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For all my fellow Pahokeeans…

 

May your memories of our small town from long ago be as fond as mine are.
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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

When I penned my memoir, Ghost Girl, I did so to bring comfort and hope to the grieving to let them know that the death of someone they loved deeply isn’t a permanent goodbye. I never expected the book to get the overwhelming attention and acceptance that it did, especially considering what the premise of the book is about. I know all too well that the world is full of skeptics and naysayers, some who refuse to believe that spirits walk among us, and those who straddle the fence because they can’t decide whether to believe or not. I’ve faced my fair share of them all. Still, it’s wonderful to know that sharing my experiences dealing with the afterlife captured the interests and beliefs of so many readers, many who were suffering losses of their own and appreciated the encouraging words that I offered them when they needed to hear them the most.

Since the publication of my book, I have been inundated with correspondence from readers requesting that I indulge them with more stories that involve the use of my unique skills that grants me the ability to communicate with the dead.

I have often been told that my encounters have been an inspiration to those dealing with the overbearing pain of losing a loved one, and that my insights brought them hope that they couldn’t find anywhere else. The mere thought that the spirits of their loved ones were watching over them softened their grief and made the losses more bearable. 

I gave considerable thought about whether I wanted to share more anecdotes. Initially, I wasn’t going to. Not because they weren’t interesting and important, but because my medical practice keeps me busy and fills my days. I wasn’t willing to sacrifice my evenings and weekends on a computer compiling another manuscript and using precious time that could be spent with my family and friends.

“Think about what you did for me,” my son, Brian reminded me. “How many other kids are out there in a situation like mine with no one in their corner to fight for them? I don’t even like thinking about what would’ve happened to me if you and dad hadn’t come along when you did.”

David and Christi offered their support as well, along with my other two children. Having a trustworthy rooting section on my side of the court presented me with a distinctive perspective.

I decided to move forward – with one exception. I wouldn’t share any more stories that involved my dear and beloved friend, Jerome Simms. Those are memories that I prefer to keep safely tucked away in my heart.

If you have read either of my books, then you already know that I inadvertently came to possess my skills at the tender age of fourteen after suffering a head injury while playing softball with friends. Prior to the accident, I was an average teenager with no special talents. I also didn’t believe in ghosts. Since the accident, and having seen the things I’ve seen, I can assure you that ghosts do exist, they freely roam the earth, and sometimes they seek me out because they need assistance resolving an issue that’s preventing them from being able to move on and cross over to the spiritual realm. 

Throughout my life, I’ve been involved in numerous legal incidents and assisted Chief Simms with several of his cases. At fifteen, I helped him solve the disappearance and murder of a fellow student who attended the same high school as me. Stacy Amberville was reported missing following the Homecoming game. After she made her presence known to me while I was in Chemistry class, I knew that she was no longer missing. She was dead. Through the investigatory process, it was determined that she was murdered by her then boyfriend, Blake Chutney, and two of his friends. With the assistance of Stacy’s spirit, I led Chief Simms directly to the location of her body, where her murderers had dumped her like yesterday’s garbage. Her parents were devastated by the death of their only child, yet relieved to have had closure in the case instead of forever wondering where she was and what had happened to her.

Unfortunately, my assistance in the case also put a target on my back, drawn there by Blake Chutney, who was determined to shut me up permanently to prevent me from telling the authorities everything that I knew about him and what he’d done to Stacy. He and one of his buddies kidnapped me and held me hostage in an old, abandoned sugar cane guard shack, where I was beaten into unconsciousness. Had Chief Simms not found me when he did, Blake would have killed me. The ordeal landed me in the hospital for several days with bruised ribs, a black eye, and a busted lip that required stitches.

In addition to the Amberville case, I delivered the unfortunate news that the fire at Club Xanadu that took the lives of a hundred innocent people two years before, including the Chief’s baby sister, was arson and not an accident as was initially reported. Sasha’s spirit inhabited my body and showed me the events of that tragic night, including the identity of the arsonist. Sorry to say, the guilty party turned out to be a police officer under Chief Simms’ supervision, although he wasn’t an officer at the time that he committed the crime. Upon discovery of his involvement, he was stripped of his credentials, arrested for setting a fire that resulted in multiple deaths, and found guilty by a jury of his peers that sent him to prison for the rest of his natural life.

With the help of my husband, David, we exposed a child abduction and murder ring deep in the Florida Everglades and brought closure to scores of grieving parents who’d waited years to receive news about the disappearances of their children. The remains of fifty youngsters were uncovered on the Tibbetts’ farm, some who’d been there for twenty years. Out of the five who were being held captive and used as farm slaves, Brian was the only one who went unclaimed. Not willing to allow him to be taken in as a ward of the state after the hell he’d already been through, we took him in as a foster child. Several months later, we adopted him. He is now our son.

In the hundreds of cases that I worked on with Chief Simms, some of them involved the spirits of the dead. Others did not, but my skills proved to be helpful whenever they were needed.

After a rocky start, I eventually developed a close relationship with Christi Newsome, the newly elected Chief of Police. Like many others, she was a skeptic about my abilities as well. It took hours of storytelling and sharing my experiences to convince her that spirits truly are in our midst. I’m not sure if she fully believes in the prospect that spirits are real, but she fully trusts in me, and that’s what’s most important. She depends on my assistance as much as I depend on hers. Together, we make one heck of a team.

We’ve only worked a few cases together, but each one has stuck with me and all of them for distinct reasons. I will forever be amazed at how truly cruel, manipulative, and evil some people are, and the lengths they will go to feed their narcissistic egos and criminalistic impulses.

As you will see in this story, it isn’t always restless spirits who haunt the existing. Sometimes, the living is haunted by the living, by a person or persons who embody and personify evil de facto. They use their power on those who are vulnerable and defenseless, ones who are unable to stand up or speak for themselves. Abusers feed on the fear and negativity that their victims suffer. They revel in the destruction they cause, elated by the pleasure and glorification that it brings them.

The case of fourteen-year-old Sage Barclay tells a devastating story, one that proves that not only do the spirits of the departed roam the earth, but fiends disguised as human beings do as well.

And sometimes, they’re so cleverly masked that the wolf beneath the sheep’s clothing isn’t exposed until it’s too late.

Beings such as this have bleak and malicious minds with one objective, and they’ll take extreme measures to satiate their evil desires.

That singular goal is the ruination of innocent lives.

 


CHAPTER TWO

 

It was a Saturday afternoon in mid-November when I met Sage Barclay.

The day had been long and tiresome. Joshua and Jennifer were home from college for the Thanksgiving holiday and our family had spent the entire day in West Palm Beach shopping.

We’d just begun unloading the car when my cell phone rang.

“This is Dr. Blanchard,” I said, shouldering my phone while I grabbed a handful of grocery bags from the trunk.

“DeeDee, I need you.” It was Christi Newsome, the police chief, and my close friend. “I’m sorry to bother you on the weekend while you’re enjoying your family time, but can you possibly spare a half hour or so to come to the station?”

“What for?”

“I arrested a young girl earlier for shoplifting.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Nothing as far as the arrest goes. It’s her demeanor that’s bothering me.”

“How so?”

“I think there’s something else going on with this kid, something she’s not telling me. I was hoping you could come and talk to her and see if you can get anything out of her.”

“You think she’s being abused?”

“Mom, where do you want me to put this?” Jennifer asked, holding a paper shopping bag from the local farmer’s market.

“Kitchen counter for now. I’ll put it away later. Sorry, Christi. Go on.”

“Hard to say. Her appearance doesn’t suggest it. She looks healthy and well taken care of. She certainly isn’t a street urchin looking for handouts.”

“Looks can be deceiving, Christi. Verbal and mental abuse don’t leave visible marks, but they’re just as damaging as physical violence.”

“All I can tell you is that this girl doesn’t strike me as the kind of kid who’d get arrested for stealing. I could be wrong, DeeDee, but I think she broke the law on purpose intending to get caught. It’s hard to explain. You’ll need to see for yourself.”

“How old is she?”

“No idea. She’s not speaking.”

“Is she from Pahokee?”

“Again, no idea. I imagine she is. If not, I’d like to know where she came from and how she got here. She’s too young to have driven herself to the store.”

“How long has it been since you arrested her?”

“About two hours ago.”

“And you’re just now calling me?”

“I didn’t want to bother you at all. I wanted to keep her here as long as I could to see if I could get her to talk. I’ve tried everything I know to do but nothing is working. State protocol requires me to deliver her to juvenile detention, but I wanted to hold off on doing that until I spoke with you.”

“Where are her parents?”

“Good question. If she’d tell me her name, I could at least check to see if they’re Pahokee residents. She hasn’t said one word the whole time she’s been here.”

“No one’s called the station to inquire about her or report her missing?”

“No. But that doesn’t necessarily raise any red flags. Maybe she told them she was going over to a friend’s house and that’s where they believe she is.”

I let out a deep sigh. I’d promised to make lasagna for dinner, but that wasn’t looking too promising now. Hopefully, my trip to the police station wouldn’t take long and I could hurry back and keep my promise and not disappoint my family.

“I hate asking you to do this, DeeDee. You know I wouldn’t be asking if I didn’t think it was important.”

“I know you wouldn’t, Christi. It’s okay. Give me fifteen minutes to finish unloading and putting things away, then I’ll be there.”

“Thanks, DeeDee.”

“What’s going on?” David asked, grabbing the last of the bags and slamming the trunk closed.

“Christi needs me at the station. She arrested a young girl for shoplifting but thinks there’s something more serious going on with her. She wants me to see if I can get her to talk since she can’t.”

“Is she a local girl?”

“Christi doesn’t know anything about her or her family. She’s not talking.”

“You go and do what you need to do to help that kid,” David said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “The boys and I will put the groceries away, then I’ll start dinner and see how badly I can burn the lasagna noodles before you get back.”

“Kids?” I called out when I entered the house. Joshua and Brian were already in the kitchen unloading the bags. “I have to run out for a while. I shouldn’t be gone too long.”

“Where are you going, mom?” Jennifer asked, following me from the living room into the kitchen.

“To the police station to see if I can help Christi with a situation.”

“Can I come along?” she asked after I explained why I needed to go. “Studying her behavior could be beneficial to my education.”

“I don’t see any reason why not, as long as you understand that you’re only there to observe.”

“I understand.”

“Me and this guy will help dad with dinner, won’t we, squirt?” Joshua said, gently elbowing Brian.

“I have a better idea,” David told him. “Why don’t you and Brian go out back and play catch. Too many cooks in the kitchen spoil the broth.”

“I think he’s trying to tell us he doesn’t want our help,” Brian smiled, looking up at Joshua.

“Good call there, sport,” David replied.

“Go grab the mitts, little bro,” Joshua told Brian.

“It’s almost four-thirty now,” I said, glancing at my watch. “This shouldn’t take more than an hour.”

“Do what you need to do to help that girl, DeeDee, and do it without feeling rushed.”

“Thanks, David,” I said, kissing him goodbye. “I’ll be back as quickly as I can.”

 


CHAPTER THREE

 

I arrived at the police station at four-thirty-five. Like every other time that I’d pulled into the parking lot, I was reminded of Chief Simms and the many hours I’d spent inside the building, either in his office or the radio room, discussing cases and socializing with the dispatchers. There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think about him. I miss him terribly and would give almost anything for the opportunity to have one more friendly chat with him so I could tell him how sorry I am that I didn’t take him up on his last offer to drop by for a visit. I have been filled with deep regret and guilt ever since. A part of me knows that he would’ve never held my actions against me; however, the region of my mind that won’t let me forget what I failed to do, haunts me every day.

The chief’s police badge that his wife, Louise, presented to me on the day of his funeral is proudly displayed inside a curio cabinet in my home. On occasion, I remove it to restore its golden shine, marvel at it for several minutes, and then immediately return it to its protective case and place it safely back on the shelf.

On that Saturday afternoon, there were only four other cars in the lot. I presumed they either belonged to weekend employees or anglers who’d parked there and walked up the levee to get to the fishing pier because lakeside parking was limited.

“Not much has changed around here since the last time I visited,” Jennifer said. “Not even the color of paint on the fire and police department buildings. You’d think after years of being painted tan, they’d liven up the place with a nice shade of blue or green and have an artist paint a tropical-themed mural on the sides like beachfront properties do. Maybe even blast some island music from outside speakers for people to enjoy when they pass by,” she smiled, doing a hula dance in her seat. “Seriously though, mom, small cities like Pahokee die and shrivel away when those in charge don’t fight to make improvements that’ll encourage businesses to set up shop here and bring in revenue. If they don’t start making some much needed improvements around here, the residents will pack up and move to the coast.”

“From your lips to God’s ears, Jen. That’s politics for you,” I replied. “There’s not much room for progression when the mayor is a money-grubbing snake who’s more interested in lining his own pockets than he is in improving the city that he’s responsible for.”

“If the residents are so dissatisfied with him, why did they reelect him?”

“He ran unopposed in the last election. Half the town council is as corrupt as he is, and the good and honest ones always get overruled whenever they make suggestions that would benefit every citizen. The last town council meeting I attended turned into an accusatory, finger-pointing shouting match that pitted members against one another. All of them blamed each other for the city’s failure to grow. No official business was conducted that night. I was so ashamed of the spectacle that I got up and left. I haven’t been back to another one since.”

“Sounds to me like it’s time to clean house. There must be a hand full of people around here who are popular enough to give him and the council a run for their money.”

“If there is, they’re either too scared to run against him, or refuse to because of a lack of experience or fear of losing.”

“You should run for office, mom,” Jennifer suggested. “You’d be an excellent mayor. You’ve lived here your whole life, you know the people here and what they want, and you’re more knowledgeable about Pahokee than anyone else I know. It’s going to take someone like you to help it get its reputation and respect back.”

“I appreciate the vote of confidence, but no thanks. I prefer running my practice without unnecessary interruptions. There’d be plenty of those if I were the mayor. I’d get called away from my office every time a town issue arose that needed to be dealt with, which would inevitably interfere with my ability to successfully treat my patients. Besides, there’s nothing I hate worse than politics.”

Jennifer’s plans when she began college were to return to Pahokee and teach at the elementary school. After expressing her concern about Pahokee’s failure to grow and nurture, stifled because of crooked politicians who turned down any business proposition that’d generate jobs and revenue for the city, I wondered if she’d change her mind after graduating from college and seek employment in West Palm Beach instead. I wouldn’t blame her if she did. She’d still be close enough to home that David and I could visit her regularly, and vice versa. She had less than a year of school left, so I’d learn of her decision soon enough.

The bell over the door chimed when Jennifer and I stepped inside. Christi was visible through the glass of the radio room. She wore a troubled expression while she spoke to someone on the phone. First, she nodded, then shook her head, scowled, then smiled. When she looked up and saw me and Jennifer standing in the lobby, she held up a finger signaling that she’d be done shortly.

“Is everything okay?” I asked when she exited the control center. “You were rather animated while you were on the phone.” 

She waved me off with a laugh. “I was talking to one of my officers about what to bring me for dinner. I couldn’t decide what I wanted. After going through a list of options, we both decided on Biff Burger. I love the sauce they put on their hamburgers.”

“In Belle Glade, right?” Jennifer asked.

“Yes,” Christi answered.

“There used to be one here when I was little. I remember loving their tater tots. They were so crunchy.”

“Christi, this is my daughter, Jennifer. Jennifer, this is Christi Newsome, the Chief of Police.”

Brian was the only one of our children that Christi had met. The last time they were home, she’d been away on vacation in the Bahamas.

“You didn’t have to tell me who she was for me to figure it out,” Christi replied with a smile, extending a hand. “She looks just like you. It’s good to finally meet you. Your mom has told me quite a bit about you and Joshua.”

“She speaks very highly of you as well,” Jennifer said, shaking her hand. “Nice to meet you, too.”

“Jennifer asked if she could come along to observe. I hope that’s not a problem.”

“Not at all. I thought you were studying to be a schoolteacher.”

“I am. Child behavior is part of my studies. I told mom that I thought this might be beneficial in showing and teaching me how child interaction works. Books can only teach me so much.”

“Then this might not be a great starting place for you. To learn how to interact, both parties must be willing to communicate. She isn’t.”

“Is there anything else you can tell me about this young lady that you didn’t tell me over the phone?”

“Nothing has changed in the past ten minutes.”

“We still don’t know her name or the whereabouts of her parents?”

“No.”

“What did she steal and where did she steal it from?”

“She tried to steal a can of hairspray from Bolton’s,” Christi frowned. “She didn’t get away with it.”

Bolton’s was the corner drug store that Donna and I frequented often in our teens. It was the same pharmacy where we enjoyed malts at the fountain after the Homecoming parade on the day that we overheard Blake and his friends plotting their night of malice against Stacy that resulted in her death. The same corner drug store where Christi and I had our first cup of coffee together while I was involved in the Tibbetts case.

“Then why was she arrested?”

“Attempted theft is still considered to be shoplifting, DeeDee. Even if the perpetrator didn’t succeed. The law is the law no matter the age of the offender or the seriousness of the crime.”

“I understand the law, Christi. What I’m having a tough time with is that Mr. Bolton pressed charges against her. That’s unlike him. He’s always gone out of his way to help the youth of Pahokee.”

“I can’t speak on his behalf since I don’t know him like you do, but the fact that he ordered his clerk to call the police and press charges for a one dollar can of hairspray makes me wonder if she’s done this before.”

“That might be a question worth finding an answer to.”

“Want to hear something weird?” Christi asked in a near whisper. “Most people would’ve taken off running once they knew someone had called the cops on them. Not this kid. She was sitting on the floor at the front counter waiting for me to get there.”

“Was anyone standing guard over her to make sure she didn’t leave?”

“The clerk was behind the counter at the cash register. This kid could’ve easily jumped up, exited the store, and hurried away before the clerk could even get to the door. But she didn’t.”

“She wanted you to arrest her,” Jennifer stated, then quickly apologized for interfering.

“You don’t have to apologize,” Christi told her. “We’re on the same thought track. That’s exactly what I believe she wanted.”

“I can think of a million reasons why a juvenile girl might choose to do that and none of them are for good reasons. Are there any marks on her that would indicate physical abuse?”

“Not on the parts of her body that are visible. It’s like you’ve told me before, DeeDee, not all scars left from abuse can be seen with the human eye.”

“I’m puzzled that she was waiting for you to arrive at Bolton’s, voluntarily went with you without resistance, yet hasn’t spoken a word to justify her actions.”

“As am I.”

I blew out an exasperated breath, concerned that I wasn’t going to make it home in time to cook the lasagna that I’d promised. 

“Take me to her and let me see if I can get her to talk.”

 


CHAPTER FOUR

 

I’m ashamed to admit that my pre-conceived mental semblance of the young girl in the holding cell was inaccurate. I’d created an image of a tough-girl, gothlike, defiant, and deviant individual who could best be described as a juvenile delinquent. She had, after all, tried to steal from Mr. Bolton’s store.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

The young girl was lying on her side facing the wall, bare legs drawn up to her chest. Her long, wavy auburn hair cascaded across the blue and white striped, jail-issued pillow. She was thin, petite, and probably didn’t weigh a hundred pounds soaking wet.

She flinched when I spoke but didn’t turn around. “My name is Dr. DeeDee Blanchard,” I said softly. “Chief Newsome asked me here to talk to you. Would you like a blanket?”

She was wearing shorts and a sleeveless shirt. Appropriate attire for Florida weather, but the air conditioning made it extremely cold inside the jail area.

She remained with her back facing me, refusing to acknowledge my presence.

“Can you at least tell me your name, or if you’re from Pahokee? I’m sure your parents are concerned about where you are.”

“Hmph,” she grunted.

“Chief Newsome told me that you tried to steal a can of hairspray from Bolton’s Drug Store. If that’s true, I’d like to know why you did it. You certainly didn’t need it. You have beautiful hair.” When she didn’t respond, I continued. “You should know that the reason Chief Newsome asked me to visit you was to see if I could help you. I can’t do that if you won’t talk to me.”

She remained still and silent.

“My specialty is helping troubled young girls like you.”

Whatever was burdening this young girl had nothing to do with a lingering or retaliatory spirit. Other than me and her, the cell was empty. That wasn’t to say that I completely dismissed the idea that a haunting might be the root cause of her problem, there just wasn’t any evidence to prove it at that moment.

After ten minutes of stone silence, I exited the cell. “I’m getting nowhere,” I told Christi. “She’s refusing to speak. There’s nothing I can do for her if she doesn’t talk.”

“Did you see any,” Christi started, then stopped. “You know.”

“No.”

“Is it okay if I try?” Jennifer asked, pulling me and Christi aside and away from the cell.

“Do you think you can get her to talk?” Christi asked.

“Maybe. I’m younger and not an authority figure, so she shouldn’t see me as a threat. Why don’t you and mom stay out of sight and listen while I go in and see if I can make any progress?”

Christi looked at me and shrugged. “Can’t hurt. Do you have any objections?”

“Not at all.”

Shortly after Jennifer entered the cell, Christi and I heard the squeaking of the bed springs. We glanced at each other, wondering if the young girl had rolled over or if Jennifer had sat down on the side of the bed.

“Hi. My name is Jennifer. What’s yours?”

The girl didn’t answer.

“You don’t need to be afraid of me. I’m not a police officer or a doctor. I asked if I could come in here so I could make sure you’re okay. Also, to find out if you’d be more comfortable speaking to me.”

“Go away,” the girl mumbled into her pillow.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t do that. Three people who want to help you are here at this station and we’re not going anywhere. Chief Newsome, my mom, and me, are all on your side, but you need to talk to one of us so we can figure out the best way we can help you.”

“Are you deaf? I said go away.”

There was a slight pause before Jennifer continued trying to break the ice.

“You know that woman who just came in here? Dr. Blanchard? That’s my mom. I can tell you with unfettered certainty that she’s very special. When she was about your age, she had an accident that hurt her head and left her with extraordinary superpowers. She used to assist the old Chief with his cases. She’s helped a lot of kids over the years, kids that didn’t think they could be helped. Some of them didn’t want her help. They had a pre-conceived notion that she wouldn’t listen to their problems since no other adult had. She proved them wrong every single time. Why don’t you give her a chance?”

Several seconds passed before the bed springs moaned and groaned against the weight of movement. 

“I think she just rolled over,” I whispered to Christi.

“What kind of an accident?”

“She collided head-on with one of her friends while they were playing softball.”

“You mean they smacked into each other.”

“Yes. The accident knocked my mom unconscious and put her in the hospital. The other guy ended up with a bunch of stitches in his chin.”

“Your mom must have a pretty hard head.”

“She has no idea,” Christi smiled, giving me a playful nudge.

“Or the other kid had a sharp chin like a witch,” Jennifer replied.

“Either way, it was clumsy of them, wouldn’t you say? I mean, they couldn’t see each other well enough to stop the collision before nearly killing each other?”

“I wasn’t there obviously, but mom said it happened so fast that neither one of them had enough time to react until it was too late.”

“What happened to her that makes her so special? Is she a superhero or something? Does she wear a cape and fly? Can she see through walls?”

Jennifer laughed. “She has extraordinary talents, but none that allow her to fly. I wouldn’t call her vision x-ray, but she does have the capability to see things that other people can’t.”

“Oh, yeah? Like what?”

“Once you talk to her and get to know her a little bit better, I’m sure she’ll be happy to share her story with you and answer any questions you may have.”

“Does she live in Pahokee?”

“Yes. She was born here and grew up here. After graduating from college, she came back to her hometown and opened her business here to serve the people of the community.”

“I heard her say her name, but I forgot because I wasn’t really listening.”

“You can call her Dr. DeeDee. All her patients do.”

“I’m not her patient.”

“You can still call her Dr. DeeDee.”

“You said your name is Jennifer?”

“That’s right. What’s yours?”

“Sage.”

“Do you have a last name?”

A girlish giggle followed by, “Doesn’t everybody? It’s Barclay.”

“How old are you, Sage?”

“Fourteen. Do you live here, too?”

“Not at the moment. I attend college in Gainesville. I’ll be done in about a year then I’m thinking about coming back here and teaching.”

“Why are you here now?”

“Home for the Thanksgiving holiday.”

“Oh,” she groaned. “I forgot all about it.”

“Doesn’t your family celebrate?”

“We used to. I don’t know if we will this year since so much has changed.”

“What kinds of changes?”

“I don’t feel like talking about it.”

“That’s fine. I wouldn’t want you to talk about anything that makes you uncomfortable.”

“It doesn’t make me uncomfortable. It makes me mad.”

“I understand. Are you in high school?”

“Yes. I’m a sophomore.”

Her answer tugged at my heart as I recalled my sophomore year of school. The summer before I started tenth grade was when I had the accident that Jennifer had referred to, the one that resulted in my uncanny and misunderstood abilities. It was also the same year that Stacy Amberville was murdered by her boyfriend, and the same year that I met Chief Jerome Simms.

“Pahokee High School is my old alma mater,” Jennifer told her.

“Really?” the girl asked.

“Really. Is Mr. Dinkin still teaching?”

“Dorky Dinkin,” Sage laughed. “That’s what all the kids call him. Yes, he’s still there.”

“I’m shocked. He must be at least a hundred years old by now. Before me, he taught my mom. Between us, I think she used to cut up in his class just to get on his nerves. I’ve heard stories about what a class clown she used to be.”

I glanced at Christi and smiled. “Only a little bit.”

More laughter between Jennifer and Sage.

“I don’t think he’s that old, but probably close to it. He’s so boring that he puts me to sleep.”

“Some things never change,” Jennifer told her. “Are you from Pahokee?”






































cover.jpeg
A Killing of

SRarro ws

DeeDee Olsen Blanchard Novel

G

LENDA NORWOOD PETZ









images/image.png





