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Indigenous Cultural Groups Pronunciation Guide
There are 65 distinct Indigenous cultural groups living in Canada and at least as many languages. A few of them appear in Blue Star. Phonetics where given are approximate.
 
Anishinaabe (uh-ni-shi-nah-beh)
Nehiyawak (what the Cree people call themselves) 
Hesquiaht (hesh-kwee-at)
Gits'ilaasü one of five groups, together known as the Tsimshian (chim-shē-an) Nations.
Ixil-Maya (eesheel-Māyă) an Indigenous cultural group of the Guatemalan highlands.
Nisga’a (Nis’ka)
Secwépemc (suh-wep-muhc) 
Sts’Ailes (also known as Chehalis, an independent band)
 
Much of the novel is set in Vancouver, BC and the surrounding area, on the traditional, unceded territory of the Musqueam, Sto’lo, Squamish, and Tsleil Waututh (Slail watooth) First Nations.
CHAPTER 1
 
 
The soccer team from Kitimat was unstoppable and every time #19 got the ball, she tore down the field with Carey Bolton right behind her. She’d already scored twice, and they weren’t going to let that happen again. The coach called a time out and put Roxanne in the game and Carey came off for a break. That’s when she first noticed her new friend was on the other side of the field. He was an older guy who had just moved to Terrace with his mom. They were living in Thornhill, not far from Terrace. He was handsome, but Carey knew he was too old for her. Her mom wouldn’t even let her date yet, never mind let her date a guy his age. Still, it was nice to get attention from an older guy and he was sweet, kind of like an older brother. Kelsey had just scored a goal and they needed that goal to tie the game. It made her smile to see he was clapping with everyone else.
By half-time, Carey’s knee had started to ache, just a bit. If coach noticed, he wouldn’t let her play, so she was careful not to limp. It worked and she took to the field for the second half with the rest of the team. #19 was relentless and she could run like the wind. Carey would have given anything to be able to run like that. She did her best to keep up, but it wasn’t long before she started to limp and coach noticed, so he sidelined her, much to her embarrassment. She didn’t like to be treated like a baby.
Carey was coming off the field when she noticed that her new friend had moved to the bleachers behind her team. He gave her a friendly wave and she waved back. After a while, he came and stood behind her and asked her why she was limping. She told him her knee was sore. She definitely didn’t tell him that she’d worn a leg brace for years. He would think she was so uncool. He quietly offered to drive her home when the game was over. She felt her cheeks go red and she hoped he didn’t notice.
After the game, Carey’s cousin Beth asked her if she was coming over for dinner, like she usually did after their Tuesday game. Beth was on her team and her family lived close to the soccer field. 
“My knee’s pretty sore,” said Carey. “I’m getting a ride home. Mom’s working late tonight and I’ll be able to get dinner ready for her.” She nodded in the direction of her new friend. Her brother was staying at a friend’s tonight and it would be just her and her mom. She’d be getting home from work soon. 
“Mom’s making mac and cheese,” said Beth, eyeing the guy behind Carey with interest. 
“Oh no! I love Auntie Estelle’s mac and cheese! Tell her I’ll take a rain check.” 
“Your loss, Carey,” said Beth, with another look at the young man. She leaned over and whispered, “Who’s the guy? He’s cute.”
Carey flushed again. “A new friend,” she whispered back. “Just moved to town. I’ll tell you about him tomorrow.”
“Okay. See you at school.” Beth headed for home with anticipation. Her mom’s mac and cheese was one of her favourite meals.
 
 
Amelia Boudreau lived in residence on Burnaby Mountain at Simon Fraser University in Vancouver. She was two weeks into her first semester. It was the first time she’d lived away from home, but she’d really lucked out with her roomie, Taliah. She was Hesquiaht and had grown up on Vancouver Island. It was her first time away from home too. 
It was close to midnight when her mom, Estelle called. According to Amelia’s sister Beth, Carey had taken a ride home after her soccer game with some guy that no one knew. She wasn’t home when her mom got home. That was about 8:00 PM but Rosaline wasn’t worried because Carey usually went to Estelle’s for dinner after soccer. It was only two blocks away. When Carey wasn’t home by nine, Rosie called over to Estelle’s to tell Carey to shake a leg. She had school tomorrow. But Carey wasn’t at Estelle’s. She didn’t come over after the game. Rosie called everyone she could think of, but no one knew where Carey was. 
The game ended five hours ago, and everyone was worried. Carey was everyone’s ray of sunshine and unstoppable in her enthusiasm for all things. She was only eleven, but she was a smart, responsible kid and Amelia knew that she hadn’t just wandered off and gotten lost or decided to visit a friend or forgotten to call. 
“Carey seemed to know the guy she took the ride from. Beth didn’t know him, but said he seemed like a nice guy and that Carey was going to tell her about him tomorrow.”
“Did Auntie Rosie call the police?”
“Corporal Cumberland dropped by a while ago. He was very reassuring and the fact that she seemed to know the guy,”
“Meant no amber alert?” guessed Amelia.
“No amber alert. Not till she’s been missing for 24 hours.”
“How could she know the guy when no one else seems to know who he is?”
“I don’t know honey.”
“Geez mom. This is scary. How’s Auntie Rosie?”
“Not so good. I’m staying with her tonight. She doesn’t want to leave the house, in case Carey comes home.”
After Amelia and her mom said their goodbyes, Taliah made a pot of tea and sat up with her. When she couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer, she begged off and went to bed. Amelia curled up on the couch, but sleep wouldn’t come, so she got up and brought her laptop back to the couch. She did a search on missing kids in BC. Clicked on the RCMP stats on missing persons. This led, inevitably, to looking at the stats on missing and murdered Indigenous women and girls in Canada and more clicking as she followed the links calling for a federal inquiry. 
Amelia was thinking about majoring in Criminology, maybe becoming a police officer, or working in the justice system in another way. She admitted to herself that maybe she wanted to pursue a career in criminology so that the statistics wouldn’t twist her gut into a knot like they always did. Like they were doing now. 
 
 
The sun was up. It was about 8:30 AM and Amelia was still awake when Taliah’s cousin George Evans dropped by to see if she wanted to go for breakfast. George was a sophomore at SFU, majoring in business and he lived in another residence on campus. He’d been spending a lot of his free time with Taliah and Amelia. He was fond of his cousin, who he’d basically grown up with, but it was Amelia that had him showing up at their door like a homing pigeon.
Taliah didn’t have any classes this morning and they didn’t want to wake her. Amelia and George walked over to the student building for breakfast. She told George about her cousin’s disappearance the night before. If Carey wasn’t found by tonight, Amelia had already decided she’d get the midnight bus up to Terrace, but George offered to drive her up instead. 
“You’ll get there sooner if I drive you up,” he insisted. “And you won’t be so tired. That bus ride would be brutal.” It was a kind offer as it was a long, 18-hour drive up to Terrace, close to the coast—in British Columbia’s north. By bus, more like 24.
“It’s a long way. Do you think your car will make it okay?” 
“No problem,” said George.
“That’d be great. But only if she isn’t home yet.” 
Amelia called her mom at supper time. Still no sign of Carey and the RCMP had put out an amber alert. She told her mom she had a ride and was coming up that night and to let Auntie Rosie know they’d be there by tomorrow late afternoon.
George had some errands to run and didn’t pick her up till 10:00 PM. Amelia had made some sandwiches and filled up her water bottles. George had a large thermos of coffee and snacks, so they only had to stop for gas. As the miles stretched behind them, they found they had a lot to talk about. He told her stories about his summers working on his uncle’s fishing boat. Like the one time they’d all nearly drowned when an ocean liner came within a few feet of them late one dark night, full out, but no lights and how its waves had rocked their boat from side to side like it was a toy and they’d had to fight like hell to keep from sinking and them screaming at that fucking liner for all the good it did. They talked about their families and growing up stories. George encouraged her to talk about Carey and how she was feeling, and he totally understood that she was shit scared by now and couldn’t help it when she started crying. 
By four in the morning, they were past Prince George. Amelia was so tired she didn’t remember dozing off. When she woke up, she had a blanket over her knees. They were in Hazelton and George had stopped for gas. They drank some of the coffee which was still warm and a little sweet. Then they took off again. After a while, they talked about university life and George shared war stories about finding his path through real and imagined white expectation and genteel and not so genteel racism. Amelia listened to these stories closely. She’d just started down that path and had already dodged a few curve balls and watched other brown folks dodge them too—or not. It was different for the sisters and brothers.
Amelia told him about the Nisga’a student in her Spanish class, picking up a breadth requirement so she could graduate and how the prof was trying to get them all to say: ‘I am Canadian’ in Spanish and Sharon says, ‘I am Nisga’a’ and the prof stops her because she’s not sure what she’s talking about and the prof says ‘Aren’t you Canadian’ and Sharon says ‘I’m Nisga’a first. Sometimes I’m Canadian too.’ And how the prof was cool about it and nodded her head like she’d just learned something. But how Amelia was surprised some of the other students were kind of embarrassed. 
“Oh. You mean like we’re not one big happy family, us Canadians,” said George. And they both laughed. When they weren’t talking, the silence was companionable. 
 
 
They arrived at Amelia’s parents in time for dinner on Saturday. There was still no sign of Carey.
“It’s been two days George. I don’t know what to say to them,” Amelia said, hanging back in the mud room, trying not to cry, afraid of her own feelings—afraid for all of them. He gave her a careful hug; their first. 
“Your being here is what counts,” he whispered as they hung up their coats. 
George was right. Everyone seemed so lost and she wanted to comfort, but the helplessness in the room stole the air. She gave everyone a hug before taking a seat beside George at the table. 
Auntie Rosie had dark circles under her eyes and her face was blotchy from crying. 
“They wouldn’t listen to me. I told them, she’s only eleven years old. She would never just take off with a boy. Who is this boy, this stranger that took my girl? I can’t believe that nobody recognized him! Someone must know him! All those people at the soccer game and he just took my girl! It’s been two days. She could be anywhere!” 
Elwin sat beside his mom. He was Carey’s younger brother, normally quite rambunctious and a real joker. He was sad and scared and picked at his food. Beth was sitting beside him. Amelia watched as a few lone tears slid down her sister’s cheeks.
“I’m so sorry Auntie,” Beth said, so quietly she could barely be heard. “I shouldn’t have let Carey get into his car. I didn’t know he was a bad person.”
“No, no honey. It’s not your fault,” said Rosie.
Amelia’s dad, Geoff, was nearly in tears himself. “Beth, sweetie, please don’t cry. There’s no way you could have known.”
By now, Beth s tears were an uncontrolled flood. Estelle took her into the living room and sat with her, holding her close until her tears were spent. 
Uncle Michael arrived soon after and Amelia got up to give him a hug. She was so glad to see him. Uncle was a lawyer who lived in Vancouver. His area was intellectual property rights and he worked with a lot of artists and musicians. He sat down across from Amelia. Her dad got up to get him some food.
“Hey, Amelia, I called you last night, but your roomie said you were already on the way. I was going to fly you up this morning, but I see you have the situation in hand.” Michael smiled at George, quiet and a little shy next to her.
“Uncle, this is my friend, George Evans.”
“Michael Bolton. Good to meet you, George. Thanks for bringing our girl up.”
“My pleasure. I mean, no problem,” said George. “Good to meet you too Michael.” George was more than a little flustered. Amelia stole a glance at him.
“Try to eat something Michael,” said Geoff. “Amelia and George, you as well. You must be hungry after such a long drive.”
“Where were you, Uncle?” Amelia asked.
“At the RCMP detachment.”
“Who’d you talk with?” Geoff asked.
“Corporal Graziano initially, then Cumberland. He was helpful, but I didn’t find out much that we don’t already know.”  
“The RCMP did a house to house search in the area surrounding the soccer field where Carey was taken. They went to St. Jerome’s the next morning and talked with the principal, teachers, some of the students. There is one thing, but they’re not sure if it’s connected to Carey’s disappearance. She was seen talking with a young, Indigenous man on the school grounds last Tuesday. One of the teachers, whoever was doing yard duty that afternoon, didn’t recognize him, so approached them both, but he left before the teacher could question him, though not in a hurry, she said. He kind of ambled off, got into a car and drove away. When the teacher asked, Carey told her the guy was new in town and just talking.” 
“Bill Cumberland told me about him yesterday,” said Rosie. 
“We asked Beth,” said Geoff. “Whoever he is, she didn’t see him talking to Carey in the school yard, so she didn’t know if he was the same boy that took her.”
Beside Amelia, an exhausted George was falling asleep over his plate, so her dad hustled him off to the spare bedroom for a nap. She picked at her food and listened to the others talk, saying little; strung out on too much coffee and a lot of fear. While she waited for George to pick her up last night, she’d once again pulled up the statistics on missing children in British Columbia. Over 7,000 children were reported missing last year. 65% of these reports were removed within 24 hours; almost 90% within the first week. After the first week, about 950 children—most of them runaways or missing for unknown reasons—were still missing. Eight children were reported as abducted by strangers—like Carey. But did the police really know? What about all those kids missing for unknown reasons.
Women were targets of violence everywhere, but Indigenous women and girls were targeted in numbers that scared Amelia—by close family members, but also by men they only knew in passing and so many by strangers. Not just in Canada. It was the same for sisters in the US. And for African American women too—so many missing. She looked at her Aunt’s haunted face. No one would know these stats better than Auntie Rosie. For eight years, she’d been the Director of a shelter for Indigenous women and their children fleeing violence.
“Did she have her cell with her Auntie?” Amelia asked.
“It’s not here, so she must have had it. It goes to voicemail.” 
Michael put a protective arm around Rosie. Nobody voiced the obvious. If Carey wasn’t answering, her phone was most likely lying on a roadside somewhere. Cells are easy to track.
“It’s gonna be okay, Rosie. They’re going to find her and bring her back to us, safe and sound.” Michael’s words, hollow, bounced off the walls. Bill Cumberland hadn’t mentioned Carey’s cell. Michael would call and ask him about it after dinner. 
Amelia had always felt safe, even when she moved to Vancouver, on her own for the first time in her life. The pressures of university life aside, it was exhilarating, not scary. But Carey had been taken in a public field, surrounded by her teammates, Beth right beside her, her mom at the women’s shelter only three blocks away! And they didn’t even know the name of the guy she got in the car with. She knew this kind of thinking wouldn’t help Carey. She had to do something. But what? She decided to go see Kate Brennan as soon as she got back to campus. Kate was a PhD Criminology candidate and the lecturer for the Introductory Crim course she was taking. Kate was awesome and smart. She’d have some idea what Amelia could do to help find Carey.
CHAPTER 2
 
 
Kate phoned to let me know she’d pick Amelia up first, then swing by and get me. “I should be there in an hour, Morgan.” 
“Thanks Kate. See you in a bit.” I met Amelia Boudreau for the first time when Kate brought her to our cottage to meet Lucas and me. That was five days after her cousin Carey Bolton was abducted. Time was still on their side that they’d get her back safe. Nearly 90% of children reported missing in BC return home within a week. Kate knew this, as did Lucas. They’re both criminologists. But everything changed when four days later, Michael Bolton spotted Carey getting into a car behind the Clarendon, a private members club in downtown Vancouver. He saw two other children in the car and was sure there were three men altogether. He reported the sighting to the Vancouver Police that night.
Kate, Amelia, and I had coffee with Michael the next day. He was still badly shaken because he’d only realized it was Carey as the car sped past him. The last place he expected to see her was in the alley behind the club he belonged to. It’s almost 1,400 kilometres from Terrace to Vancouver. Carey was a long way from home. 
We had dinner with Michael at the club a few days later. He wanted us to have a look at the place. I only have one black dress—really all a woman needs—and that’s what I wore. When Lucas and I walked through the front door of the club, I felt like a pretender to the throne, now that I have firsthand experience of what that means. ‘So, this is how the other half lives’, dad would have said. ‘You mean the top 1%’, Kate would have corrected. 
Michael was there to meet us, looking every inch the high roller that he is. He signed us in and took us up to the second floor for drinks. Amelia was already there, sipping on something pink and we settled in with scotch and sodas, single malt. The club started off as a white enclave and the times might be a changin’, but I didn’t spot many brown folks enjoying the amenities. I’m sure the four of us turned a few heads that night. 
After drinks and dinner in a private dining room, Michael took us on a tour of the place—and not to show it off. He’d been doing lots of snooping around since spotting Carey behind the club. We gathered our things—like we were leaving—and hopped an elevator, but instead of taking it down to the basement and parking access, we took it up to the fifth floor, where the overnight accommodation is. Once there, we made our way back down to the main floor by way of a labyrinth of old stairwells. Michael didn’t need to point out that we didn’t encounter a single person coming down. From there we took an elevator to the basement. Before picking up our cars, we followed Michael out the club exit to the street. He showed us where he was standing when he saw Carey and we all huddled around him as he described, once again, exactly what had happened. 
After a dinner meeting with clients, he decided to walk home through Gastown. He was leaving the club via the pedestrian entrance when he noticed a young girl getting into a Suburban, off to his left. As the car pulled away from the curb and drove past him, he realized the young girl was Carey. He pulled out his cell as he ran after the car, trying to get a picture of the license plate, but all he managed was a blurry shot as the car turned at the next side street. I’m a filmmaker and have access to excellent equipment. I played with the file, but no luck. 
It’s been a week since Michael saw Carey behind the Clarendon. Then late this morning, there’d been a call to Carey’s mom, by a man who told her he’d seen Carey enter a house on Franklin Street. She called the Vancouver Police and Detective Corporal Hermes from Missing Persons paid a visit. She phoned Rosaline back and told her that it appeared no one was living there. The caller had been so specific about the location that Rosaline just couldn’t believe Carey wasn’t there. She asked her niece to please visit the address again—just to be sure. She wanted Amelia to take George with her, but he’d already left the university for a weekend visit home. Amelia left messages for both Kate and me.
Amelia had gone to Kate in the first place because Kate has a reputation for going to bat for women’s rights on campus. What Amelia doesn’t know: back in her native Ireland, Kate ended a relationship with a guy who’d become physically abusive. He didn’t take no for an answer and began stalking her. In Ireland, stalking isn’t grounds for a safety order. He showed up at her home, her school, the homes of her friends—a ‘friggin eejit’ was how she described him to me. She finished her last year of high school and a few years after that, looking over her shoulder. I spent more than a few years looking over my shoulder as well. Thunder Bay is my hometown, and too many young men and women from my community have died under suspicious circumstances.
I was in my final year of film studies when I took a semester off to work as a production assistant on another filmmaker’s documentary about our missing and murdered Indigenous women. Our missing. Our murdered. I will take my memories of the interviews with their families to my grave. 
Greenwood Lake Reserve is where some of my family still live. I’m more beige than brown because of my Irish dad, who never left the house without a sunhat and a liberal dose of sunscreen. Some folks think it’s oh so romantic being mixed race these days. Then there’s the folks that wish we’d go away. Then there’s the folks who think we’re the answer to the race problem. But I don’t think we are, not yet anyway. My last name’s O’Meara and no one ever asks me if I’m Irish.
Canadians are some of the most analyzed people on the planet. The non-Indigenous ones, that is. The government did a big study a few years back, wanting to capture illusive information like where everyone comes from and who they’re hanging with. I looked it over. There were lots of boxes and you could tick where you came from and your language and whether you married one of your own and they also wanted to know if you didn’t. Now the government can talk about how many of whom made it here and from where and who speaks what language at home. How many are visible; how many aren’t. Kate would say boundaries and borders are pointless in a world where millions have been on the move—mixing it up as they say, for centuries now and what’s happening in Canada is happening everywhere. She’s right. But how we’re different is very important to a lot of people. 
And then I remember Ray, a friend of my older cousin Maynard, an African American from Buffalo, NY. They met in Toronto. Ray came up to Thunder Bay a few times to visit Maynard. He loved coming to Canada. ‘No heat on us niggers up here. You Indians take our place,’ I remembered Ray once saying, with a big grin. And my cousins all nodding and Maynard saying, ‘He’s right about that.’ I was just a kid then. I still play that conversation in my mind.
Lucas spent the first ten years of his life in the Guatemalan highlands. He never talks about it. I wish he would. Maybe some day. I’ve done the reading and I know that part of his childhood included dodging bullets and witnessing atrocities that are difficult to read about, never mind experience. After he finished his masters, he worked for a few years in Vancouver’s Downtown Eastside. For lots of the folks he worked with, histories of trauma, individual and collective, have fueled addiction and mental illness. People missing, women, children, men. In some cases, it was years before the VPD would even consider letting the family file a report. When news of the case against serial killer William Picton hit the papers, Lucas was devastated. 49 women dead. Half of Picton’s victims were identified as Indigenous and Métis women and he’d worked with some of those women, and when they disappeared—their families. He’d tried and often failed to get the attention of the police.
A muffled honk interrupts my thoughts. Kate’s here. I quickly don a rain jacket and grab my umbrella. The rain is pouring down and in my dash to the car my pants and shoes get soaked. Kate cranked the heat, but no real chance to dry off because not ten minutes later, we pulled into the curb in front a fish wholesaler, a nondescript, cinderblock building next door to 168 Franklin Street. 
As soon as Kate killed the engine and the wipers came to rest, rain coursed across the windshield in waves. The rain had been a constant for days, a grey that matched the sky and those patches of ocean visible only a few blocks away. It was the kind of day where you’re happy to see evening come, with its warm, welcoming lights. 
168 Franklin Street has a grimy stucco facade and faded green trim; the only holdout in this dreary, light industrial area—the high windowless walls of a computer parts distributor on one side and on the other, thick trees and the back-alley entrance. If Carey had been brought to this desolate house, what must Amelia be thinking.
“Thank you both for coming,” Amelia said, looking sideways at the house. Her face said it all.
“I’m glad I could be here, Amelia,” said Kate.
“Me too.”
“Auntie Rosie is so hoping that Carey is here,” she said as she got out and quickly opened her umbrella against the pouring rain.
Kate’s glance caught mine in the rear view, the steady thrum of rain on the roof an unneeded counterpoint. She looked worried and very tired. I reached for the wet umbrella on the floor at my feet and exited the car, quickly popping it open. Kate got out and ducked under mine and we followed Amelia back to the address and up the wooden stairs to the front door. I noticed the stairs were a fairly new addition, at odds with the rest of the house. Newer stairs could mean the house was in use. Amelia knocked and we waited. Nothing. Amelia moved to the left of the door and was trying to peer into a grimy side window.
“The curtain is pulled shut,” she said.
“Maybe we should go around to the back door,” Kate suggested.
“I’ll try one more time.” I knocked again. We all heard it—the sound of something hitting the floor.
“Someone’s in there,” said Amelia, reaching for the front doorknob. “It’s locked.”
“Wait. I hear footsteps,” she said, her ear to the door and sure enough, moments later, the latch was released, and the door opened a few inches to reveal a young woman in her late teens or early twenties.
“I din’t order anything.” It was hard to miss: the slurred speech; how she had to work hard to stay standing. She was high.
“We’re very sorry to bother you,” said Amelia. 
“We’re not delivering anything,” I said.
The young woman nodded, like that was a good thing and gave us a faint smile.
“T’at’s good, cause I’m not ‘ungry.” She moved to close the door, so I jumped in quickly.
“We’re looking for a young girl. Her name’s Carey. Carey Bolton. Is she here?”
“Carey?” she said, looking from me to Amelia to Kate. The smile disappeared. She looked confused.
“That’s right,” said Amelia. “Carey. She’s my cousin. She’s 11 years old, about this tall,” and she indicated the top of her shoulder. “Have you seen her?”
“No ... No one here. Jus’ me,” and she tapped herself on the chest. The hand remained there, fingers splayed, like they needed a resting place.
“But she was here, wasn’t she? Before today I mean?” Amelia tried again; voice full of hope.
“No. Not here,” the woman said, shaking her head vehemently. “Like I tol’ you. Jus’ me.”
“But a man called Carey’s mother and told her she was at this address,” I said. 
“He made mist’ke,” she said, trying hard to focus as she turned to me with a vacant, hooded stare. I persisted.
“Carey’s been missing for more than two weeks and her family is desperate to find her. Please! If you can help us in any way. Was Carey here recently? Maybe she was here before but now she’s gone?”
“No one here.” She’d been leaning against the door jam for support, but now stepped back into the room.
“Please. Wait,” said Amelia. Do you live here alone?”
The young woman moved to close the door, but I applied pressure to keep it open.
“Are you here by yourself?” Kate asked. “It’s a big house for one person.”
She moved to close the door again, but I moved faster and positioned my foot to prevent her closing it. 
“We’ll go to the police,” I said. “They think no one is living here. We’ll tell them you’re here.”
Her eyes flew wide in confused alarm. She struggled as best she could to close the door.
“Best to let her go, Morgan,” said Kate. “You’ll not get a thing out of her, not right now anyway.”
“But what if she knows something, Kate!”
“Let her go,” Kate said softly.
Reluctantly, I stepped back, and the door slammed in our faces. We heard her struggle with the deadbolt, finally sliding it into place.
“She’s not going to give us anything,” said Kate. “She’s too high.”
“Kate’s right,” said Amelia. “I think she’s an addict. I don’t think she knows anything about Carey.”
Kate gave Amelia’s shoulder a squeeze. “Auntie’s going to be so disappointed,” she said, heading down the front steps.
Without a word, we followed her to the car. As soon as we were in, Amelia pulled out her cell. “I’ll leave a message with Detective Hermes at Missing Persons that someone is living here and ask her to check the place out again.”
“That’s a good idea,” said Kate. “Just to be certain.”
“Warn her that the occupants are probably drug users,” I added.
“Right,” said Amelia.
Kate drove Amelia back to her residence on Burnaby Mountain, then the two of us came back to the East Village and grabbed a bite at the Pemberton Hotel, just down the hill from the house on Franklin. Lucas was away at a prison reform symposium in Victoria till Monday evening. Kate’s husband Bart is a psychiatrist. He was settling in a new patient at West Sanctuary, a trauma clinic, one of the programs of the Institute of Mental Health at the University of BC. 
“What do you think, Morgan?” Kate asked me over tea.
“That young woman was not happy to see us. I wish I hadn’t threatened her with the police. It was stupid of me.” 
“No it wasn’t. We’re all starting to feel desperate.”
“She was so wrecked though. Hard to tell if she was lying or just high.”
“True that.”
We finished our tea and retrieved the Prius where Kate had parked it, just west of the Pemberton.
“Let’s check the house one more time,” said Kate, as she turned right on Victoria Street. We bounced uphill along the cobblestones, slick and shiny with rain, which had backed off to a thin, steady drizzle. She turned onto Franklin and parked in front of the house. 
We got out of the car, approached the house, and stood at the bottom of the porch stairs, looking up. The house loomed dark. We climbed the stairs to the front door, knocked and waited. When there was no answer, we went around to the rear of the house and up the stairs to the back door. We knocked loudly. There was no sign of life: no lights; no sound from inside the house; not a flicker of movement. The only sound was the rain beating a gentle, irregular patter on the porch.
“I don’t think anyone’s here now,” said Kate.
“It’s my fault, Kate!”
“No, it’s not, Morgan! I think that whatever was going on here, isn’t now. That’s my sense of it.”
“Damn!”
“Maybe the guy will call Carey’s mom again,” said Kate.
 
 
The visit to the house left me feeling depressed, tense, and useless. Once Kate dropped me off, I puttered around the cottage for awhile, did a load of laundry and checked my email. No word from Lucas yet but I didn’t expect to hear from him tonight. He threw himself wholeheartedly into everything he did, and this conference would not be an exception. Prison reform was a subject close to his heart. 
I didn’t want to bother him with bad news about a dead-end lead—especially when there was nothing the  he could do about it. Instead, I decided on a hot bath, my go to fix for most everything. It was about 10:00 PM when I put on some Bill Evans and climbed into the tub with a mug of tea and my relaxation pillow. A glass of wine would have been more to my liking, but I wanted to have a clear head tomorrow. I was sleepy and the water was lukewarm when I climbed out of the tub, pulled the plug, and got ready for bed.
 
 
I went for a run early the next morning down at New Brighton Park because relentless drizzle doesn’t count as rain in Vancouver, not with me anyway and I needed to wind out. I was back at the cottage by 8:00 AM. I changed into warm fleece, then had some yogurt and fruit. 
I planned on spending my day editing footage at the Cineworks film lab, but the house on Franklin was pulling me back. I couldn’t shake the feeling, so real it was almost visceral, that an opportunity was slipping through our fingers. I decided to visit the house one more time before heading to the lab. I put on a rain jacket, grabbed my briefcase and an umbrella, and headed out into the drizzle.
The curtains on the window closest to the front door were pulled tight, same as last night. I tried the front door first, banging loudly, again and again. If the young woman had come back, she might be a heavy sleeper and it was still early. Then I moved around to the back of the house and tried to peer in the ground level basement windows, but they were filthy with years of grime. I climbed the stairs to the back door; knocked and waited. After a few minutes, I returned to the front door and knocked again. The rain was picking up, so I pulled out my umbrella. 
It could be that lots of people came and went, like the young woman here yesterday. I figured it wouldn’t hurt to leave my name and cell number and a quick note asking if anyone knew anything about the whereabouts of Carey Bolton, to please get in touch. Her mom was worried sick about her. It was raining hard again. I was careful, as I folded the note and tucked it into the mail slot on the door, not to let it get wet. 
I headed over to the Cineworks lab to get some work done. I was editing footage for a documentary I’d finished shooting about Canadian Indigenous women scholars. I kept at it the rest of the morning and for a good part of the afternoon, but my thoughts kept returning to the house on Franklin.  
I finally gave up the pretense of trying to work and called Kate, to see if her and Bart wanted to take in a movie later, anything to chase away the hopelessness that was closing in. Kate was feeling just as despondent. I arranged to meet them at the Cineplex downtown.
 
 
Much later, back home, despair had its way with me. Sheets of grey rain raced across the Burrard Inlet. The inlet had been shrouded for five days now and counting. Lucas wasn’t back till Monday. He texted me earlier that he was going out for drinks with some buddies from Toronto and he’d call tomorrow afternoon if he got the chance. Something to look forward to.
Last week, Amelia had given us all pictures of Carey and I picked up mine, lying on the coffee table where I’d left it earlier. It was her school picture, taken last year, a beautiful kid with a great big smile. Rosaline. Amelia. Michael. Everyone so desperate now. No one sleeping. It would have been wonderful to find Carey at that house, safe and sound. It would have been wonderful to bring her home.
A strong gust of wind blew sheets of rain against the window. My view of the road below our cottage and the inlet was momentarily replaced by my worried frown, reflected there. I pulled my blanket tighter.
CHAPTER 3
 
 
It was a difficult decision, but he chose the soft white doggie with the black eyes and red ribbon. Perfect for Carey, a beautiful, innocent child, untouched by the ugliness of this world. She wasn’t too old for a stuffed animal. She was only eleven and it would help with the loneliness she might be feeling. 
This was a big change for her. He could understand that, but eventually she’d come to realize he wanted the best for her and once they were close, she’d know how lucky she was. He’d buy her some clothes as well. Hudson’s Bay, the children’s department. He loved The Bay, the bustle and excitement and the wonderful smells. Had loved it since he was a boy and shopped there with his mom. 
It would be so much fun to bring Carey shopping and let her choose the things that she liked. Silly of him. That couldn’t happen. Not yet. Not until she trusted him and knew he was her friend. Once she grew to love him and understood that he wanted only the best for her.
Young girls love pretty things, love to dress up. He knew that. Hadn’t he raised a daughter, his own little Wilhelmina, nearly a woman now. Winnie had always loved his presents although lately she seemed standoffish, as though she wanted to put some distance between them. He blamed that on her mother Sarah, such a poisonous bitch. Doing her best to turn Winnie against him. 
He didn’t really approve of the way that Sarah was allowing Winnie to dress. Far too provocative. She’d always been such a sweet, innocent child. It had meant a lot to him to have a close relationship with Winnie. She was so much like him. But she was sixteen now and probably thought her old dad a bit of a fuddy-duddy. She would always be his little Winnie though, and when she got older, she would understand how much he loved her. He knew that Winnie loved him more, but she had chosen to live with Sarah; probably because she felt sorry for her. Sarah was having a hard time with their separation. She was so insecure, but she had always been that way, depending on him for everything, like a child really. Now though, she was mean and ugly and did nothing but yell at him every chance she got. She was so ungrateful for everything that he’d given her. He wanted to just cut her off without a cent but his lawyer said no, you can’t do that, there are laws, and so he had been generous because he didn’t want Winnie to suffer, but not too generous. No point giving either of them the wrong idea. 
If he was to admit it, he could barely relate to Winnie now. So different than she used to be. An adult really. Maybe he would just have to let her go. The thought made him sad. They had shared so much.
The salesclerk brought him back to the present, pointing out that the stuffed dog had a secret compartment. That made it an even better gift. Children love that kind of thing. He purchased the stuffie and hurried down the street to The Bay. Once there, he headed to the children’s section. He would pick out some warm colours to accent Carey’s beautiful skin and she would need underwear and socks, new shoes. Melanie said she was a size 12. While he was at it, he would pick up new outfits for all the children. He loved shopping for them. 
Melanie certainly didn’t, but she was young, barely an adult herself. She didn’t realize how precious the children were. Joy was good with them, but they were keeping her busy with other things and she wasn’t always available. He’d pressure Phineas to find a replacement for Melanie, preferably a mature adult with experience caring for children. Someone like Joy. 
 
 
Carey had been awake for a while but found it hard to open her eyes. It was so much easier not to. Rain was coming down hard, right above her head. Like at home, she thought. There was a truck outside her window, making a high-pitched beeping as it backed up. It was so close, as though she could reach out. Touch it … This wasn’t home.
“Leave me alone! I want to get dressed by myself.” Somewhere in the house, a boy. Unhappy. Crying. A door slammed. Swearing. Another voice. “Dress yourself then, for Chrissakes! Just get it done.” 
Carey’s leg began to cramp up and she instinctively stretched her leg out straight, then bent her knee. She became aware of warmth and wetness. Eyes open now, she looked at the young girl, fast asleep beside her, then sat up, lifted the covers; saw the pee stain under her. She shifted to the dry side, snuggled down, and pulled the covers up to her chin. She glanced sideways at the girl, hoping she would wake up, but she didn’t move. She has the most beautiful hair, thought Carey, who had always wanted curly hair.
“Don’t touch me ... Please don’t ... It hurts! Stop! I don’t want to!” Another boy, then a woman’s voice; quiet. Carey can’t hear what she is saying. The crying stops. The door to Carey’s room opens and a young woman enters.
“You’re awake. Good. You need to have a shower and put on this dress.” She laid the dress over a chair. There’s more clothes for you in the dresser. The right side is yours.” 
“Excuse me, please,” said Carey. “Does my mom know I’m here?”
“Get out of bed you little bitch! Now! Get downstairs and eat breakfast. It’s on the table. Then get back up here. Have a shower. Get dressed.” Carey quickly got out of bed and stood beside it, wincing at the coldness of the floor. 
“Is it okay if I call my mom? She’ll be worried.”
“Get moving. Now! Your boyfriend’s coming to visit.”
“My boyfriend? There must be some mistake. I don’t have a boyfriend. Please. Can I go home now?” The woman ignored her as she pulled back the covers on the sleeping child, then, disgusted, threw them back over her and left the room. 
Carey went to the dresser and looked in the right-hand drawers. She found some socks and underwear and a pair of jeans and put them on under the nightgown. She crossed the room to the bed and looked at the sleeping child, reached over and touched her shoulder to see if she could wake her up, but she didn’t move. She wanted to ask her where they were. She left the bedroom and went downstairs. She was alone in the kitchen. She could hear a bathtub being filled somewhere in the house. There was yogurt and bananas and apples on the table. She found a bowl in the cupboard and a spoon in one of the kitchen drawers. She ate a few spoons of yogurt and reached for a banana. She peeled it halfway and started to eat it, but her stomach lurched, and she wanted to vomit. That’s when she started to cry. 
“Shut up down there! Finish eating and get your ass up here.”
“I’m coming.” Carey got up from the table and moved to the back door. Right there. Quietly tried to open it, but it was locked. She started looking in the cupboards for the key. 
“Get your ass up here. Now!”
 
 
A man came to visit in the early afternoon. Carey thought he must be important and that’s why she had to wear a grown-up dress for him. He brought new clothes and toys for everyone. He had a white stuffie for her. She didn’t want to hurt his feelings, so she pretended to like it. He’d bought clothes for her too. The dresses he bought were for someone much younger. Not like the one she was wearing which was so embarrassing. Her mom would never let her wear it.
The man who stole her from Terrace went and got food for everyone and the visitor ate with them. Carey was scared when he put his arm around her like he was her father. She didn’t know what to do. But he was nice, and he told her not to be scared. She tried hard not to be and told him that she wanted to go back home and could she please call her mom. He told her not to worry. They would take good care of her and everything would be okay once they got it all sorted out. 
Before the visitor left, he told Carey he’d be back Friday because he was taking her for a special welcome dinner. He told Melanie which dress he wanted Carey to wear that night. Melanie was mad about that, but she didn’t say anything. He chose two other kids to come to dinner with them and told Melanie to make sure they were dressed nicely. The girl who slept with Carey was coming. The other girl that he chose started to cry and asked could she please not go, but the visitor said no, it was a special request. Melanie grabbed the girl’s arm and took her upstairs to one of the bedrooms, but she wasn’t nice about it and the girl had to run to keep up. 
After he left, a boy named Christopher told Carey that you have to do everything they tell you even if you don’t want to and even if it hurts and no one gets to go home and she’d better stop asking or Melanie would hit her. She asked him where they were, but he didn’t know. She asked him how long he’d been here, but he couldn’t remember. A man brought him here and before that he lived in Quebec with his foster parents. But he knew they weren’t in Quebec because when they were driving around in the car all the signs were in English.
 
 
The kids were watching a movie when Melanie left the house. Carey heard her lock the door. The man who stole her came in and turned off the TV and told them they had to go to bed now. She knew why because she heard the visitor tell him that there would be visitors tomorrow night and make sure the kids were rested. He gave them all a blue pill, like the one he gave her the first night. He checked to make sure everyone swallowed it, then he took them upstairs and told them to get undressed and go to sleep. He told Carey to sleep with Marie. ‘She likes you,’ he said. Carey got a towel from the bathroom, folded it and put it under the sheet on Marie’s side of the bed. Then they climbed in. Marie took her hand and held it tight but didn’t say anything. She hadn’t said anything all day although sometimes, she made strange, grunting sounds. She wanted to ask someone why visitors were coming tomorrow night, but no one else asked.
CHAPTER 4
 
My hair is floating free. I’m in the tub. Must have fallen asleep. The water’s cold. Why didn’t Lucas wake me up, like he always does. Morgan, my lazy princess, let me warm up your tub, your highness ... Lucas ... Must have gone out. Something’s bunched up under my neck. My bath pillow ... No ... It isn’t. Bath pillow is comfortable. I must have used a towel and it shifted while I was sleeping and now it’s wet. I’ll just turn on the hot water. Then I’ll find my bath pillow. 
Oops. I slipped off the towel. It’s pulling on my neck ... That hurts ... It’s tied to my neck ... It’s not a towel. It’s my hoodie ... Why am I wearing my hoodie in the tub? I’ll just shift my head. Damn. Cold water is going into my ears ... Really cold ... I’m not in the tub ... Better open my eyes.
So beautiful. Wow ... the sky’s so close. Like I can touch it. Thick with stars ... But it’s so cold ... I’m outside ... lying in water ... No ... my head’s in water. Running. On the beach ... Fell on the beach. Right ... It’s the ocean ... ocean waves. If I roll over ... I can get up. Have to go home. Damn, that hurts. These pebbles are sharp ... digging into my cheek. Get off these pebbles … I need to get up. Need to use my hands ... Hands ... Feels like they’re asleep ... Oh ... No wonder ... I’m laying on them. Need to roll over. Bring them forward ... Can’t ... They’re stuck. Can’t move my hands. Not stuck. They’re not stuck. They’re tied behind me! 
“Shit.” Can’t hear my voice ... I can’t hear my voice ... Can’t talk. My throat is sore ... so sore ... hard to swallow. Awful smell? From the rag. He made me breathe it. Didn’t want to. Tried not to ... Shit ... I’m scared. No. No. Can’t be scared ... Don’t be afraid. It’s okay Morgan. You need to get up. If I can just stand up. My head hurts. It’s bleeding. Must have banged my head. When I fell. My feet are too high. Need to get my head up higher. Higher than my feet. Bend my knees and pull my feet downhill, far as I can. That’s better. Now, lift myself. Over the pebbles. Hard to do. Shift up. Up. I’m tired. Really tired. Have to do it again. One more time. A little bit further. Get my head a little higher. Up the slope ... That’s better. The sand feels so good under my cheek. Nice and cool. Rest here, just for a little while. Have a nap. On the slope. Very steep. Running near the ocean ... Night ... Love running at night ... By the ocean. Can’t smell the ocean. 
No lights ... No boats ... Not the inlet ... Where? Need to get up. Now! ... Get up. Roll over onto my knees ... Damn ... Everything really hurts ... Don’t make any noise ... Need to get up ... Get my feet under me ... Stand up. Shift some weight to my left knee. Pull my right foot forward. My runner is caught ... Careful. Don’t fall. Bring it forward. That’s it. Shit! I’m going to fall. No! Can’t fall ... Slower ... Go slower ... Okay. Right foot is under me ... Now. Shift my weight to it. Careful. Nice and slow. Pull my left foot forward. Get it under me. I’m falling ... Not falling ... Just dizzy ... Raise my head and torso ... Wait ... Wait. Find my balance ... Dig in and push up, hard as I can. Fuck ... Nothing is happening! Can’t do it. Can’t stop shaking ... Wait ... Just wait … Don’t give up. Try again. Okay. Halfway up. Almost there. I can do this. I know I can do this ... Balance ... Lean forward ... Keep legs strong ...  Damn … Hurts ... Push up ... Slow. Nice and slow ... I’m up! ... I’m up! ... Dizzy ... So dizzy ... Wait it out ... I’m gonna fall ... Can’t fall. Don’t fall. Air is cold ... Hoodie’s wet ... Cold against my back. Head hurts ... Can’t wait ... Don’t wait ... No time ... Move ... Now ... Slow ... Keep your balance ... Climb the slope ... Not far ... A few more feet ... Almost there. Almost there. Okay, you made it! ... Oh no! Shit! The blue truck. He’s here! Where? Where the hell is he? No. No. I won’t get away! He’s going to kill me ... Now! Get away now! Those trees ... to the right. Help me. Someone please ... No one here ... I’m weaving like a drunk. Don’t fall ... Don’t fall. Can’t fall. Not now ... So dizzy ... Don’t fall ... Keep going ... Shit! He’s going to catch me! No ... No. Get into the trees ... Hide in the trees. 
You Are My Sunshine. It’s him! Whistling. Doesn’t know I’m up!  Find a place ... hide ... Can’t help ... stumbling ... Keep going ... Where’s the trail ... here ... It’s here ... Damn ... Legs are shaking ... Have to hide ... No where to hide! ... What was that? A flame … right there. Gone now. Shit! ... I’m hallucinating. No ... there. Another flame, and another, and another. So many! Thick brush. Oh no! My legs. I’m down ... Can’t get up. Doesn’t matter. Need to rest. He’ll find me ... Wait ... Here ... in here ... A place to hide! Get off the path. Wiggle in, feet first ... Move faster ... Can’t. The brambles ... Low ... Ouch ... Hurts. Not enough room. Push ... Harder ... Make it bigger. Pull yourself ... All the way in ... Pull my head in ... Almost ... in … I’m in ... Is my hair in? Don’t know. Thumping. Heavy boots.  He’s coming. Slivers of light. His flashlight. Blood ... running down my nose. In my mouth ... Salty. Take a few more breaths. Don’t make a sound. One last breath ... Hold it. 
Shit. His boot. Inches from my face. Paint spatters on the toe caught in an arc of light ... His flashlight.
“Fucking native bitch!” His voice is deep and guttural, and I wince with fear. Feel the pee seep between my legs. But he can’t see me! He can’t see me! Hold still ... He’s moving away. Footsteps are fading. Gone now. 
Where am I? Water wasn’t salty. A lake. What lake? Where? ... So many stars ... No stars in the city. That smell? ... On my clothes … Sweet. Sickening … Feel sick ... Can’t vomit. Can’t make a sound ... Need fresh air ... Move my head. Just a little. My neck is sore. Hurts … Box … I was in a box. It was … so hard to breathe ... Someone yelling ... Do what you want ... Get rid of her ... Me ... Get rid of me ... Have to stay awake. Can’t let him find me. Have to ... stay ... awake ... So tired.
CHAPTER 5
 
 
Lucas Arenas is a man who turns heads. People are drawn to him. It isn’t that he’s particularly tall, or wildly handsome, although he does have large, expressive blue eyes, thick lashes, a beautiful smile. It’s the intelligence and sadness and hope that invite everyone in. The eyes are his dad’s. His smile is his mom’s, a tiny 4’ 8” Ixil-Maya woman. 
He stared out on the Burrard Inlet and the Port of Vancouver, watching the rain sweep down on
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