am Pam Thompson. The boys’ mother.” 

			Dykstra could almost hear “you idiot” at the end of her sentence. He wondered if Pam Thompson’s eyes bulged when she spoke.

			“Was anybody carrying any ID? Something would alert the authorities where they lived or who they were?”

			“How should I know if they had any ID?”

			Dykstra took a mouthful of subroll and talked around the tomatoes and pickles and onions. “I’ll send a car out. It’ll be there in ten, fifteen minutes.”

			The Thompsons hung up.

			Dykstra sipped his coffee and kept his eyes on the phone.

			It sat silent; no lights, no ringing.

			He used the last of the roll to scoop up toppings from the wax paper and got a second cup of coffee.

			After washing his hands, he called dispatch to send out a car.

			Bill kept his hand on the phone after hanging up. “Has David seen Todd recently?”

			Pam emptied the remains of the morning’s coffee into the sink. “I’m going to make some coffee.”

			Bill stood beside her at the sink. He placed his hands equidistant apart on the countertop and pushed slightly as if testing its resilience. “You told the deacons we could provide him a good Christian home. Teach him God’s ways. Remember?”

			“I can’t find the sponge. What did you do with the sponge?”

			Bill hung his head. He shook it and the shaking motion seemed to lift it until he gazed out the kitchen windows. “And it was your idea he take the boys camping this weekend.”

			Pam opened the cabinet under the sink to get a sponge. 

			Bill drove his knee into it and slammed it shut. “You wouldn’t let up until I guilted him into taking them. Did you forget that?”

			Pam rinsed out the pot without washing it. She shook it out over the sink, turned her back to Bill, and scooped coffee into the percolator basket. “You agreed he could stay with us. You and the deacons.”

			Bill’s gaze returned to the scene out the window, the expansive backyard, the blanket of dusk stretching out from the mountains beyond. “I’ll ask again, has David seen Todd recently?”

			Pam plugged the pot in, crossed her arms tightly over her chest, and went back into the living room. “Pour me a cup, would you?”

			Of his two boys, Ed, the younger one, had a good head on his shoulders. Ed had more patience and showed more skill. Harry was the tackler. He lowered his head and rushed in without thinking, always looking for the next thing, the next challenge, taking what he could get and making fun of Ed for holding back. Ed considered, evaluated, checked and rechecked, waited, checked again, moved cautiously. Ed helped Harry home when Harry hurt himself doing some stunt. Harry made sure anything that went wrong was Ed’s fault.

			Bill poured two cups and went back into the living room. 

			They drank half the pot before the patrol car arrived.

			Bill watched moonlight fill the rooftop blues as two men exited. They looked around and talked to each other, adjusted their harnesses, put their nightsticks into their belt rings, checked their holsters, secured their weapons.

			He opened the front door and cast a small shadow under the overhead light. “Hello, Officers. Thanks for coming by.”

			Their long shadows shrunk to human size as they approached. The closer one, the one with the tan, blue eyes, and pencil mustache, offered his hand. “Mr. Thompson? I’m Officer Sid Lyndon. This is my partner, Officer Harry Towne.”

			After half an hour of asking questions and taking notes, undrunk coffees cold and staining cups, Lyndon flipped his notepad closed. “I’ll file this just to be safe, but to tell you the truth, they probably hit good fishing and stayed late. I wouldn’t worry about it. But just in case, do you have any pictures of them? Photos, maybe? No keepsakes. Just something we could circulate. Just in case.”

			Pam didn’t rise from her chair. Her eyes remained fixed on her intersecting needles as if gazing into the depths of time and space.

			Bill headed for the stairs. “I’ve got some photos I keep. Take them once a year with the mountain out back as the backdrop.” 

			Pam looked up. “You do?”

			He hesitated, his foot on the first stair, as if a sudden weight fell upon him. “I tell them they’re going to own that mountain some day. Have them stand in the same spot each year. To watch how they grow.”

			He came back a moment later with 8x10s in hand. “These do?”

			Lyndon took the photos and handed them to Towne. “Thank you.”

			Bill waved as they drove away.

			Pam stood by the kitchen sink washing everyone’s cups. “I told you there was no need to worry.”

			“They’re not home yet.”

		


		
			Monday, 3 December 1973

			Todd shook out the white, double-bed sheet and reached up into the oak’s lower branches. Behind him the Kennebec River’s lower rapids splashed. He wrapped the sheet’s end over the limb and clothespinned it so the sheet fell open like a film projector screen. He stepped back, made sure it was secure, then shook a spray can and sprayed a barely noticeable “2” on the sheet. 

			Leaves rustled at ground level and he lowered the can.

			“What’d you do with the boys, Andersen?”

			“Sergeant Dykstra, how good of you to come. What boys?”

			“Don’t bullshit me, you sick fuck. The Thompson boys. What’d you do with them?”

			“Not a thing. Has something happened to them?”

			“You drive the Hershey highway with Dave LaVerne, don’t you?”

			“Why whatever do what you mean, Sergeant Dykstra?”

			Dykstra’s hand went to his nightstick.

			“Oh, Sergeant Dykstra. I had no idea you were into brutality. Doesn’t surprise me, though. I’ve seen your wife. Or wait. No, that would be bestiality, wouldn’t it?”

			Dykstra pulled his nightstick. “I’m gonna - “

			“Not get paid? Whatever you do to me, make sure you don’t hurt my hands. It’d be horrible if I couldn’t hand you your cut every month, don’t you think? How could you afford that pretty little lady you visit up in Bangor?”

			Dykstra’s grip weakened. The nightstick slipped back into its belt ring. “How do you know about her?”

			“I know about her because I, unlike you, make it a point to know everything I can about the people I do business with.”

			“What are you doing with those sheets?”

			“Making highway markers. Would you like to help?”

			Dykstra turned and walked up the path from the river to the picnic area. 

			“Don’t go to far, Sergeant. You can help me put the rest of these up along both sides of the river.”

			Dykstra paused, his back to Andersen, and clenched his fists.

			“Beat me if you must, but do it with a smile, that way I know we’re both getting pleasure out of it.”

			Stephanie Thompson sat in her red Monte Carlo in the Tylers’ Windham, Mass, driveway, her hands tight at ten and two on the steering wheel. “God damn you, mother. If you weren’t so goddamn afraid I’d turn out like you, I’d’ve been home and none of this would’ve happened.”

			She pounded the steering wheel with each sentence. “Fuck you. Fuck you. Fuck you.”

			Tears glistened her cheeks. “Yeah, and I still turned out worse than you.” She glanced in the rearview and gave her reflection the finger. “Phphttt!”

			Robbie and DJ, the Tylers’ twins she nannied, ran out the front door to her Monte Carlo. Toddlers, they couldn’t manage the door and she waved them back before she opened it. “Yes, Trouble One and Trouble Two?”

			They chuckled and ran back into the house. 

			“Oh, who wants snugglebunnies? Bring me those bellies!”

			She checked her makeup in the mirror. “Can’t have me looking like this, can we, Donnie?”

			Her hand slid over the Monte Carlo’s plush, black passenger seat on the other side of the console. The twins’ father, Donnie Tyler, loved to throw money around and this Monte Carlo was no exception. Ruby red exterior, black plush interior, wrap around instrument console, the bigger, 454 engine, and seats that reclined.

			He especially wanted seats that reclined. He bought the car a week before Stephanie came to work for them, after everyone agreed her nannying for the Tylers would be a good thing for everyone involved. 

			A month earlier, Stephanie’s parents put the word out through the church grapevine they wanted a good, safe, Christian home for their daughter, a place where she - just back from a summer at a Montana Christian ranch - could develop her godly womanhood and foster her motherly tendencies.

			Not that Stephanie was a wild child. No, hardly that. She simply needed responsibilities to bring out her virtuosity. Nannying two toddler twins seemed an ideal opportunity for such. Robbie, the younger twin by three minutes, needed some coaxing to come out of his shell. Nobody mentioned DJ’s - Donald Junior - propensity to harass and hit his brother when no one was looking.

			Don Tyler managed business lending at Boston’s State Street Bank, Caroline Tyler’s father was a diplomat to some small European country and she spoke with a subtle accent from studying in European schools all her life. They learned about Stephanie through a visiting missionary, made calls and soon introductions were made. Shortly after they spent a night in Gardiner and attended a prayer meeting at the Thompsons’ church. Pam and Bill reciprocated, of course. Ministers and other elders were consulted on both sides. The Thompsons visited the Tylers’ home. The twins took to Stephanie immediately, crawling in her lap, pulling her hair, plucking at her blouse and skirt. “See our room, Step’nie, see our room.”

			They tugged her upstairs while the Tylers and Thompsons sipped coffee and exchanged church stories in the living room. After a few minutes, Don excused himself. “Want to make sure they haven’t tied Stephanie to a bedpost.”

			Everybody laughed.

			He came back five minutes later a little flushed.

			Caroline frowned. “Is everything okay?” 

			“Oh, fine. Just laughing. She’s used to boys because of your sons and knows the things they’ll pull better than I do.” 

			“Where’s Stephanie now?” 

			“Freshening up.”

			They continued sipping coffee and exchanging church stories.

			Stephanie wanted more time. Pam decided it wasn’t necessary. Dates were set. Donnie drove up special to bring her down, save the Thompsons the trip.

			Stephanie gave Donnie his second blowjob at a little beach he knew in Kittery. Difficult to get to. One road in and one road out. Only two cars there. With tinted windows. Donnie shook his head. “Wish I thought of that.”

			He didn’t take long. She didn’t even have to take off her blouse. 

			He brought his seat back up from the reclined position. “This is going to work out really well, don’t you think, Stephanie?”

			She lowered her window, hung her head out, spit.

			“No.”

			“Oh? You want me to tell all those good folks in Gardiner you seduced me?”

			She laughed and leaned into him. “No, I want the car.” A small silver Cross fell out of her blouse and swung slightly. 

			Donnie fixed his eyes on it. “Okay.” A moment’s hesitation. “But I still get to take you places.”

			She nodded, turned away, checked her reflection in her window, and placed a stray lock of blonde hair back where it belonged.

			Is that the kind of virtuosity you meant, Mother?

			Caroline looked around the tables at Windham Donut. This was the first time she’d been inside. She’d driven past any number of times. Once she counted the trucks, many in disrepair, driven by unshaven men in overalls, both men and overalls also in disrepair. Once one of them smiled and waved at her as she drove past. His bucktoothed grin caused her to slow. Something familiar.

			Oh yes, their garbageman. Every other Thursday. She waved back as she drove on.

			A thin young man, long blond hair flowing around his shoulders from under a felt burgundy hat, sat by himself in a corner, a cup of coffee and some kind of long donut in a napkin in front of him.

			He stood and waved. 

			She walked over. He pulled out a seat for her. She looked down on it but didn’t sit. “Who are you and what’s this about?”

			“Thanks for taking my call and agreeing to meet me. I know I didn’t give you much to go on.”

			“You said you knew my father? In Europe?”

			“We - you, me, your mom and dad - knew each other a long time ago. I’d be surprised if you remembered. I don’t think we ever met face-to-face.”

			“Then how am I supposed to know you?”

			He took off his hat. His widow’s peak was a match for her father’s. His nose, her nose. His eyes, her eyes. His smile. She remembered that smile.

			She collapsed into the chair. “No.” She focused on the tabletop as if inspecting for cockroaches.

			“Ah, you remember me.” He sat and lifted his pastry to his lips, licked the tip. “Have you ever tried these? It’s a cream-filled cruller?” He bit into it. Pale cream oozed from his mouth. “Mmmm. Delicious. Like having a huge cock explode in your mouth.”

			“How did you find me?”

			“Oh, mother! I’ve made you one of my life’s ambitions. Grandpa did such a good job hiding his tracks but you’d be surprised what good Catholic priests will do for a willing little boy-butt.”

			Caroline felt her lunch making a break for it.

			“And once you know a person’s weaknesses, you own them. You can do whatever you want.” He took another bite, let the cream linger on his lips before dragging his tongue over them, cleaning them off. “Everybody has a dirty little secret, Mother, and it rarely matters how little or how dirty, so long as they don’t want someone else to find out. Learn their secret, learn who they don’t want to know their secret, and your work is done.”

			“What do you want?”

			“What does anybody want, Mother? Money. You have it, I need it.”

			“I - “

			“Oh, not to worry, Mom. You’re my mother, after all. I’m not going to bleed you dry. I love you, care about you.” 

			Caroline bit her lip. 

			“Far more than you ever cared about me, it seems. I want enough to start a business, to buy a share, as it were. I’d go to Donnie - he’s your husband, right? Donald Tyler, VP of Business Finance at State Street Bank in Boston? Your husband Donnie is that Donald Tyler? Yes? - and ask for a loan but he’d want some kind of collateral, references, and you don’t get those things being shuttled around from orphanage to guardian to foster home to rectory to orphanage. Thank goodness for the Good Will school or I’d still be hustling tricks for donuts and sodas.” 

			Caroline tongue touched blood inside her lip.

			“But that’s enough about me. And I’ve already done my homework about you. And no Earl Gray and crumpets here, so let’s get down to business, shall we?”

		


		
			Tuesday, 25 December 1973

			Pam drove her silver Marquis Brougham down to the coast and touched a tissue to her eyes every time she passed a holiday wreath or a yard decorated with two-foot tall candles or mangers or Santa in his sleigh or shepherds or snowmen.

			Christmas.

			Where were her children?

			A month and nothing. From her boys, nothing. From Dave, nothing. The church held prayer vigils and mentioned Harry and Ed each Sunday in the service, told her and Bill not to worry, God was in control, and nothing. Bill called the police daily and nothing except it gave him a daily excuse to tell her this was her fault and he would never forgive her.

			She snorted and her hands tightened on the wheel. “You think I need you to forgive me? All of a sudden you’re a big man who can tell me what to do? Hmph! I tell my Papa, we’ll see what a big man you are.” She turned onto US Route 1. “I showed you, Mr. Bill Thompson. you haven’t shaved in three weeks and come in from the garage so drunk you can’t walk straight and your eyes red from the booze? Ha! You stink of drink, Mr. Bill Thompson. More and more each day you stink of drink.” 

			He staggered slightly and blinked until his eyes focused on her. “A man can’t have a little drink while waiting for his boys to open their Christmas presents, O’ Dear Wife o’ Mine?”

			She walked out and left him standing on the front walk screaming. “I smell of drink? Well you smell of bitch. How ‘bout that, Pammy? I’m a drunk? Well you’re a bitch. Come on, Pam, say ‘em with me. Say ‘em all: bitch, shit, and fuck. And here’s to the good wife and mother you are, Pam.” He lifted a flask from his pocket and held it up while she raced down the driveway. “Salut!” He tipped it back and fell backward onto the morning’s fresh snow.

			She cut down to 1A, to the seaside towns, looking for a place to forget things for a while, a coffee shop or knickyknacky tickytacky tourist shop open out of season, a place she could laugh at what brought people to Maine, people who summered here, the “Leave your money and go home” people.

			She passed a small strip mall, three of the five stores closed for the season, and saw a blinking “Homemade Jelly Donuts!” sign. She turned around and pulled in. “I’ll bet their coffee tastes like shit, Bill. Shit. See? I can say shit. I’ll bet their coffee tastes like shit. Shit, shit, shit.”

			The sign stopped blinking as she got out of the car. “Damn.” She laughed. “How about that, Bill? I can say shit, I can say damn. How about we throw in a couple of good old ‘fucks’ for good measure?”

			“You can’t get rid of your guilt by swearing it away.”

			Pam spun towards the voice and placed a hand over her heart.

			A middle-aged woman, dark skin, long braided hair, wearing some kind of ceremonial costume complete with beaded earrings and necklace, held a coffee cup out to her.

			“You startled me.”

			“Didn’t want to interrupt you.”

			Pam looked at the coffee. The woman held it up to her. Pam took it hesitantly, her eyes dancing back and forth from the cup to the woman and back. “Thank you.”

			“No milk or sugar in it. Didn’t know how you take it.”

			Pam nodded towards the coffee shop. “You work here?”

			The woman pointed one store down. “I work there.”

			Pam turned and looked at a sign in the window: Running Water’s Native Crafts and Keepsakes.

			“Saw you pull up to the coffee shop. It’s been closed a few weeks now. Damn sign has a short in it. Keeps flickering. I called the owner to fix it. They haven’t done a thing yet. You got to stop swearing at your guilt. You got to own it to get rid of it.”

			Pam shook her head. “Sorry?”

			“Your guilt. You blame yourself for your boys going missing. You say it’s grief but it’s not. It’s guilt. You brought that boy into your house, bullied your husband and your church to let you have him. That’s what you said, wasn’t it? ‘Let me have him. I’ll put the love of God in him’? Now he’s missing with your boys and it’s your fault because you trusted where you shouldn’t have and now you have no control of the situation. That’s why you haven’t asked your father to help. Haven’t told him anything either. Every time he asks you say Bill’s out with the boys. Funny he’s never gotten suspicious, don’t you think?”

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

			The woman nodded. “Uh-huh.” She smiled and walked past Pam back to her store. “Keep the cup. A gift. Someone needs to see it. You don’t know them yet. To stir a memory.” She locked the door behind her, switched the OPEN sign to CLOSED, turned off the lights, and was gone.

			Pam peered through the windows. Nothing and no one. No sound of a car starting up and no second story for an apartment above the store. She tossed the rest of the coffee and looked for a trash can to get rid of the cup.

			Running Water stood in the parking lot. “Keep it.”

			Pam looked at the cup. Handmade. “Ha. Native crafts.” No writing, only a picture on the side of a stream in a wood. The stream burbled as she watched. She blinked and looked again. Just a picture of a stream in a wood. “How do you get the picture to do that?”

			She looked up. The woman was gone. A raven walked back and forth in her place.

			“Shoo. Ugly bird. Go away.”

			Bill sat at his kitchen table. He checked the clock, the calendar, then back to the clock again. Where was Pam? Just got in her car and disappeared. The way she took off, you’d think the police were after her.

			He chuckled. “You wouldn’t say shit if you had a mouthful, Pam. Why would the police be after you? Hell, you haven’t wanted them involved from day one. You think Dave and the boys will magically turn up when we’re not looking?”

			He went to the refrigerator and touched his boys’ refrigerator art.

			“Where are you, boys?”

			He opened the refrigerator and reached for a Pepsi. His fingers touched the cold can and he pulled his hand back empty. He went through the porch and shook his head as he passed Pam’s empty flowerpots and vases on the table. “Spread yourself out everywhere, don’t you, Pam? Or you planning to go in on your father’s business?”

			He continued to the garage, to his side, to his workbench and tool shelves, and brought down a power saw box. Once on the workbench, he opened the box and took out an unopened bottle of Dewars.

			“Yeah, Pam, I’m a drunk. Happy? Congratulate yourself. You do good work.”

			He sat in his silver Ford F150 long bed pickup, broke the seal, pulled the cork, raised the bottle to his lips and let the dark gold liquid burn its way down his throat.

			“You know, Pam, my parents warned me against you. Said you’d suck all the fun out of my life.” He lifted the bottle again. “I remember laughing to myself, thinking ‘Well, she sure knows how to suck, you’re right about that.’ Remember you telling me no, you were saving yourself, but this was okay because it wasn’t really sex?” He took another hit. “Funny how all that changed once you saw my parents’ house.” He swigged another mouthful, coughed, swigged again. “The first few years were good. And Stephanie and the boys made it worthwhile.” He looked at the bottle, swirled the dark gold it contained, took a long slow pull, licked his lips at the burn. “But then you brought that queer son-of-a-bitch into this house so you could show everyone how to save someone.” More dark gold burn. “How’s that working out for you, Pam? Huh? How’s that working out?”

			Pam saw a public telephone sign on her way home, pulled over and dug coins out of her purse. Her father answered on the second ring. 

			“Papa, what have you done with Ed and Harry?”

			She listened. The lines on her face sagged. She hung her head, wiped her cheek with her free hand, and hung up without saying another word.

		


		
			Monday, 7 January 1974

			Jess Rosen watched the tall, thin girl in the long technicolor scarf, mittens, and matching knitted hat walk from a ruby red Monte Carlo into the Danvers Stop&Shop. “Couldn’t be.”

			She grabbed a shopping list and her wallet from the passenger seat of the Iperia University van and followed. A couple of glances up and down the aisles revealed nothing so she went about her task: bulk buying tampons, pads, wipes, and related feminine hygiene products for her dorm mates. Once a week somebody drew the short straw and borrowed a college van to go shopping. If the trip was to nearby Liberty Tree Mall, the van would be full. But picking up tampons and pads at the Danvers Stop&Shop? She was on her own.

			She swung her cart down the Health & Beauty aisle and got out her list.

			“On the rag, Rosen?”

			“Thompson? Stephanie?”

			The tall, thin girl’s head poked around the aisle’s end cap. She pulled off her woolen hat and long, blonde hair fell down her shoulders and back. “Hey, Jess.”

			“I thought that was you in the parking lot. You were out west, weren’t you? Working at a ranch? Something like that?”

			“More like Camp Jesus for Wayward Daughters, but yeah.” She glanced at the list in Jess’s hand. “Heavy month?”

			“Buying supplies for my dorm. I’m at Iperia now. What are you doing here?”

			“I got a job nannying a couple of kids in Windham. How much time do you have? Want some lunch? My treat. You know about the Capri?”

			“Heard about it during orientation. My boyfriend takes me there a lot.”

			Stephanie’s right eyebrow lifted and she faked a German accent. “We have a boyfriend, do we? You will tell us everything. Everything, do you hear? Everything!”

			Twenty minutes later they’d placed their order for a large, extra cheese, well done, and were sipping Tabs in a dark booth at the back of the Capri. Stephanie toyed with her napkin, the salt and pepper shakers, the Parmesan cheese holder, their straw wrappers. She arranged, rearranged, and put everything back in their original positions only to repeat the process again and again. 

			Her eyes down and not on Jess, she singsonged, “So what’s his name, what’s he like, does he roll over when he’s done, show me his sex face.”

			“What’s going on, Thompson?”

			Stephanie placed a hand on her chest and affected a southern accent. “Why whatever do you mean, Ms. Rosen?”

			“You’re pale, you’re breathing shallow, and you’re twitchy. You start doing drugs since I saw you last?”

			Stephanie affected a Boston accent. “When did you become a doctah?”

			“Since I started dating Gio. He pays attention to things like that. So what’s going on?”

			“Gio, eh? The last boy you dated was a Javier. You got a thing for foreigners, Rosen?”

			“He’s not a foreigner. Everybody calls him Gio. His name’s John Chance. And quit changing the subject. What’s going on?”

			“You haven’t heard about my brothers?”

			“Eddie and Harry? Are they okay?”

			Stephanie’s eyes watered and she hung her head. “They’re missing.”

			Jess sat beside Stephanie and put an arm over her shoulder. “Sweet Jesus, Steph. When did this happen?”

			Stephanie filled in the details in between gut shaking sobs. She clung to Jess like a child seeking its mother’s breast.

			“And the police know nothing?”

			“Idiots haven’t done a thing in three months.”

			The pizza arrived. Jess shook her head at the waitress and mouthed, “Can we get that to go?” The waitress nodded and carried the steaming pie away. 

			Jess held Stephanie and waited until her sobs were under control. “You mind if I tell Gio about this?”

			Stephanie laughed through her tears. “I thought he was a doctah.”

			Jess watched the waitresses moving back and forth, other customers eating pizza, subs, pasta. She shook her head. “He’s different.”

			Jess straddled Gio’s hips on the backseat of his 1964 Mercury Comet which he affectionately referred to as “Bessie.” The windows steamed except for a clear patch on the windshield revealing the near-full moon rising over Manchester-By-The-Sea’s Singing Beach. They parked in the dark, in the unlit lot on the other side of the beach house, closed for the season and also lightless. 

			Maria Muldaur whispered over the radio. 

			Midnight at the Oasis

			send your camel to bed

			shadows painted on faces

			traces of romance in our heads…

			The moon lit Gio’s face like a celestial spotlight. “What did you tell her?”

			Jess reached down and unzipped his pants. “I asked if I could tell you about it. Is that a problem?” 

			“What do you expect me to do? I told you before, I’m a good guesser. That’s it. You want me to guess what’s happened?”

			She leaned forward and bit his ear. “You know things.”

			“Knowing where you left your notebook and when the girls in your dorm are going to have their periods is not the same as knowing where bodies are buried.”

			She leaned back. “You think they’re dead?”

			“Did I say that?”

			“When Candy was two months late you touched her and she started bleeding.”

			“God, that sounds disgusting.”

			“She did.”

			“She was tense. Nervous. And getting more nervous by the minute. And even she said she was never regular anyway.”

			“You touched her.”

			“This sounds like a scene from a bad movie. ‘He touched me and everything changed.’ All I did was help her relax so she could start her period.”

			She pulled violently on his penis. “Bullshit.”

			“That’s supposed to convince me?”

			“You know what people are thinking.”

			“Sometimes I’m wrong.”

			“You know when people lie. You said it yourself. Diane challenged you and you told her all about herself, way back to when her parents got divorced and she started doing drugs. She said you were wrong. You said she was lying.”

			“I said, ‘Okay, I’m wrong.’”

			“Yeah, and the next day she’s expelled for selling drugs on campus. They found them under her mattress, for chrissake.”

			“And your dorm mother forbid me to come into the dorm ever again.”

			Jess pulled her rugby shirt over her head and tossed it beside them on the seat.

			“No.”

			“Well, while I’m here…”

			He focused on the rising crescent moon. It turned over and emptied moonlight into the sea as he watched. His grandfather made up stories about the moon, about walking on moonlight. Gio’s legs twitched. Under Jess, behind her and down to the floor, he saw them shimmer, remembered walking into the sky, remembered the smell of clove always encircling his grandfather, remembered that weird View-Master…hallucination? Illusion? Phantasm? He remembered the boys’ screaming around the time Ed and Harry Thompson went missing.

			And whatever it was he experienced, he got their names right.

			He shook his head quickly, forcing the memories away.

			“Gio?”

			“Do you really want me to help?”

			“Can you help?”

			“Is Stephanie willing to talk with me?”

			“Do you want me to ask her?”

			“Feel like visiting your folks this weekend?”

			Sergeant Dykstra’s phone rang. He finished eating, balled up the wax paper and tossed it in the basket across the room. He nodded in approval.

			The phone kept ringing, the red light kept blinking. He wiped his hands on his pants and picked it up. “Gardiner Police Department. Sergeant Dykstra speaking. How may I help you?”

			He listened. His eyes widened. He flipped over a page on the record book on his desk and lifted a pen from his shirt pocket. “Okay, slowly now. It’s a station wagon? You’re sure of that? And it’s all burnt up? Was it in an accident? You think someone set it on fire, torched it? Where did you find it?” He scribbled notes. “Wait, don’t hang up. What’s your name? Wait! Hello? Hello?”

		


		
			Tuesday, 8 January 1974

			Dykstra drove to Norris Point on Cobbosseecontee Lake and stopped a few curves in. A Maine State Police car was visible on the side of the road blocking access to a recently walked path through the woods. The Point was shaped like a grasping hand and the path went out towards the thumb. A Maine State Police officer walked back up the thumb and over to his car.

			“You’re a little out of your jurisdiction, aren’t you, sergeant?”

			Dykstra read the officer’s tag. “Morelli? We got a call about an abandoned car somewhere out here. What are you doing here?”

			Morelli snorted little steam jets into the cold, Maine winter air. “Well, ain’t that at tickler. We got the same call. Must be important for a desk sergeant to make the trek. You didn’t send uniforms?”

			“Do I know you?”

			“You didn’t answer my question and last time I checked, MSP outranks local authorities.”

			“Sorry, didn’t expect to see anybody out here. Caught me by surprise. What did you find?”

			A middle-aged man wearing wool pants, heavy, calf-high boots, and a parka sloshed up the path, three cameras tightly strapped to his parka and one with a telephoto so large it bashed against him like a loose tree limb in a storm. “Got all I need, Tony.”

			Dykstra looked past Morelli. “You’re Harding, right? With the ‘Journal, right? What pictures did you get?”

			Morelli shook his head at Harding.

			Harding shrugged and got in Morelli’s state police cruiser. 

			Dykstra nodded towards him. “What’s he doing here?”

			“His job. You?”

			“I don’t want a pissing contest, Morelli.”

			“Good. Neither do I and I got this covered. Appreciate your help and all. Ask your chief to call Lieutenant Jamison out of Augusta if he wants to see the report.”

			Dykstra turned his squad around and drove off. Once he could no longer see Morelli, Harding, or the state cruiser in his rearview he grabbed his mike. “Yeah, I need you to make a call for me, and I need it to be a private conversation. Can you do that?”

			Morelli watched Dykstra drive off. Harding got out of the cruiser and Morelli held up his hand. He closed his eyes tight and bowed his head as if in prayer.

			Harding waited then cleared his throat. “Funny time to get religion.”

			Morelli opened his eyes and chuckled. “Listening. Want to make sure he drove off and hasn’t doubled back.”

			Harding gazed down the road. “You listen good, Kimosabe. Dykstra bad medicine.”

			“Yeah, but nobody’s caught him doing anything.”

			“Keep looking. Something’ll come up. Let me know when you do. Love to take the exclusives.”

			Morelli nodded up towards Norris Point’s thumb. “The plates are missing and somebody pulled the vehicle ID. We’ve already had heavy snows and whoever called dug it out enough to know it was trouble.”

			Harding pulled a DayTimer out of a pocket and flipped some pages. “These camps closed in what, September? October the latest? Tires were on bare earth. When did we start getting ground cover? My guess is they towed it here after these camps were closed for the season. Otherwise the summerers would’ve seen this new trail all broken through and reported it. So what, Thanksgiving? Beginning of December, maybe?”

			“Probably also means whoever torched it knew when people’d come back to open their camps in late May. Late Spring, anyway. Things’d be grown out by then, the trail gone and the car worthless for forensics. Whoever did this knew what they were doing.”

			“Yeah, but leaving this trail? Big mistake. Some kids or somebody hunting out of season would find this and report it.”

			Morelli nodded.

			“Which begs the question, who reported it?”

			Morelli shook his head. “No idea. I just follow orders. How long until we get pictures?”

			“The black&whites you’ll have by the end of the day. The coloreds’ll take a while. Maybe two if I tell the lab to rush them.”

			“Tell the lab to rush them.”

			Gio sat at his desk staring out the window at the marsh behind his dorm, a two-story house converted into student housing on the edge of campus. The snow remained in patches. This close to the ocean, even the heaviest snows melted away in a few days.

			There was little backyard, room enough for a rotary clothesline and a picnic table. Close beyond that, bullrushes and swamp grasses dominated the view. Some elms and birches sheltered the dorm from nearby traffic. A light breeze rustled the few, brown leaves still on the trees. Two marsh rabbits cut across the yard, stopped halfway, stood up, sniffed, their short ears moving, listening, then hurried on. Swamp-sparrows and water-thrush chattered back and forth. A raven landed in the nearer elm. Its weight bobbed the limb and knocked the remaining snow off. 

			“Should you be here? Or am I the only one who thinks of being someplace warm in winter?”

			The raven fluffed its wings, turned its head, and stared at him.

			The raven shimmered. Gio heard his Grandfather. “Guarda attraverso i suoi occhi. Prestito. Cosa vedi?” See through its eyes. Borrow. What do you see?

			Gio’s focus went soft. He felt the wind lift him, carry him to the raven, enter it. His arms grew into wings. His feet transformed into talons, his hair into feathers. 

			“The precision of his eyesight is amazing, Grandpa.”

			“Cosa vedi?” What do you see?

			The Gio-raven looked down. A plop in the water. A harlequin duck, male. It looked up at him and smiled.

			The raven took to the air, flew over the harlequin, headed north.

			The harlequin lifted from the pond and followed the raven. Gio watched until they were both out of sight, over the trees, beyond the campus. He stared out his window. The scent of clove cigarettes surrounded him.

			But not aftershave? Not like his grandfather’s.

			“Ascolta. Guadare. Aspetto. Stai attento. Ricorda.” Listen. Watch. Look. Be careful. Remember.

			Several students assembled across campus in Herder Hall North’s third-floor corner room. Tall and lean Tim Annandale, deep voiced, auburn haired and pallid faced, sat in their center. He motioned to a student standing by the room’s lone window. “Pull the drapes, Barry.” The room darkened. The only light came from a banker’s green-shaded lamp on the desk built into the prefab dorm room’s structure. Annandale looked around him and nodded at familiar faces. “Is this it? Everyone here?”

			Others looked around the small single dorm room. Some leaned against the closet, also built into the prefab structure, others against walls. Two boys stood on either side of an nonregulation bureau and rested an arm on its top, careful not to knock over makeup and a small jewelry box. A few sat cross-legged on the floor, their faces turned up to hear
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