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      This book is dedicated to K. P. M. I hope you find the answers you’re looking for. I wish you luck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Description

          

        

      

    

    
      When a simple search into her family history reveals a terrifying truth about herself, Raven Stone sets out to find  the truth. Dazed and alone after confronting her parents with her new found knowledge, an accident lands her in the arms of Tanner Graham, a Private Investigator.

      Running from his own demons, Tanner has set out to find a slower pace of life while still doing what he loves to do, being an investigator. The moment he sees Raven, he sees a beautiful woman in distress. When she claims that someone pushed her in front of the moving car he saved her from, his protective instincts kick in full force.

      Together they will find out the truth about Raven’s family all the while trying to outrun someone who will do anything to stop them. Along the way, she might just find out that love is stronger than family.
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      Raven Stone was sitting in her desk chair when she leaned over and picked up her leather book bag made from Water Buffalo hide. She placed it on the old scarred wooden desk in front of her and unbuckled the two straps on the bag and opened the flap. She gathered up the stack of papers that lay face down on the far edge of her desk as she watched the last two students leave the classroom. They had just finished their final test of the semester for her class and either they were being meticulous or hadn’t a clue about the material. Looking back over the semester, Raven was betting on the latter.

      She shuffled the papers together and straightened them before shoving them into the bag. She retrieved a purple ink pen out of the penholder on the corner of her desk and dropped it in the bag, also. Raven knew she was going to have her work cut out for her the next few days, grading the English final she’d just administered to her classes and getting the results turned into the office for final grades. Using the purple pen didn’t make her feel like she’d bled all over the papers, because when she was finished grading, she feared that that might be the case. At twenty-four, her beautiful olive colored skin and waist-length smooth, black hair pulled back in a high ponytail made her look almost as young as the high school juniors that had just left her classroom at the end of the second semester.

      Raven stood and looked up as she heard footsteps on the tile floor. “Hi, Gloria. Are you finished for the year?” she asked, buckling her bag.

      “Just the semester. I’m teaching the first three summer terms, but I’m taking the fourth off.”

      “Oh, I thought maybe you’d take the summer off and give yourself some time after, well, you know...”

      “You can say it, Raven. Since the snake left me with two school-age kids on Valentine’s Day and is turning out to be a deadbeat dad, because he needs to spend his money on the bimbo he moved in with that same day.” She took a deep breath before going on. “So, yes, I need the money, but believe me, he’s being reported to the child support service’s. He’s not getting out of it that easy. They’re his kids, too,” the other teacher said in a scathing voice.

      “I’m sorry, Gloria. I didn’t mean to upset you,” Raven said, sincerely.

      “Oh, you didn’t. What that scum did is never far from my thoughts. I turned into a middle-aged mother and teacher and evidently was no longer able to satisfy that little appendage in his pants, and I do mean little. Tiny, really.”

      Raven gave a hearty chuckle at her friend’s words. “At least you can joke about it and let out some frustrations.”

      “Oh, honey, if only the inside of my car could talk. The things it would tell that have come out of my mouth about that low-life!” She smiled and rolled her eyes. “And I have to say it in the car, by myself, or to friends, because I can’t bad mouth him to the kids. He is and will always be, their dad. Maybe instead of calling him my ex, I should start calling him my why.”

      “That is too funny,” Raven said, laughing. “That’s about the way I feel.”

      “That Jeremiah Wilkerson?” Gloria asked.

      “Yes. He was nice enough, but there wasn’t much interest on my part, let alone any sparks.”

      “Is he still bothering you after you broke it off with him?”

      “Yes and no. He doesn’t contact me, but I seem to see him everywhere I go. It’s like he’s lurking. Just makes me a little nervous,” Raven confessed.

      “Are you afraid of him?” the other teacher asked worriedly.

      “No, not really. I don’t think he’d ever hurt me. Hell, we only dated for three weeks, but it seemed like three years. I tried, but I just couldn’t do it.”

      “You just be careful and watch your back,” Gloria advised. “So, what are your plans for the summer?”

      “I got into genealogy a few months ago and began tracing my family tree. What I’m finding has me intrigued. I’ve not been able to find where my olive complexion and black hair come from. I’m also tall and thin, but both my parents are fairly short, have light complexions, and had light brown, almost blonde hair. I’ve sent my DNA in recently to be tested and should receive the results any day. I want to trace back as far as I possibly can, gather pictures, and other information. Then I’m going to have it made into a book to give my folks at Christmas. I think it will be a wonderful surprise for them when I get all the information together. Mom and Dad have seven siblings between them, and I think they’ll be willing to answer questions, send me pictures, and share special stories of their lives.”

      “That sounds really nice, but like a lot of work. They’ll love you for it, though.”

      “I think it’ll be fun for them, especially all the reminiscing.”

      Gloria looked at Raven funny, after her words.

      “What’s the matter, Gloria? Why are you looking at me that way?” Raven asked.

      “Have you ever thought that you might be adopted?”

      “What!? Good grief, no! I’m twenty-four years old. My parents would have told me if that were the case. Come on, Gloria, get real,” Raven said, laughing at her friend’s words.

      “You’re right. I’m talking out of turn. It was a silly thought, anyway.”

      After saying their goodbyes and locking up her classroom, Raven made her way to her beloved red two-year-old, full-sized crew cab pickup. She headed to her small, rented cottage on the other side of Waterview, Idaho, in a nice, quiet neighborhood. What Gloria had asked her bore on her mind, as she made her way through the quaint downtown area before turning off the main road. Raven drove down her picturesque street to her house in the middle of the block. She pulled under her carport, admiring all the plants and flowers in her faux English Country Garden. She parked her truck, grabbed her book bag and her purse, and opened the door. When she stepped down, her feet crunched the gravel drive. She locked her pickup, walked to the mailbox, and anxiously pulled out three envelopes. As she flipped through them, she said, “Bill, junk, bill. Oh well, maybe the results will be here soon.”

      Raven made her way through the garden gate and into the small frame house. She locked the door behind her and tossed her bags on the couch as she walked by it. She strolled into the bedroom, changed into some comfortable clothes, and then got something cool to drink from her cheery yellow kitchen. She carried the sweating glass of iced tea to the coffee table and placed it on a coaster before settling down to start grading the stack of tests.
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      “There you go,” the tall good-looking man said, as he backed off the stepladder. He stepped back and looked at the certificate he’d just hung, showing his credentials on the wall above the weathered wooden desk. He dropped into the old, wooden, 1940s, padded Banker’s rolling chair, and intertwined his fingers behind his head, leaning back. He looked around his new office at the authentic 1940s furnishings and felt like Mickey Spillane’s Mike Hammer or Raymond Chandler’s Philip Marlowe. All he needed now was a sultry sounding, good-looking woman to walk through the door needing his services as a Private Investigator, on a dark and stormy night.

      Tanner Graham chuckled and said to himself, “I don’t think it works like that anymore, bro.”

      He’d been a police detective in Los Angeles in a previous life. When he decided to leave L.A. after the incident, he had no idea where he was going or what he was going to do. After completing his hardest assignment ever, escorting the body of a beautiful young woman home to her family, he decided he needed a change. He threw a dart at a map of the United States, at a bar one night and it landed on Parks, Idaho. Tanner decided to trust fate and check it out.

      Now here he was, moved in, and getting settled in his new apartment and office loft that looked like a throw-back to the era of big band music and gangsters. The place was on the town square and belonged to Harry Rasmussen who also owned and operated the hardware store below it. He rented the place fully furnished. It had an office at the end by the door with a sitting area and television in the middle of the long room. The bedroom was the only closed off area in the apartment. It was furnished with a dresser, chest of drawers, and a Murphy bed. The bathroom, also in the bedroom, was spacious and connected to a large walk-in closet and storage area. The apartment was furnished with a refrigerator and stove. Tanner had added a microwave and coffee maker. There was a small landing with stairs that led straight down to the sidewalk, in front of the building, with another door at street level. The bank of windows behind the television looked out on the busy town square. All the walls were made of old red brick, except the front wall around the picture window, which had been covered with drywall and painted a dark gray.

      Tanner felt at home in Parks and had been warmly welcomed by the townspeople. He’d hung his PI shingle out two weeks ago and had already secured two small cases to look into. He’d have gone to work sooner, but Idaho law made him take care of some paperwork to become a Private Investigator in the state. He found out right quick that being a former police detective had made it almost painless. At that thought, he swiveled his chair around, leaned back some more, looked at the new accreditation on the wall and smiled. He stood up, grabbed his keys off the desk, and headed downstairs to his four-wheel drive jeep to take a short excursion to admire the mountains and then go get something to eat before calling it a day.
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      “Finally,” Raven said, the next afternoon, as she pushed the send button on her computer to forward the final English grades to the school office on the last class of students. “Now I’m done, my summer break can begin in earnest, and I can focus on the genealogy research,” she announced out loud to no one at all.

      She moved the computer cursor over the genealogy app she’d downloaded, clicked, and pulled up her confirmation on the site. She scrolled quickly down the page for any recent changes to her information or any new contacts. Towards the bottom, she saw one new contact with the possibility of being a relative found through DNA matching. She clicked on the profile and read aloud, “Thaddeus Bouchard, lives in Quebec City, Quebec, Canada. Twenty-eight years old, born April 1st.” She laughed at that. “Works in the family business, and he has an email address,” she added. Inhaling deeply before taking the plunge, Raven clicked on his contact link and wrote a short, non-committal email to reach out to him for any information he might be able to provide her about her family.

      When she was finished, she moved her laptop to the spot beside her on the couch and unfolded her legs, stretching them out in front of her while she stretched her arms high above her head. She stood up, pushed her slender feet into her worn canvas shoes, with the laces missing, and headed out the front door to her mailbox in her soft, comfy t-shirt and leggings. As she walked down her little sidewalk, she stopped to look at, touch, and talk to her many precious plants that she had lovingly planted over the last two years. Her cottage was a showplace on the cul-de-sac filled with small, older homes. Raven opened the gate to step to the curb and the mailbox, a prickling sensation racing up the back of her neck. She looked down the street towards the middle of town and saw the usual cars parked in front of homes and in driveways. Turning to look up the street towards the circle, she saw the one car she recognized, but was out of place here. It slowly moved her way. She reached the curb, grabbed the mail out of the box, and hurried back through the gate, latching it behind her. Raven stomped into the house and locked both the storm and wooden door. She eased over to look out the big picture window through the open mini blind and saw Jeremiah Wilkerson drive slowly past her house, never taking his eyes off it.

      “Dammit,” she ground out. “What is he doing? Stalking me?” What she’d told Gloria about not being afraid of him came to mind. Then she wondered what she was going to do about this little problem before rolling the blind closed and shutting the world out. Just to be on the safe side, Raven moved quickly through her little house checking the window locks to make sure they were secure.

      She pulled the unlocked back door open, took a quick look around her fenced backyard and beyond and was satisfied no one lurked about. She latched the screen, shut the wooden door, and secured the lock and the deadbolt. She felt better now and knew her trusty little 9mm was in her bedside table in her bedroom, hoping to hell she’d never have to pull it out of the drawer.

      Raven went back to the living room, sat on the couch, and turned the television on leaving it turned down low, needing white noise. She picked up the mail she’d tossed on the coffee table, and started leafing through it, pushing Jeremiah out of her mind.

      “Bill, bill, junk, ju...” She paused to take a closer look. “Oh, not junk!” She tore into the envelope that had the results of her DNA specimen. She unfolded the paper and read word for word what it said. She frowned, looked questioningly at the paper, and read it again. It showed her to be mainly French-Canadian and from a Native British American Tribe.

      Okay, she thought to herself. I’m not stupid. She reread the results not skipping anything. There’s something wrong here. If my parents are correct, these results are wrong. She reached for her laptop beside her and brought it to life. She got on the genealogy site and pulled up her information again. She looked it over carefully and realized that Thaddeus Bouchard hadn’t surfaced as a possible relation until she’d sent in her DNA test and received results. She’d been on the site for almost two months and he’d just shown up, unless he himself had just begun his own search on his own family tree. All her parent’s brothers, sisters, nieces, nephews, and cousin’s that she knew about had shown up quickly in her search due to her parent’s profiles.

      “This new information seems a little odd,” she said, staring at the computer. “And something doesn’t feel right. I think it’s time to pay a visit to the folks.”
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      The next morning, Raven prepared to leave her home early and head to her hometown of Parks, Idaho, two hundred miles away, to pay a visit to her parents. As she got in her truck and backed from under the carport, she looked around her neighborhood, but thankfully didn’t see Jeremiah lurking about anywhere. She rolled down her passenger side window as her neighbor came out of her house.

      “Good morning, Mrs. Lowder,” she called, waving.

      “Good morning, Raven. Are you on your way?”

      “Yes, ma’am. Thank you again for taking care of my flowers and keeping an eye on the house while I’m gone.”

      “Me and the mister are glad to do it. Gets him out of that recliner since he retired.”

      “Well, I appreciate it.”

      “Do you remember to bring me a big bag of toasted pine nuts, when you come back? I need them for my health, you know,” said the older woman.

      “I sure do, Mrs. Lowder. In fact, I have it written down to get you two big bags.”

      The lady clapped her hands and squealed, excited at the prospect. “Oh, thank you, child. You do know how to take care of me!”

      “Yes, ma’am. I’ll see you when I get back, and I’ll bring your pine nuts with me.”

      “Thank you, dear. Be careful and stay alert. There are some mean people out there,” she stated, seriously.

      “Yes, ma’am, I will.”

      “Tell your folks hello for us.”

      “Will do. See you later!”

      Raven backed out onto the street, quickly looked around, and headed out of town, watching cautiously in case Jeremiah decided to follow her. As she entered the on-ramp, she picked up a small green economy car that was staying behind her. The driver never got close enough for her to see them, but she thought it was a man. He dropped back and stayed about six car lengths behind her. Cars would get between them, pull off, and pass. After an hour of this she began to feel uneasy or maybe she was just being paranoid because of what Jeremiah had done the day before.

      At the next off-ramp, Raven took it and headed for the combination convenience store and truck stop to get her something to drink. She saw the green car stay on the highway and whiz on by, in her rearview mirror. She hoped it wasn’t Jeremiah, but it could have been.

      “Of all the nerve,” she said out loud. ‘‘I will not put up with being followed.” She was angry at the prospect. She pulled into a parking spot close to the door and parked her truck. She looked around and saw no evidence of the car before getting out and going inside. After using the store’s facilities, she made quick work of getting herself a fountain drink and a snack. After paying the cashier, Raven walked to the door, looked over the parking lot quickly, and saw no trace of the green car. She sighed out the deep breath she’d unconsciously been holding, pushed through the doors, and walked to her pickup. She got everything situated, backed out, drove to the on-ramp, and got back on the highway. She’d stayed alert of her surroundings and it’d been almost fifteen minutes before she spotted the car again. It was coming up in the left lane beside her, looking like it was going to pass. She slowed a bit to let it go around her. Instead, it reduced its speed, pulled over into her lane, and once again hung about six car lengths back.

      “Dammit to hell, Jeremiah Wilkerson! If that is you, you’ll wish you’d never went out with me. I’ll make you pay for doing this!” She hit the steering wheel as she shouted the words to the interior of the truck. Raven tried to focus on the information she’d received in the mail the day before, and what it might mean, but she couldn’t concentrate on it because of the car following her, and yes, she thoroughly believed someone was following her.

      Just after eleven that morning, with her nerves on edge, Raven pulled off the main road, after leaving the highway, and found her way to her parent’s street. In the rearview mirror, she’d watched the green car continue on. She was just beginning to calm after the nervousness she’d been feeling since first spying the vehicle.

      “What are the odds,” she asked herself out loud, “that that was all just a coincidence? I’ll just have to stay on my toes.”
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      In a few short minutes, Raven pulled onto the cracked, uneven driveway that lay alongside her childhood home. The modest two bedroom, two bath frame house held a lot of memories, but she had an uneasy feeling that those memories were going to be shattered by some deep long held secrets. With the information she’d received in the mail, she didn’t see how it could turn out any other way. She parked her pickup behind her mom’s little car that was under the shelter of the carport. Her dad’s old rusty pickup was parked at the curb in front of the house. Good, she thought to herself, they’re both home.

      Raven got out of her pickup and retrieved her purse off the passenger seat. After locking up, she headed for the side door that led out to the drive where her mother parked. She knocked twice before turning the knob and walking into a short hall that had a pantry on one side and a broom closet across from it. Raven kept walking and in a few steps emerged into the dated kitchen where her mother stood at the stove. She sat her purse down on the counter next to her and called, “Mom!”

      Edna Stone turned a startled look at the sound of her voice. She dropped the spoon she was holding onto the top of the appliance, and whirled around before hurrying across the room.

      “Raven,” she exclaimed. “It’s so good to see you, baby girl.” The older woman threw her arms around her, hugging her tightly and kissing her cheek.

      “It’s good to see you too, Mom,” she answered, with a suffocating feeling pressing down on her. “Did you not hear me knock?”

      “I thought it was your dad. He’s always banging around,” she admitted. “Willis! Come in here! Raven’s home,” her mother called to her father, in the other room. A short, stocky white-haired man made his way into the kitchen as quickly as possible.

      “My Raven? My baby girl is here?”

      “Hi, Dad,” she greeted him, smiling.

      “Move over, Edna. Let me give my girl a hug,” he said, pushing gently at his wife of forty-seven years. “It’s so good to see you, honey.”

      “It’s good to see you too, Dad.”

      “Are you staying a while?” he asked. “I don’t see a bag.” He looked the area over.

      “Let’s just say I came prepared. It’s in my truck.”

      “That sounds great, doesn’t it, Mother?”

      “It sure does, and you’re just in time for lunch, honey. I must have sensed you were coming. We’re having fried chicken, corn on the cob, and mashed potatoes.”

      “That sounds great, Mom. I can see you’ve been cooking as always. What have you been up to, Dad?” she asked.

      “Oh you know, this and that. Your mother says I mostly piddle. But I did just start going to breakfast on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday mornings down at Millie’s Cafe with a bunch of the men I play poker with. We sit, drink coffee, and solve the problems of the world.”

      “That’s good to hear. The world should be in good hands,” she said, chuckling.

      “You usually don’t come unannounced, hon. Is there something going on?”

      “I do want to talk to you and Mom about something, but it’ll keep until after we eat.” I don’t want to spoil our meal, she thought to herself.

      “Okay, well, it’s almost ready,” her mother, said. “Would you fill the tea glasses, Raven?”

      “Sure.” Raven set about filling the tea glasses with ice and tea, and put another place setting on the table for herself. She watched her dad go ahead and take a seat at the table, waiting for the food to be placed before him like the king of the castle. Come to think of it, she thought to herself, Mom has always treated him like a king, waiting on him hand and foot. Maybe because he made the living and she stayed home, he expected that kind of treatment.

      “Is something wrong, honey?” her mother asked. “You seem preoccupied.” Edna Stone placed the last of the food on the table.

      “I have some things on my mind, but we’ll get to it later.”

      “Well, sit down then and get started.”

      “Are you going to sit down, Mom?”

      “I will in a minute. I have to get your father’s medication he takes with his lunch.”

      Dad can’t get it himself? Raven thought. I don’t see any casts on his arms or legs. Has she always done this and I just never noticed? Raven stood watching her mother and didn’t sit down until she’d watched her fuss over her dad before taking the chair next to him.

      “Sit, honey,” her mother told her, “before everything gets cold.”

      She took a seat and watched her dad serve himself before anyone else was served. Suddenly she felt so disconnected from her parents. Maybe she’d been gone too long to just drop in unannounced.

      “Mom, please eat. You cooked a nice meal and you need to enjoy it. Quit fussing over Dad. He’s a grown man.”

      “I’ve fussed over your father for forty-seven years. Why would I stop now? If not for him, we…” Edna stopped abruptly with a stricken look on her face, and wouldn’t say anymore.

      She watched her dad look at his wife as if she’d just grown horns. “Edna! Watch what you’re saying!”

      “I...I’m sorry.” Her mother meekly bowed her head, looking like a chastised child.

      Raven watched the actions unfold between her parents, with a deep frown creasing her forehead. “What is she not supposed to say, Dad? Is there some big secret I should know?”

      “No,” he said abruptly. “She’s just talking out of turn. You both eat,” he demanded.

      “I’ve lost my appetite,” Raven said, looking at them both. “And I think I know the secret. I love you both for raising me, but you didn’t give me life. And I was so sheltered I never realized it. Am I right?”

      Her father rose from his chair, banged his fist on the table, and the dishes rattled at the action. “Raven Olivia Stone, I will not have that kind of talk in my house,” he roared angrily, turning red in the face.

      She watched him, unaffected by his actions, but saw that her mother’s face was sheathed in fear. His house, his rules, she thought. Yet whatever happened here was done his way.

      “Can we talk about this rationally or should I just leave?” she asked.

      “Please don’t leave, Raven. Willis don’t let her leave.” Edna Stone grabbed her husband’s wrist. “Please, Willis, I beg you. Please.” Tears began to roll down her pale, wrinkled face.

      “See what you’ve done? You’ve upset your mother! You can’t come in here and make unwarranted accusations like that. It’s utter nonsense!”

      “Really, Dad? You can stand there and tell me my accusation is unwarranted and nonsense? I’ve always had this weird feeling that I didn’t really belong here. I don’t look like either of you. I don’t look like any of my aunts or uncles or cousins. There is no one else in the family that looks like me.”

      “Raven, please,” her mother begged. “Don’t do this.”

      “I’m sorry. I have to. I have to know the truth.”

      “The truth is, you’re our daughter and that’s the end of it,” her father raged.

      “The truth is, you’ve always told me I was Irish, English, Scottish, and German. And that’s not true.” She watched her father break out in a sweat and her mother cried harder.

      “If you’re not those nationalities, what in the hell are you, then?” her father yelled, madder than she’d ever seen him, as he shrugged his wife’s hand off his wrist and leaned on the table on his balled up fists.

      “I’m French-Canadian,” she stated, calmly. “I also have Native Indian blood. And I have the DNA results to prove it.”

      Her mother’s age spotted hands flew to her mouth in shock. “Oh my goodness, Willis, she knows!”

      “Shut up, Edna. She doesn’t know a damn thing. She’s talking out of her head. She must be sick.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with me,” Raven said, taking a deep breath. “I think it’s time you answered my questions.”

      “The answer is, you’re our daughter, and that DNA test is crap!”

      “I want the truth. Am I adopted? Was I kidnapped? Was my birth certificate faked since you are listed as my parents?”

      “This is all bullshit.”

      “Tell me, Dad. Just tell me the truth.”

      “I’ve told you the truth.”

      “Willis, please calm down. Sit, please,” his wife pleaded.

      Raven watched her dad take a deep breath as he looked at her mom. He looked back at her and fell into his chair.

      “Willis, we have to tell her. She’s twenty-four years old. She’s a grown woman.”

      “I told you to shut up,” he ground out, looking at his wife.

      “No,” she said, defying him for the first time in her life. “She has a right to know.”

      “I made a deci...a promise,” he spit out. “I’ll not be a part of this.” He pushed his chair back with his hands on the edge of the kitchen table. The chair legs scraped across the old linoleum floor. He stood up and started out of the room.

      “Where are you going?” Edna demanded, starting to get some backbone.

      “To get something to eat,” he barked. “I don’t know when I’ll be back.” He stomped angrily from the room. Both women listened as Willis Stone made his way through his home and out the front door. The screen door slammed shut. His pickup fired up and quickly moved away from the house. Raven and her mother stared at one another, the silence deafening.
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      “Mom.”

      “Raven, I’m so sorry. We did you such an injustice. But we wanted a baby so much.” Tears fell from her faded blue eyes.

      “Talk to me. Tell me the entire story. I need to know.”

      “Please forgive us. We love you. You’re our daughter,” her mother babbled through her tears. “You’ll always be our baby girl.”

      “Mom, tell me. Start at the beginning.” Raven held hard to her patience.

      Edna looked at Raven after hearing her words.

      “Please,” Raven said, softly.

      “This is so hard. I’m too old for these secrets. I’ve kept secrets for twenty-five years. You deserve to know. You deserve to know who you are.”

      “Tell me,” Raven ground out in frustration, on the edge of tears herself.

      Edna faced her with a tear-stained face. “You are adopted. We did adopt you.”

      “But?”

      “I don’t feel a lot of it was right,” the older woman confessed. “Not in the legal sense, anyway.”

      “Why do you say that?” Raven asked, warily.

      “Oh, honey, it’s so complicated.”

      “Please. Tell. Me,” she said, losing patience.

      “Shirley and Eugene had—”

      “Aunt Shirley and Uncle Eugene?”

      Her mother looked at her with remorse in her eyes.

      “They aren’t really a distant aunt and uncle, are they,” she accused.

      “No, Raven.” Her mother shook her head.

      “That’s why they didn’t show up on the genealogy. Then wh…who are they?”

      “Eugene and Willis were fraternity brothers in college.”

      “Okay.” Raven frowned
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