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Chapter 1: At the Rest Stop

	 

	Gary Conroy adjusted his earbuds, turned up the volume on his iPhone, and leaned against the hood of his car. He dug out his Parliaments, lit one up, and exhaled the smoke toward the clear, early morning sky. Lana, his girlfriend, was using one of the port-o-potties off to one side, and Gary made sure he was upwind from it.

	They had eaten broccoli and beef the night before, washed down with a case of Natty Ice beer, and none of it had sat well with Lana. The entire ride up from Massachusetts had been one long odiferous nightmare. Gary wrinkled his nose at the memory and wondered if there was a store off the highway where he could grab some air fresheners.

	Some beer, too, he reminded himself. Driving was thirsty work, and he wanted to have a couple more drinks in him before they reached Maine.

	Why does her family have to live in Maine? he wondered, taking a long drag from his cigarette. Seriously. There’s nothing to do in Maine. I mean, unless you want to eat lobster or look at trees. Or the ocean. I don’t want to do any of that. At least, not up in Maine.

	He sighed, took another drag, and glanced at the portable bathroom. It was still closed, and Gary winced as he thought about what damage she was doing to the plastic. They don’t design them for her. That’s for damned sure.

	Gary straightened up, stretched, and decided to take a short walk behind the information center of the rest area. Standing still bothered him, especially when there was nothing to drink.

	Hell, maybe I should have just bought some vodka at that last liquor store, he sighed. Oh, well. Maybe on the way home.

	Gary finished his cigarette, flicked the filter to the pavement and looked over to the port-o-potty. What in the hell is taking her so long?

	He straightened up, turned the music off, and took one of his earbuds out as he walked to the dull green plastic bathroom. “Lana!”

	When she didn’t answer him, Gary rolled his eyes. Are you kidding me? “Lana, you okay? You plugged up or something?”

	The intended crassness of the statement didn’t elicit any sort of response, and a flicker of worry passed through him. Oh hell, is she sick? “Lana?” he called, stepping closer to the door. “Lana, babe, you okay in there?”

	His heartbeat increased as he ignored the chemical smell emanating from the bathroom and knocked on the door. The entire structure rattled beneath his fist. “Lana. Lana!”

	He counted to twenty and grabbed the handle. “Hey, I’m coming in!”

	Gary jerked back on it three times before the plastic gave way and he staggered back. With the door in hand, he stared in at Lana, who was slumped on the toilet, pants still on, her eyes glazed over and her mouth slack.

	“She’s a quiet one,” a voice whispered in Gary’s ear.

	Gary shouted and spun around, tripping over his own feet and falling into the port-o-potty’s fetid interior. He crashed against Lana, his girlfriend’s head lolling unnaturally to one side. Her skin was cool and rubbery to the touch, and Gary looked in horror from her to the doorway, trying to see who had spoken to him.

	A stocky, grim-faced man stepped into view and chuckled. “She went quicker than I thought she would, to be honest. Thought for sure I’d get a couple of good screams out of her, send you in here racin’. But, nope, off she went. Oh well. Can’t judge my own strength at times. Shame, ain’t it?”

	Gary didn’t know who the man was or why he had targeted Lana, but he knew the stranger had to die.

	Furious, Gary leaped out of the bathroom at him. The man didn’t bother to move or to even put his hands up to stop Gary’s momentum.

	Gary lowered his shoulder, braced for the impact, and passed through the man who had killed Lana. It was as though Gary had fallen through a shower of ice-cold water and remained dry.

	He managed to catch himself, spin around and bring his hands up. But the stranger was gone. Gary’s heartbeat thudded in his ears, and his heart kept the rhythm. Where did he go? Where is he?!

	A blow to the back of his legs sent Gary crashing to the pavement, his kneecaps slamming down with enough force to dislocate the right one. Gary pitched to that side and tried to hold onto the joint while the stranger stepped closer. For the first time, Gary felt waves of cold air wash over him as if they were originating from the stranger.

	“You got fight,” the man nodded. “I like that. Do me a favor. When you get to Hell, you tell ‘em Chuck Devons sent you.”

	Gary tried to get to his feet, but Chuck was there, driving a fist as cold and as hard as ice into his head until the light faded from the world.


Chapter 2: With the Doctor

	 

	“I want to talk a little about your childhood today,” Dr. Lee informed him.

	Dan looked at her in surprise. “Why? What does that have to do with, well, the shooting?”

	She smiled at him. “It doesn’t have anything to do with the shooting, Dan. What it does have, however, is information about you, which is exactly what the shooting has. So, if you’ll indulge me on this?”

	Cracking his knuckles, Dan offered her a small smile and nodded.

	“Great.” Dr. Lee settled back in her chair and asked, “What is the most important thing you remember about your childhood, Dan?”

	“That’s a tough one,” he replied, scratching the back of his head.

	“Why’s that?”

	“Um, well, there were a lot of important things,” Dan answered. “Are we talking about important as in, ‘hey, I think this was great’? Or are you looking for, ‘wow, this was the worst day of my life’?”

	“Either one,” she said.

	“Okay.” Dan sighed and spoke about the first memory that came to mind. “I guess when my mom left.”

	“Tell me about it,” Dr. Lee encouraged.

	“Yeah?”

	She nodded.

	Dan shrugged. “Okay. Sure. Here goes nothing.”

	 

	***

	 

	Her thin face had the appearance of a dried apricot, and her bottle-blonde hair was tugged back into a severe ponytail. She wore her Rolling Stones t-shirt and a pair of jeans a size too small. Dan stood in the doorway, confused as she threw her clothes into a large, olive drab duffel bag.

	“What in the hell are you looking at?” his mother snapped.

	At seven years of age, Dan had long since learned to stay out of her way when she was angry.

	“Where are you going?” he asked, making sure he kept his voice low and meek.

	“Away from you and your good for nothing father,” his mother spat. “Had enough of this crap. Your dad told me we’d get away. At least once a month. And what’s he doing when we should be down in Boston or New York having a good time? He’s working. Yeah. Sure he is. I know what he’s doing. He became a plumber because he likes to work with pipes, Danny Boy. You remember that. In fact, you tell him I said that.”

	Dan knew better than to disagree with her, so he nodded.

	“You’re a waste,” she sighed, shaking her head while turning her attention back to her packing. “I’d hoped you’d be good with music, you know? Hell, all I did was play the Stones for you when you were a baby. Did it take? Nope. Not at all. You’re just as stupid and as useless as your father. Both of you. Worth nothin’ at all.”

	She went to his father’s dresser, opened his top drawer and threw underwear and socks out onto the floor. A moment later, she cried out with delight and lifted a large roll of money.

	“Our little nest egg,” she laughed, winking at Dan. “I told him to get it out of the bank two years ago. Better to keep it here, I told him. That way the bank couldn’t take it. That’s how stupid your father is Danny Boy. I’ve been plannin’ this for two years. He’s looking toward retiring at sixty-five. I’m looking to get onto Route Three and get the hell out of Anger today. Leave you two dirtbags in the dust.”

	Dan winced at the words, but he didn’t respond.

	She finished packing, closed the bag and clipped it shut.

	“Out of the way, Danny Boy,” she snapped as she pushed her way past him. “Momma’s got some livin’ to do. Been here long enough with you two.”

	Dan followed her down the hallway, far enough back that he could dodge any kick or slap. But she didn’t turn around. She didn’t look at him. His mother walked out through the front door down to an old, pale blue Chevy truck that was idling at the curb. A man with a beard was behind the steering wheel and a woman Dan vaguely remembered from the restaurant where his mother had waitressed, sat in the middle.

	His mother climbed into the truck, gave him the finger, and then looked straight ahead as the truck pulled away from the curb.

	Dan sat down on the front step, put his chin in his hands, and watched the truck until it reached the end of the street and turned left without signaling. Even after it was gone, Dan didn’t move. He wasn’t expecting his mother to return. She had made it clear that she was leaving.

	Dan wasn’t sure how long he had been on the front step when Mrs. Lemieux walked by with her golden retriever, Dexter. She paused, smiled at him, and asked in her Canadian accent, “Dan, is your mom at home?”

	“No,” Dan answered.

	“Will she back soon?”

	Dan shook his head. “No.”

	Mrs. Lemieux frowned. “When will she be back?”

	“She said she wasn’t coming back,” Dan replied.

	“She said what?” Mrs. Lemieux’s voice was suddenly hard.

	Dan repeated himself.

	“Have you eaten today, Dan?” Mrs. Lemieux asked.

	“No,” Dan answered. “I usually don’t eat until my dad comes home. Mom didn’t want to feed me. Says I was too picky.”

	“Too picky?” Mrs. Lemieux’s voice was soft. “What do you like to eat, Dan?”

	“Anything.”

	“Anything?” the hard note had entered her words again. When he nodded, she asked, “What about peanut butter, Dan? Do you like peanut butter?”

	“I do,” he grinned.

	“And milk?” she asked. Dan nodded again. “Do you watch television?”

	“Sometimes,” Dan answered. “If mom was asleep. She didn’t like to hear my shows when she was awake.”

	“What did you like to watch?”

	“Sesame Street,” Dan said. “And Looney Tunes.”

	“Dan,” Mrs. Lemieux’s voice was gentle once more. “Dexter was wondering if you would like to have a peanut butter sandwich with us and watch some cartoons. He is a big fan of both, you see, but I am not. So, he rarely has someone to watch television and eat with. Do you think you could help him?”

	“Yes,” Dan nodded. “Now?”

	“Yes, now,” Mrs. Lemieux smiled. “Leave your door open. Your father, is he still working for J. Lawrence Hall’s Plumbing?”

	“Yup,” Dan confirmed, standing up. He walked toward Mrs. Lemieux, his stomach rumbling.

	“Oh, very good.” Mrs. Lemieux patted him on the head when he reached her. “I have a niece who works there. I will call when we get to my house. They can tell your father where you are. Does that sound fair?”

	“You bet,” Dan answered, smiling at her.

	“I thought so, too,” she chuckled. “Come, I think I hear Dexter’s stomach rumbling.”

	Dan didn’t bother telling her it was his.

	 

	***

	 

	When Dan finished with the memory, Dr. Lee smiled at him and nodded. “That,” she informed him, “is the type of information I’m talking about, Dan.”

	Dan cleared his throat and wiped the corners of his eyes. “Yeah?”

	“Yes.” She adjusted her position in her seat and brushed a strand of hair back behind her ear. “Dan, there’s a lot that goes into our makeup as people.”

	“The whole nature versus nurture?” he asked.

	“More than that,” Dr. Lee said. “Recent and ongoing studies reveal how adversity in childhood can affect not only our mental health but our physical health as well. Who you are today, physically and mentally, is a product of your youth. Now, this doesn’t mean that you develop depression because you were cut from the high school baseball team. Rather, this focuses on how instances with our parents or other adults can rewrite our brains, directly affecting the chemistry. There’s a test, I won’t bore you with it now, but it consists of ten questions. They’re yes or no questions, and the more you answer ‘yes’ to, the higher you score.”

	“Is this one of those tests where if you score high, it’s a bad thing?” Dan asked her.

	Dr. Lee nodded.

	“Thought so,” Dan sighed.

	“I’m going to tell you that you’ve already answered two of the questions with a yes,” she continued. “I suspect there are going to be more as well.”

	“This is why I’m having such a hard time?” Dan cracked his knuckles.

	“This is part of the reason why.” Dr. Lee smiled at him. “Dan, you experienced quite a bit during the shooting at Clayton High School. We both know that. But the events which took place at Clayton are merely another layer of issues, issues which have been negatively affecting your life for decades.”

	Dan shook his head. “So, no quick fix?”

	“Has a quick fix ever lasted?” she asked in reply.

	“No,” Dan chuckled. “No, I suppose they haven’t.”

	Dr. Lee smiled at him. “Okay, Dan, we’re about done for time, today. Do you want to come in Thursday?”

	“Same bat time, same bat channel?” Dan asked her.

	“Yes indeed,” she laughed. Dr. Lee leaned over, took out an appointment card and wrote down the information. “See you then, Dan. If you have any issues, call the office. If it’s after-hours, then my answering service will ring me.”

	“Okay, Dr. Lee.” Dan tucked the card into his wallet. “I’ll see you then.”

	Dan left her office quietly, taking along the Arthur Machen book that Diane Wright, the librarian, had gotten for him. He held it protectively against his chest for a moment as he exited the building. As he walked, he remembered Dexter and the many hours he had spent in front of Mrs. Lemieux’s television with the dog.


Chapter 3: Set in Motion

	 

	Janet had a glass of shiraz beside her, the wine hardly touched. She sat in her chair, thinking of the situation. Beverly was nowhere to be seen, which was fine as far as Janet was concerned. The dead woman had become irritating of late, and Janet didn’t trust her.

	I don’t suppose she trusts me, either, Janet thought, grinning. Two peas in a pod.

	The reflection on the mistrust which existed between them brought Janet’s current situation to mind. She was in a business relationship with Beverly, and it could turn bad at any moment. Especially considering the fact that she was suffering from a lack of information.

	The only source I had cultivated is gone, which means I’m going to have to try all over again, she thought. Bitterness welled up within her. I need to find a ghost who’s going to cooperate with me but be strong enough to survive more than a few days.

	Beverly would suggest some of the ghosts she knew of, but Janet knew better than to take that offer. To do so would be courting disaster. Janet had been foolish enough approaching Rachel. And where did she go? What happened to her? She shook her head. How could she have left? I didn’t think she had the ability to move herself.

	Well, whatever the reason, I won’t make the same mistake again, she reminded herself. I need to find a strong ghost who has no ties to Beverly, one who won’t balk at sharing information with me.

	Which brings me back to having to find one. Janet lifted her glass and drank all of the wine before she set it down again. She was about to stand up when she stopped, a memory flittering past, almost too faint to understand.

	Moran and Moran, she thought, chuckling. “Why didn’t I think of them before?” she asked herself out loud. If I need to, I can always go to them.

	Janet hurried into her bedroom to search for the last catalog the auction house had put out, wondering what they might have in store if she couldn’t find anyone locally.

	Violent, she thought, humming to herself. I need someone violent.

	 

	***

	 

	Detective Evan Coffin had a headache, and he tried to destroy it with six plain tablets of aspirin. The bitter pills stung the back of his tongue and neck, and he grimaced as he washed them down with a swig of tepid coffee.

	“You know, the aspirin is negated by the coffee,” Andrea said, bringing in the morning’s paper.

	“Lies,” Evan proclaimed. “Aspirin is almighty. It cannot be defeated even by something so powerful as caffeine.”

	She raised an eyebrow, shrugged, and handed him the paper. One of the large, garish headlines read, State Police Still Baffled by Bodies.

	“Cute,” he grumbled. “Real cute.”

	“It is clever,” Andrea said.

	“No,” Evan sighed. “It’s alliteration.”

	“What?” she asked, confused.

	“Stop.” Evan winced and held up his hand. “I can deal with a lot of things right now, but you forgetting high school English? That isn’t one of them.”

	“You’re a pain,” Andrea stated.

	“An undeniable truth,” he agreed. “Anyway, anything other than trash talk from the Anger Sentinel?”

	“Nothing of interest,” she told him. “There was some chatter on the radio, though.”

	“What’s that?” he asked, looking up.

	Andrea sighed. “Pair of bodies found at the mile thirty rest stop.”

	Frowning, Evan stood up, walked to the large map of Anger he had pinned up on the wall, and found the rest area in question. He tapped his finger on it for a moment, then dragged his nail from the rest area to the cluster of unsolved murders.

	“Do you think it’s our killer?” Andrea asked him.

	“Hm?” Evan glanced at her. “Maybe. We’ll have to see the coroner’s report, though. They could be junkies who overdosed. Or a murder-suicide. Maybe even a couple of people with bad luck. I don’t know. It’s just strange.”

	“What is?”

	“Well,” Evan mused, “the rest area, it’s about a mile from the cluster. Not quite. Almost. Thing is, there’s no easy way to get from the murders to the rest area. Not unless you’re a bird.”

	“Do you think this guy is local?” Andrea stood up and crossed the small office to stand beside him.

	“I do,” Evan answered. “We all know killings start at home. I think that our killer knew his victims. At least, the first one.”

	“Why do you think so?” Andrea’s voice was filled with skepticism.

	He returned to his seat. “I think we’re going to find a link between the killer and victim number one. We may even find a link between the killer and the grandmother. I think the boy was either a necessity or a thrill kill.”

	“Why did our killer go and change his MO?” Andrea shook her head. “Including a new double homicide at the rest area. I don’t know. That is an exceptionally thin motive.”

	“Thin,” he agreed. “But it’s the only one I have right now. Which means it’s the one we work on until more evidence comes along.”

	“What do you want to do while we wait on the coroner to finish with the rest area vics?” she asked.

	“Go back to the scene of the first murder,” Evan answered, “and work it backward.”

	“Sounds good.” Andrea stood up and chuckled. “Want some coffee? I’m buying.”

	“Nope,” Evan replied, getting out of his seat. “My stomach is still complaining about the last cup of black coffee I had with you.”

	 

	***

	 

	When Dan walked into the cemetery, he was surprised to see his ex-wife’s car parked near the schoolhouse. Jessica was sitting on the trunk of the car, texting and looking more like a teenager than the mother of two teens. She caught sight of him, put her phone away, and got down.

	“Dan.” Her voice was cold and wary.

	He stopped about ten feet from her, forced himself to smile and nod as he replied, “Jessica. What brings you by? Did I forget something?”

	She shook her head. “No. Where were you?”

	His old, angry self threatened to respond, but he refused to let his anger speak. He cleared his throat and stated, “Doctor.”

	“Are you sick?” Jessica asked.

	“No. Not that kind of sick. Um, I was in with Dr. Lee.”

	“The psych doctor?” Jessica’s voice was filled with surprise. “Courtney Lee, who we went to high school with?”

	“Yup.” Dan nodded.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked. She looked him up and down. “You swore you’d never go to a shrink.”

	“I know.” He shuffled his feet and cracked his knuckles. “I’ve been having a tough time.”

	“No fooling,” Jessica muttered.

	Dan didn’t respond. Instead, he continued with his explanation. “I screwed things up between us, Jessica. I know that. I want to have a relationship with the kids. It’s something I can’t have until they can trust me, and they can’t trust me until I can be their father.”

	Jessica took a step back. “Did you have a stroke?”

	The question caught him off guard, and he let out a laugh as he shook his head. “No.”

	“Well, listen, I stopped by because of the message you left,” she said.

	His laughter vanished as he waited for her to continue.

	“The kids, they liked it,” Jessica added. “They won’t admit it, but it’s true. For two entire days, they didn’t fight. Not until Aaron stole his sister’s deodorant and used it on the dog’s behind.”

	“Why the hell would he do that?” Dan couldn’t keep the shock out of his voice.

	Jessica shrugged. “He’s fourteen. Why the hell does he do anything? Anyway, I wanted to tell you they liked it. They may not want to talk to you, Dan, not yet, but they did like hearing your voice. Are you serious about wanting a relationship with them?”

	Dan swallowed and nodded. “It took me all week to get the courage up to dial the phone number.”

	“I could hear it in your voice.” She smiled sadly at him. “Get yourself better, Dan. I was talking with Garrett Pence this morning. He says he offered you a place to stay?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I think this place is good for you. The fact that you’re seeing a therapist is great. But I’ve got to make sure you know that I won’t let the kids sleep here.” Jessica’s tone was severe.

	“I know that they can’t be with me yet,” Dan answered. “Not even if they wanted to be. I’m not ready. It would be miserable for them.”

	“You’re right,” Jessica agreed. “I’m surprised you can see that.”

	They were silent for a moment, then Dan asked, “Kids good for clothes and stuff?”

	“Yes, thanks. Aaron wants a new controller for his Xbox.” Before Dan could respond, she added, “he’s not getting it. He’s failing gym. Don’t ask me how.”

	“If he brings his grade up,” Dan said, “let me know. I’ll give you the money for the controller.”

	“On top of the child support?” she asked.

	“Of course.”

	“Only if he gets it up to a ‘B.’” Jessica shook her head. “If he does that, I’ll let you know. Then I’ll tell him that it came from you. You going to call again?”

	“When I get inside,” he stated. “It may take me a few tries, but I will.”

	“Good,” Jessica stated. “It’s good for all three of you. See you around, Dan Tate.”

	He watched his ex-wife get into her car, start it, and leave the cemetery. When her lights vanished around the corner, Dan walked into the schoolhouse and stood in the classroom by the phone. He picked the receiver up, held it to his head, and partially dialed his home number eight times before he succeeded on the ninth.

	No one answered the phone, but he left another message on the answering machine for his children, hoping they would still be happy to hear his voice.


Chapter 4: Pirates

	 

	The path to Willow Pond was well-worn and wide, a familiar passage to Jill and her two cousins, Emily and Angie. Various, hand-painted signs hung from rusty nails driven into some of the white birch trees which lined the majority of the trail’s length. The signs, made by Jill and her cousins, bore dire warnings. Go Back! You Will Walk the Plank! Yer a Scurvy Dog! Fifteen Men on a Dead Man’s Chest!

	Jill, Emily, and Angie were pirates. The fiercest pirates a trio of young girls could imagine. Jill, who was ten, was the ringleader, the Long John Silver to their group. Emily, age nine, was the first mate, and Angie, seven, was the second mate. No one else was allowed into their crew for the three girls reigned over an imaginary group of dangerous male pirates. Each pirate had some form of disfigurement, whether it was a missing eye, a hook for a hand, or a peg leg.

	They were also the fiercest, vilest group of cutthroats to ever sail the seven seas.

	Jill skipped alone along the path as she reflected upon their ship, The Iron Maiden, and where their next target might be. Her long arms snapped out to either side as she went, her hands occasionally striking branches or the random piece of white birch bark hanging long and low from a tree’s trunk. She wore her pirating jeans, a ragged pair of pants with stains and holes. A garment strictly designated for play at Willow Pond. The sneakers she wore bore the same stigma in her mother’s eyes. Jill’s footwear had loose soles and laces tied in imitation of Alexander’s fabled Gordian Knot. Her sweatshirt was the newest addition to her seafaring gear. A paint-splattered hoodie of indeterminate color and origin.

	When Jill skipped down onto the sandy beach of Willow Pond, she came to a sharp stop and shivered at the cold wind which blew in off of the short stretch of water. She pulled her hood up, tightened the drawstring, and stuffed her hands into the center pouch.

	“There’s a storm brewin’,” Jill called out to the water, glancing up at the dark clouds coursing in. “We’re in for rough weather!”

	Her words rolled across the pond and were absorbed by the tall weeping willow trees which lined the majority of the bank. Where Jill stood was the only patch of sand offered to a visitor. She crept forward, eyes darting around, seeking out enemy pirates and agents of the British East India Company.

	When she reached the edge of the pond, Jill sank into a crouch and peered out over the water, using her hands to block out the imaginary glare of the sun. While she diligently searched for her enemies, Jill noticed the water seemed strange. Wisps of white rose up and dissipated a few inches above the surface, and the rings she usually saw from fish snapping at water bugs were missing. She listened and realized there was nothing to hear.

	The forest around her should have been loud with the sound of birds and squirrels. Even the insects, normally so plentiful in the reeds and cattails, were silent.

	Jill lowered her hands, put them in the soft, cool sand, and stopped.

	The edge of the water was frozen. Delicate tendrils of ice stole from the shore out to the water, and as she watched, they spread out further.

	“Who are you?” a voice asked from behind her.

	Jill shouted in surprise as she spun around and looked up into the face of an ugly man. His small eyes were filled with disdain and hatred. The instinct to run from him was almost overpowering, sending her heart into a chaotic rhythm.

	“I said,” the man snarled, “who in the hell are you?”

	“My name’s Jill,” she whispered, standing up.

	“Huh,” the man grunted. “What are you doin’ down here, Jill?”

	“I’m getting ready to play with my friends,” she answered, her eyes darting around, searching for a way to escape him. It was then she realized he wasn’t casting a shadow. Not even a dim one.

	Jill’s breath caught in her throat as she saw the sand through his shoes.

	He’s not here, she thought. He’s dangerous, though. Bad.

	Emily and Angie are coming soon, Jill reminded herself, and her fear broke, pushed down by a determination to make sure her cousins remained safe.

	“Your friends, they comin’ here, too?” he asked.

	Jill nodded.

	“I like it here,” the man muttered. “Don’t like kids. You’re too noisy.”

	“We’ll leave,” Jill replied. She eased first her left foot, then her right out of their sneakers. The shoes were for getting wet in, not running. She wriggled her toes into the sand, feeling the pleasant grit of it against her skin.

	He shook his head. “Nah. That won’t work. You’d just come back. Or somebody else would. If you’re dead, ain’t nobody goin’ to come here. Sure, police will, but no kids.”

	Jill’s heart thumped against her chest, and she squeezed her hands together. She smiled at him, took a deep breath and looked past him. “Hey, there they are.”

	He turned his head to the right to glance over his shoulder, and Jill darted to the left, sprinting. Her long legs devoured the trail, her brain registering the fact that the stranger was howling behind her. Curses and swears followed her as she sprinted, but she didn’t slow down. Her chest ached, and her muscles demanded she stop, but Jill refused to listen.

	Finally, she ran headlong into Angie and Emily, knocking both girls down as Jill tumbled and rolled across the trail. She looked back down the path, horrified, but the man wasn’t there. As her cousins complained, Jill shouted over them.

	“Get up!” she screamed. “He’s coming!”

	The terror in her voice and
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