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June 1972, Bakersfield, California. Dana Kline, 29, waitress at the Roadrunner Diner off Rosedale Highway, clocked out at 11 p.m., her apron stuffed with crumpled tips, the Kern River’s murmur a faint pulse beyond the neon glow of the diner’s flickering sign. Her ‘65 Chevy Impala sat in the gravel lot, keys in her purse, coffee thermos untouched on the passenger seat, its chrome glinting under a sodium lamp’s harsh buzz. She vanished into the night, no scream, no witnesses, just the river’s low hum weaving through the dry, oppressive heat like a restless ghost. Two weeks later, a fisherman snagged something in the Kern’s muddy bend, three miles downstream near Oildale’s oil-slicked banks. Dana’s body, bloated and pale, wrists scored with deep, ragged marks—like she’d clawed free of invisible chains—lay tangled in reeds, her waterlogged dress fanned like a broken wing. No blood, no prints, no signs of struggle marred the muddy bank’s edge. The coroner ruled drowning, case cold by July, a footnote in Kern County’s dusty files. Her sister, Faye, swore Dana swam like a fish, never wandered near the river after dark, her shifts ending with a cigarette’s ember, not a riverside stroll. Truckers at the Roadrunner saw nothing, heard only the Kern’s ripple under a starless, suffocating sky. Bakersfield whispered: drifter’s grab, jilted lover’s rage, a river that took what it wanted with greedy, unseen hands. The file moldered, a riddle buried in heat and dust.

Faye’s grief clung to their rented bungalow, Dana’s apron hung on the kitchen hook, stained with coffee and grease, a relic of her tired smile. At the diner, waitresses spun tales—Dana crossed a trucker with a temper, or the Kern’s currents hid old sins buried deep in its silt. The Impala, impounded, held no clues, its seats clean, thermos dry as bone under the sun’s glare. Faye kept Dana’s charm bracelet, silver links warm as skin, in a tin box beside her recipe cards and faded Polaroids. A farmer saw ripples in the river at dusk, shaped like a face, gone by dawn’s first light, swallowed by the heat. X posts buzzed with “Kern ghost,” theories of riptides or curses woven into the river’s relentless flow. Faye stayed, serving coffee at the diner, but the Kern loomed, its ripples a pulse in her sleepless dreams, whispering through the night’s heavy air.

The river didn’t let Dana go. It whispered back. That night, as Faye slept clutching Dana’s bracelet, its charms digging into her palm like accusations, the Kern stirred, ripples forming her face—pale, eyes wide, lips moving: Pull me out. Each wave carried her plea, faint but sharp, echoing across Bakersfield’s parched flats like a siren’s call through the haze. Three nights later, water climbed Faye’s porch, impossible, no flood, no rain, pooling at the door like an uninvited guest, cold



d2d_images/cover.jpg
K.G. GROVES






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





