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  Literary Praise for A Convergence of Crows


Johanna Kincaid Mystery Series: Book One


A band of strong, capable women determined to take down a child sex trafficking ring with the aid of First Nations and other mystical wisdom is a powerful combination in this important story. Lowrie’s sweeping natural imagery gives space for readers to process difficult subject matter. While sex trafficking is an oft-explored topic, a seldom celebrated, fierce female presence lights up this book—an antidote to its brutal truths. The infusion of spirituality and its intersection with the natural world provides an impactful additional layer of meaning. Lowrie’s characters are vibrant and easy for readers to connect to, despite populating an uncommon, strikingly realized setting. Their backgrounds are fully examined and nicely inform the events unfolding in the present. ~ 
Booklife Prize Critic’s Review

This debut novel interlaces a murder mystery, injustices to indigenous people, violence against women, and misuses of power--all suffused with a mystical overlay of spirituality and nature.  Johanna Kincaid, retired psychologist and budding Shaman, uses her several skills and friendships to unpack crime, while challenging readers to confront a range of contemporary social issues. Marked by lucid prose and fast paced action, this novel is the first of a series.  Look forward to journeying with Johanna along future mysterious ways. – Louise A. DeSantis Deutsch, Professor Emerita, Dept of Language & Literature, Cape Cod Community College  W. Barnstable, MA

What sets A Convergence of Crows apart is its fusion of psychological intensity with a mystical twist. The narrative keeps readers on the edge of their seats, unraveling a complex tapestry of secrets and revelations. Fans of the Joe Leaphorn Series by Tony Hillerman are sure to find a kindred experience in the intricate twists and turns of Johanna Kincaid’s mysteries. This mystery series is a must-read for aficionados of psychological thrillers seeking a narrative that skillfully blends the visceral with the mystical. – Emilee Jackson Reviews, Instagram

I enjoyed the way Anneka Lowrie weaves together the story of Johanna Kincaid’s journey into shamanic training and her ability to help a victim of human trafficking. Lowrie explores the horrific underworld of high ranking, privileged desire, and the difficulty punishing crimes against indigenous people. Don’t miss this psychological thriller with a shamanic twist! – 5 Star Amazon Review, Barbara Stein







  
  Trigger Alert




Please be aware this story contains scenes that may be disturbing or cause emotional triggering. It is written with deepest respect for those who have suffered at the hands of perpetrators. 
Violence proliferates in silence. 
Break the silence.
The Red Ribbon Skirt Society on Facebook
Make a Donation Go Fund Me at
https://bit.ly/RedRibbonSkirt
“Dedicated to awareness and education about the epidemic of missing and murdered indigenous women, children and two-spirit people.”
A portion of the profit of the sales of this book will be donated to the Red Ribbon Skirt Society


The clothesline Project
http://www.theclotheslineproject.org
“58,000 soldiers died in the Vietnam war. During that same period of time, 51,000 women were killed mostly by men who supposedly loved them. In the summer of 1990, that statistic became the catalyst for a coalition of women’s groups on Cape Cod, Massachusetts to consciously develop a program that would educate, break the silence and bear witness to one issue - violence against women.”









  
  


 Constance 
 
 Remembering the day we used our voices 
to name the women and children
 murdered that year by domestic violence at the
Take Back the Night Rally
The Green
Hyannis, Massachusetts
 
Find the Missing and the Murdered 
Speak their Truth
Say their Names
Hold their Light
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  Prologue


She crouched on the ground beneath a stand of oak trees. She watched intently. She saw the woman move inside the dwelling down below. The gardens glowed in the golden red glimmer of a setting quarter moon. It was still dark enough to hunt. Hunting is what she did best. She never lost her prey. She could smell their scent in the footprints they left behind. 
Her golden eyes blinked as the light from the rising sun rose silently, on wings of cool, fresh air. Dawn cast a soft crystalline pink hue over the hillside, illuminating tree limbs with muted white edges. As the liquid moon faded into bright rims of light, the sky adorned itself in a pale blue robe the color of robin’s eggs. She was a patient and cautious hunter. Worthiness was everything.


Living on a mountain top isn’t easy, thought Johanna. She poured a cup of steaming coffee and sat down in a brocaded chair by the cabin window. Up here, GPS coordinates, not roads or names, determine location. N41^ 27.190 W 77^49.388 in the wilds, at Cross Fork. Solitude, peace, ruggedness, and hardship of off-grid living created a blend of freedom and determination. 
This, she remembered, as she sipped her coffee, was the reason she and Scott had built their solar farmhouse in this very place. From the ocean, an ancient land had swelled, buckled and gradually rose eighteen hundred feet into the sky. A hillside overlooking a valley and the mountain ridges of Elk Run, Pennsylvania, had become their home. Living on the summit of a mountain is a strange experience, she mused, for those whose sense of safety involves streets, buildings and the comfort of human activities.
The sharp call of morning birds, robins, crows, and doves pierced her thoughts. These sounds were her clock these days, the signal to roll out her yoga mat and greet the day with sun salutation, triangle, tree and warrior poses. Both she and the earth were in a mountain pose, together. She smiled and placed her coffee cup in the sink.
She stepped out onto the wooded deck by the kitchen, rolled out her mat, faced east and the rising sun. Her days began with a prayer and ended with the chanting of stars.
Before she worked in the garden and the kitchen, she dwelled in meditation. Turning inward, she thought, I am the union of peace and emptiness. I take refuge in the Buddha, the Dharma and the Sangha. This meant she dedicated her practice to becoming an awakened one, who followed a path of truth and had joined the community of meditators. Now her Sangha was elk, deer and eagles instead of other meditators. The surrounding earth, the gardens and the flowers sat in the same perpetual meditation. She entered their sentient space on fingers of light as the day emerged. Just be here, she thought. Just notice and loosen the mind.
For twenty-five years, her work as a clinical psychologist had required her to be absolutely present in the face of traumas and suffering, grief and loss, pain and triumphs. She guided her clients in journeys of healing and self-discovery. She had loved her work. She had given all of her focus to her work. She had nearly lost the love of her life because she failed to develop the balance she taught her clients.
Her work, now, was the gardens and the farm. Scott had woken, stirring about the cabin and getting ready for his day. For six years, he had been singularly devoted to shaping the hillside into a sustainable, resilient natural habitat. He had built the solar cabin, created a terraced slope of swales for the gardens. He had dug a pond and planted sea-berry and elderberry. He was happy. He was happy with her and their life together. It had not always been so.
Today she planned to plant potatoes and tomorrow, the sunflowers and the gladiola bulbs. She would bake cranberry muffins with almond flour. These days her hours were measured in projects, weeding, clouds and rain instead of fifty-minute increments and filing insurance claims. She knew Scott was happiest with his hands in soil, measuring and building. Now he built his own designs on his own land rather than those of others. He had found his peace and he was highly protective of it.
Scott was an early riser and out the door as the sun rose. He liked to walk the land. He liked to feel he was at work before anyone else. It helped him focus his mind on the tasks of the day. More often than not, he picked flowers from the garden, ripened fruit or gathered pine cones to leave on the kitchen table.
Johanna loved working in the garden. It was hard and physically demanding but she countered the forward bending and crouching with yoga poses throughout the day. Barefoot, she stood daily on thyme and purslane covered stepping-stones that wound pathways through the vegetable beds. Truly dwelling in a meditative balance between striving and allowing, between smelling the scent of roses and knocking beetles off the leaves of their food. 
When she and Scott first found this property she had called her friend, Angelique Boudreau, to help her listen to the land. To ask the land if it wanted to be used in the ways she and her husband wanted to shape it.
Angelique was an indigenous born woman whose gifts with land-speak were legendary among her people. Some would have called her a shaman, a term that would cause her to shake her head with an amused expression and roll her dark, sparkling eyes. She sat on two tribal councils and was actively involved in her community.
As they stood barefoot on the untouched hillside, Johanna had held a compass in her hand. Angelique had stood beside her listening to their plans of a creating a resilient, sustainable solar powered farm. “It likes off grid,” she murmured. “No electric poles or man made radiation.”
Angelique was standing on a flat rock. “Hmm,” she said. “Find 0 degrees east on your compass.”
Johanna held the device out in front of her and began to slowly turn. They had been facing the west and as she turned to the left, it began to wildly change its digital location from southwest to south. She moved as slowly as she could as the numbers counted down to zero degrees east. “There,” Johanna said.
“Don’t move,” said Angelique softly. She took a stone from her bag and placed in front of Johanna’s bare toes. “Now slowly turn until you find zero degrees north.”
Again Johanna turned to her left. The compass was very sensitive and she had to stand perfectly still as she turned her hand to find true north. She nodded her head gently. Angelique placed the last stone in front of Johanna’s toes.
Then came the laugh. Angelique’s notoriously hardy laughter spilled out across the hillside. It started as a giggle that sounded like raindrops on a rooftop then cascaded like a waterfall plunging down the side of a cliff. To say it was infectious was an understatement. It was unmatchable by any other human being.
“Look at the cross-hairs of your compass, Netuksq. You are standing in the center of a great medicine wheel. The Eastern door is the stone on your right; you must have a ceremony place and entrance on this side of your dwelling. Behind you is the South, the place where you must create your gardens. By your left foot is the West and you must place your bedroom on this side of the house. Before you is the North, the place of spirit. Things must come and go on this side of the house.”
“Aren’t we always standing in the middle of a medicine wheel, as far as compasses go,” Johanna had asked, thinking this was nothing special.
“Yes, our hearts, wherever we stand, are the center of a great medicine wheel. Wherever we are standing, is a place called Here. Within us is the place of healing. Look above you. Father Sky. Look below at your feet, Mother Earth. Feel the wind on your face. Your sisters. Smell the trees. Your brothers. We just need to know their direction if we are to ask for their blessings.”
She now stood in mountain pose, arms extended to the sky. Then, slowly raised her foot and locked it against her knee in tree pose. Beauty to your right, remembered Johanna in her ceremony that morning. Beauty to your left. Beauty before you. Beauty behind you. Above you. Below you. Within you. Yes, her Sangha was vast. It was time to work in the gardens.
She watched the woman reenter the dwelling. Her nightly ritual of stalking ended in a morning ceremony of light, colors, movement and the grace of dancing winds. Like any adept predator, she withdrew to the coolness of the forest.
She doesn’t know it yet, thought the creature, but that woman has some very sharp claws.






  
  True North Asks A Favor


May is a deceptive month. The winter ground may seem soft, but frost persists in the mountains until later in the month. Many of her plants were still in greenhouses on Scott’s raised beds. Starting the peas and lettuces in her greenhouse and transplanting their tender shoots by the end of May seemed safest. Johanna planted according to the Almanac, and there were eight types of vegetables in her garden. 
The hardiest vegetables had been planted in the ground last month; broccoli, cauliflower, cabbages, and radish. Other plantings waited under the cold frames for their debut in the garden. Tomatoes and sweet peppers grew in one long tray with cucumbers, squashes and melons on another.
Johanna was a short woman whose compact stature held a strength and flexibility that was deceptive in a woman her age. Despite being almost sixty, her dedication to yoga, kayaking, and healthy living made her look much younger. Her formerly dark blonde hair was now streaked with silver strands and she wore it long. Today she pulled back into a ponytail.  
She paused to finish her coffee as Scott walked in the door. 
“There are mountain lion tracks in the mud by the upper pond,” he said, hanging up his jacket.
Living on a mountain meant sharing your world with wild souls who wandered through on business of their own. The trick was to live respectfully without encroaching on their ancient rights to the land. Johanna recalled their initial spring on the mountain when Scott used an excavator to shape the land swales for the future gardens. It was late afternoon when a herd of elk silently glided past and headed into the woods. They followed migration lines traveling along ancestral paths of ghost elk.
Scott had shut off the noisy machine as they both watched as the graceful creatures moved across the land. Johanna knew he was marking their route in his mind so the landscape of their travel would remain undisturbed by his plans to shape and contour the planting areas.
Two reasons: respect and avoiding garden repairs. Six years later, the path of the elk was a well-worn trail of grass and dirt that wound around and between the various gardens, shrubs, and sheds. Creature and human alike now traveled it.
Neither one of them had ever seen a mountain lion in the Pennsylvania Wilds. The postmaster in town and the woman who owned the general store mentioned a lot of wildlife in the area, but they had only heard stories of mountain lions. No one they knew had ever actually seen one.
Johanna kissed her husband as she left to set the potatoes in the ground. Her morning of planting and baking beckoned her. She welcomed the thought of hiking by the falls.
Much later, she removed her dirt encrusted garden sandals and headed for the outdoor shower. It was a refreshing ritual to rinse her body under the bright warmth of the sun. Clear mountain water poured through her hair and cleansed the dirt and sweat from her body. A red-tailed hawk flew over the shower. She closed her eyes. A mourning dove called out for its mate. She breathed in the scent of sweet clover that wafted on a warm morning breeze. There was peace on her mountain and she drank it like sweet water.
Still later, she pulled a tray of muffins from the propane stove’s oven. They soon filled the kitchen with the fragrance of warm almonds. Setting the tray on a stone tile, she turned to the door. Time to alert Scott for lunch and the preparation for an afternoon hike.
Two hours later, they closed the doors of the Subaru and tightened the laces on their hiking sneakers. Adjusting backpacks with water bottles and snacks, they headed out along the Kettle Creek trail. They held hands as they walked into the woods. Sharing glances of intimate appreciation, they walked almost as silently as elk along the creek bed path.
Scott was a tall man, muscular and fit, with striking blue eyes and perennially bronze skin from years of working in the building industry. The forests, mountains and rivers were like a cathedral to him, in which the choir was the sound of hawks overhead and a sermon, the purity of a blue heron taking flight over a lake. Yet he carried a loaded pistol tucked under his belt and a can of bear mace in his pack. Serene, yet wild - it was a place of predator and prey. 
A root strewn trail curved along the flow of the creek and the elevation was slight at this point. The sound of the water gurgling and splashing its way along the rocky creek was soothing. The air moving across the water bathed them with a refreshing coolness. Silently they walked, each taking in the sights and sounds of the woods. Crows called to one another. A hawk soared above. The path became steeper and the sound of water rushing over the rocks became louder as the elevation rose.
Their hands dropped away as their arms were now needed to create the swing of balance and motion. They wound their way through boulders and flat rock. Apart but together. It had not always been that way.
Several years ago, they had formed a distance that resulted in a separation. It started with impatience and careless words. Johanna had little time for their relationship due to long work hours. His lack of success frustrated and disappointed Scott. His mood was often curt and dismissive. While Johanna was supportive of his distress, she deliberately focused on satisfying the demands of the health spa, where she provided counseling to wealthy patrons. He saw her as detached, overworked and disinterested in his struggle.
For a while, they remained together, but apart. The bonds of mutual respect that had been the strength of their relationship had become worn and jagged. They called this period of their lives “the separation.” But it was more than that. They had divorced. Currently, only a few close friends knew they had never legally remarried.
Together, they weathered a storm that had crushed other couples beyond repair.  They had come to agree, the key to remaining together was to never believe their love was so rock solid it was unbreakable. The key to a shared happiness was to remember how fragile love could be, if not embraced with more courage than confidence. They had done bad things to one another. They had been careless and mean to one another.
They were not out of the woods yet, as Scott put it. They were still wandering together, as other couples, sometimes lost and sometimes found.
Hiking together strengthened their bond like a protective seal. Hiking was something they both enjoyed. They discovered they could each deepen their sense of solitude while immersed in the intimate presence of one another. Like the herd mind of deer and elk that traveled together through the forest as one, they felt their souls entwine on the paths they walked. They hiked because they loved to move through a natural world without shaping or changing it. The ability to feed their relationship, both intimacy and adventure, provided a natural mending of their individual brokenness. Hiking allowed them to become an integral part of the natural world in all its momentary wholeness. 
As they neared the falls, the water became more turbulent; the air flowing across their bodies became cooler and the path steeper as it led up to the cascade pool. They leaned into the land as they climbed higher. They rounded a bend in the path and came to a sheer rock overhang.
This precarious curve was a familiar place for them. On their first hike to the falls, Johanna almost gave up at this very place. The path wound around a crumbled, narrow overhang with an abrupt edge that plunged over the roaring waters of the creek.
“I can’t do this, Scott,” she had said, “go on ahead. I will wait for you back at the fallen tree.” The simplicity of that moment had defined them as no other incident could have done. “I am not going on without you,” he had said loudly, over the sound of the water below. “You can do this.” He went around the rock first, then held out his arm. His muscles glistened with mist from the turbulence below.
“I’ve got you,” he said.
So she did. Putting out her arm and holding on to his, she swung out and around the overhang. She knew committing to the traverse meant returning the same way and doing it again. The hike to the falls was a continual re-commitment to their union.
The falls were a wild place. It was a place where deer, elk, and other creatures of the forest came to drink in the pool below. It was as much water for the soul as for the body. The falls crashed through holes in the mountain, not above it. 
The pool below was a cistern of liquid mountain. It was a place of wordless replenishment. It was a sacred place for two people who had nearly lost what was most important to them. Each other.
By the time they drove back to the top of Elk Run, the sun was lowering in the sky. As they rounded the corner by the barn, they could see a red pickup truck in their driveway and a tall, long-haired woman sitting in an Adirondack chair on their porch. 
“It’s Angelique,” said Johanna. 
“I have to check the upper pond again,” Scott responded. “That will give you two a private moment.”
He waved to the woman on the porch as he dropped Johanna off, then parked the Subaru by the barn.
The two women embraced.
“Would you like some iced black birch tea?”
“But of course,” Angelique replied and settled back in the porch chair.
A few moments later, Johanna returned with two glasses of iced tea. The two women sipped the herbal drink and looked up at the sky. Angelique was wearing faded blue jeans with a plain red T-shirt beneath a hand embroidered blue denim jacket. She crossed her long, slender legs. 
“Did you get my message?” Angelique asked.
“Nope. No bats in my dreams lately,” responded Johanna.
Many years ago, when they were on a semester break from graduate school, Johanna saw a little black bird that suddenly flew erratically through a dream she was having. Angelique left a message on her voice mail the next day.  
“That was no strangely flying little black bird,” Angelique had stated when they finally connected. “It was a bat. My spirit teacher, or rather, one of them. I was given the ability to walk into other people’s dreams. It is a gift I use very carefully.”
“Not a bat this time,” said her friend. “Don’t worry, you’ll find it. This one is looking for a medicine person to advise. I sent her on you.” 
Johanna nodded. This was not the first, nor would it be the last of the enigmatic worlds Angelique often shared with her.
“I need your help,” she stated. “Someone with your particular gifts.”
Angelique and Johanna had worked together for many years. They knew each other very well. No matter what Angelique needed, Johanna would always be willing to assist her. 
“I understand,” responded Johanna.






  
  Trapping A Wild Soul


Angelique took out her cell phone and leaned back in the Adirondack chair. She sighed. A troubled look crossed her face as she settled into her story. Depending on the circumstances, she spoke in several distinct tones. People in her culture carefully memorized traditional stories from thousands of repetitions, speaking them with a specific cadence. Her teaching stories often began with the phrase, “your people..” When she told the stories of other nations, the four-legged, the winged, standing ones, her voice always sounded far away. She sang healing stories in a traditional language. 
Angelique had taught her that stories are a form of medicine. This was not one of those kinds of stories. This story, Johanna could tell, rocked her friend to her very soul. Johanna became silent, her body very still.
“Early this morning, I was driving along the mountain road. The sun was just up when I came around the curve by the Ice Mine Cut. You know, the place you used to call the rock fall. A compact car had driven off the road, like it just didn’t straighten in time from the steep curve. It looked like an accident, so I slowed down.”
She took a long sip of her iced tea and slowly continued.
“There was a pickup truck pulled halfway off the road and a man was standing by the driver’s side door of the disabled car. I thought he had stopped to help. But he had a gun in his hand. He fired it.”
She paused.
“He pointed it at the back seat of the car and that’s when he saw me. He holstered his gun and walked quickly to his truck. But I snapped this picture with my cell phone first.”
She leaned forward and showed Johanna a photo of a man looking directly at Angelique. As he put his gun in a shoulder holster, the camera froze him in its view. Beside the truck was a car facing the guardrail sideways. When Johanna zoomed in, she could clearly see both license plates and the man’s face.
Johanna waited as Angelique leaned back in the chair.
“As he drove away, I ran over to the car. The driver had been shot in the head. A woman. She was clearly dead. There was a blood-spattered child in the back seat, staring ahead blankly. She was alive. I grabbed her out of the back seat and ran back to my truck. I had to get out of there in case he came back. I turned around and drove up the Hyner Run just to get off the main road as soon as I could.”
Johanna felt her chest tighten.
Angelique continued.
“I asked the girl if the woman in the car was her mother. She said no. She said, my mother sold me to that lady.”
Angelique stopped, words choked off.
“Trafficked…” Johanna whispered.
Her friend nodded.
“We cannot go to the police,” said Angelique. “We cannot put this child at further risk. Social services will take her and they will give her back to her mother.”
“Who will sell her again. She needs medical attention, Angelique. Who knows what may have already happened to her? How old is she?”
“I would say about ten or eleven years old. Johanna, it has already happened to her. We have seen this before. Too many times.”
Angelique was the retired director of an agency that offered shelter, resources and counseling to battered women and survivors of incest and sexual assault. Johanna had worked with her years ago as a staff therapist. They were both mandated reporters for children and elders who had disclosed abuse.
“We have seen how this ends up,” continued Angelique. “We have been in courtrooms with children whose lives were ruined, and we have witnessed judges ruling that their parents have a right to see and be with them. These children learn the hard way, never speak of what is happening to them to anyone ever again.”
“We can save this one,” said Angelique softly.
“There may be a trafficking ring involved. We have to bring in the police.”
“You are forgetting, this is no longer about the trafficker. She is dead. A man killed her and wants to kill this child too. If the police are involved, there is no way to assure her safety. You know this as well as I do, Netuksq.”
Angelique’s use of her special name found its mark in Johanna’s heart. “Where is she?”
“She is safe. I cannot tell you unless you promise to help in a certain way. It may be dangerous. It may cost you your clinical license.”
“This child has no one,” Johanna said. “No one but us. I am in. No matter the cost.”
“Thank you, Netuksq. Spirit is in charge here. We need your gifts. Not your spiritual gifts.  We need the clinical skills of a white woman, whose assessments count for something in a court of law. Please come with me and witness her medical exam. This is something you have done before at the agency. You have written the notes. You have signed the forms. It is your clinical skills and the respect of your license that we need.”
“You can do that at a hospital.”
“We can’t bring her there. No protection.”
“Social services and the police will be called. I get it. But who? How can such an exam be done?”
“A tribal doctor who is also a medicine person has been called. The child is not a member of the tribe, nor was she harmed on tribal lands, so there is no jurisdiction. We can store any evidence at the tribal medical center. Safely. Your witnessing of the exam gives it credence in a US court later if necessary.”
“What has this child said about what has happened to her?”
“Nothing. Nothing at all. After she said her mother sold her, she stopped talking completely. “
“Selectively mute?”
“I believe so.”
“I will do whatever you think is best, Angelique. Do you need me to go with you now?”
“Yes, if you can. I can take you there and bring you back later when the exam is done.”
“Let me tell Scott I need to go with you. He will understand.”
The tall woman rose from the Adirondack chair. The wind lifted her hair from her shoulders and spread it like the dark fringes of a dancer’s shawl, edged in the golden light of a setting sun.
“Johanna, this child has become a wild soul. We need to trap her spirit, guard it and return it to her when she is safe again.”
Johanna nodded. She saw her friend’s face darken as a shadow passed over it. She felt Angelique’s shock and sadness engulf her own spirit. She could not count the number of times they had fought this same battle.
A half hour later, Angelique drove away with Johanna riding shotgun.
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