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      In seventy years so little has changed. Then, the gate was taller than the tallest person, electrified, eager to shock to the death. Looming over the fence were eight high-standing towers with armed guards with submachine guns who looked down upon the people as though they could be, should be shot for amusement’s sake. They were at one with the enemy across the Pacific Ocean, many decided. They had to be. They were traitors. They were spies. How else can we separate the good ones from the bad ones? How else can we know the loyal ones from the conspirators? We must round them up like cattle and pen them here where they’re safe from us and us from them.

      Above the barracks, higher than the gates, beyond the guard towers, were the mountains. Always the mountains. They encompassed everything within their distance—one vast, jagged, granite wall stretching toward the heavens from the deepest valley in the Americas, cascading Vs flecked with icy snow, unmistakable even through the wintry clouds. The mountains were everything everywhere. If the gates, the guard towers, and the armed military police weren’t enough to remind you that you were a prisoner here, the mountains shouted your helplessness. You are here, the mountains said, and we will trap you here forever.

      I remember when the bus stopped in Manzanar near the guard station, a lonely shack at the edge of the camp, one window on either side, misshapen rocks slapped together with mortar, and a pagoda-style roof. The guards spoke to the bus driver and barked directions as though the people inside were orange-clad prisoners linked by irons, but they were only families—fathers, mothers, children, grandparents. I remember the anxiety in those inside the gate, their quick-scanning eyes wide as they drew as close to the barbed-wire fence as they dared, searching those on the other side for missing family or friends. I remember the fear in those outside as they stepped off the bus and shivered in the bitter desert cold. Their reaching hands grabbed family members and they stared without seeing the nighttime landscape of brush and tumbleweed that promised blinding dust storms, the horizon flat until the mountains. Always the mountains. The people from the buses were herded inside, shouted at, tagged and numbered. Already they were losing themselves. When the gate slammed and locked behind them they looked toward the outside as though they would never be free again.

      So, yes, I have been here before. I have walked this arid wilderness. I have heard the sand blow a maddened howl in the night. I have seen the white-glow moonlight reflect the saw-toothed horizon. Through it all, the mountains have remained the same. After all, what is seventy years to a mountain range that has watched millennia pass away? Now, the gates are taller since they guess we can jump anything less. Now, the gates have a silver coating, the electricity and barbs deemed no longer necessary since they guess the barbs cannot pierce our preternatural skin and the electricity will do nothing. Now, the military police carry guns with silver bullets, which we secretly laugh at. Now, I am the one who has been carted away, considered too unpredictable to be out among polite society. Yet the barracks, the mess halls, the natural barrier of the mountains between us and everyone else in the world…so much of it is the same. There are nights when I cannot make the distinction between then, when I was here from compassion, and now, when I am the one encaged. But do not worry for me, my love. Now, with this silver-coated gate and these imposing mountains between us, I am reminded all too strongly how I cannot be without you. Soon, Sarah. I will hold you in my arms soon. Be patient this little longer, my love, and I will return to you. I will.
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      Sarah Wentworth sat on the edge of her bed and wept, her husband’s letter fallen to the floor. Even with the heavy black marker censoring some of his words, this note from James in his curling, calligraphy-like hand was the first message she had from him. She had been without him twenty-four days, twelve hours, and seventeen minutes. Was it only that long since they sat huddled in the Boston train station, pressed together against the madness? Was it less than a month since he leaped from the speeding train like the graceful hunter he was, when he rushed back to her, held her close, and kissed her passionately because this kiss had to last?

      The first days were the hardest since she didn’t know where they were taking him. After public debates and private posturing, social media finger-pointing, and reality show name-calling, it was decided the undead, as they were called, would be held in relocation camps similar to the ones used for 100,000 Japanese-Americans during World War II. After numerous frustrations of the bureaucratic sort, Sarah learned that James was sent to a location close to the old Manzanar site in eastern California near the Nevada border. Now that she knew where he was, now that she had a sense he was safe, she thought she should feel better. But it was too hard, looking for him in the night, expecting to hear his sweet, strong voice, wanting to feel his hands on her, but he wasn’t there. She clutched James’ wedding ring, hanging from a gold chain around her neck, glad she kept it since she was afraid they would take it from him in camp and he would never get it back. She grabbed James’ letter and reread it, savoring every word as if for sustenance.

      “Even gone you’re up to your old tricks,” Sarah said aloud. “Of course you were at Manzanar during World War II. And of course I knew nothing about it until now.” She held the letter closer to her face, searching again for any sign there was more to find. James hasn’t changed in over three hundred years, Sarah thought. He’s always so literal, always the professor searching for rationale and reason. Would he add a secret message somewhere in that letter? The camp authorities probably blocked out nothing, paranoid for whatever reason, and this is all there is.

      For now, she reminded herself. For now.

      Sarah survived life without James one day at a time, reminding herself to eat, sometimes reminding herself to breathe. At night, she wore James’ t-shirts to bed, allowing herself to feel closer to him by wearing clothes that had touched his body and lingered with his scent. She was still wearing his sky-blue t-shirt though it was nearly two in the afternoon. She couldn’t bring herself to take it off. She touched the cotton, long and wide on her since James was so much taller and broader, and it was thinning in places from frequent washing—it was his favorite t-shirt after all—but she didn’t care. She realized she had been functioning in perpetual numbness since James was gone. On the outside she seemed fine—taking Grace on long strolls around the historic streets of Salem or sitting with her in Winter Island Park near Salem Harbor by the rocky shore bordered by green grass with white and yellow wildflowers. Some days they examined the fort or admired the scenic view of Pickering Light House. Other days they enjoyed the soothing bay breezes under the umbrellas at the outdoor tables at Pickering Wharf. Sarah kept busy with mundane tasks as well, going grocery shopping, cleaning the old wooden house from the overhanging attic to the new modern kitchen, normal things at normal times. During the day she was mostly all right. She was used to being without James then, used to looking at their closed bedroom door, checking the sky to see how much more the sun had to drop before their bedroom door opened and he was there with his ready “Hello” as he took her into his arms and kissed her lips.

      The nights were nearly unbearable. After Grace was put to bed, after Olivia turned into her makeshift lodgings in the great room, then the loneliness was overwhelming. To fill the empty hours, she turned to her old comfort—reading. She was working her way through the classics, many of them first editions from the vast shelves of books in the great room. Now she was rereading Romeo and Juliet, an odd choice, maybe, for the sad ending, yet she found comfort in Shakespeare’s most beautiful love poetry. Some mistook the phrase star-crossed lovers as something positive—we’re so in love we’re star-crossed—but Sarah knew the phrase referred to Romeo and Juliet’s certain deaths at the end. In Shakespeare’s day, people believed the position of the stars when you were born determined your destiny. The star-crossed lovers were fated for destruction—it was written in the stars after all. But Sarah and James weren’t star-crossed, she knew. While they had their share of difficulties along the way, no matter the obstacles, they were destined, not for destruction, but to be together. In the darkness, in the lonesome hours when she was reading in their bed, Sarah knew this separation would pass and she would see her husband again. Maybe Romeo and Juliet reunited in another life in another way, Sarah thought. Maybe they found their way back to each other again the way James and I did.

      Sometimes, in the sleepless hours when she lay awake, she was haunted by horrors—a finger-pointing, pock-faced monster wielding a heavy chain over his head like a cowboy lassoing cattle, a gloom-infested dungeon, death and dying, not just her own, but her daughter’s too. She was afraid for James, still not entirely sure what he faced in the camp, and she couldn’t escape the vision of some military guard sticking her husband’s paranormal chest with a wooden stake or depriving him of the blood he needed. There were nights when she felt hell, all the stages of it, grasping at her with sharpened claws, ready to drag her back into the nightmares. Other nights she dreamed that she stood over James while he sat at his seventeenth-century wooden desk while he worked, reading something or writing something, while she rubbed his neck and shoulders and he said how human he felt when she touched him. She dreamed she felt his hands under her nightgown, touching her, everywhere, and she dreamed she felt his mouth on her, everywhere. Sometimes she would reach for James in her sleep and in the mornings she awoke clutching his pillow close to her body as though it were him.

      She sighed as she set the letter aside and stood from the bed, her legs and arms tingling as she stretched toward the gabled ceiling. She peeked around the door of her daughter’s room, needing to check on Grace even if she was napping. Sarah walked to the crib, on her toes so she wouldn’t creak the three-centuries-old wooden floor. She smiled at her angelic baby with the golden curly halo so similar to her father’s, still awed whenever she thought of how she and James were reunited with the Grace they had been missing. Sometimes, Sarah wondered where the note came from, the one that pointed out that this was their Grace, but at that moment all she could think of was her husband and her daughter and she was amazed at the pure love she felt for them.

      Content that her daughter was sleeping peacefully, Sarah slipped into the great room. She looked around the gabled house and saw the wooden walls, the remodeled stainless steel kitchen, and the fireplace where the cauldron used to hang. She saw the flat-screen television, the vast collection of books on the shelves, and James’ seventeenth-century desk. She sat in his chair and sighed. She could feel him suddenly, as though he were there with her. She looked out the diamond-paned casement window, opened the door, and let the cooling Massachusetts sea breeze wash over her, soothing her unsettled nerves. It was June now, and the looming humidity was a guess in the air. She stepped outside, checking back to make sure her tailless black cat didn’t run past the open green door, close enough to hear Grace if she cried. Sarah was at home in Salem near the coast among the historical buildings and the landmarks from colonial days, but nothing felt right without James. The crooked oak tree near the curb slumped toward the grass, weighted and heavy. While it was always gnarled, now it looked sickly, as though it had seen its time, it had done its work, it had lured Sarah when she first came to look at this house nearly two years before, and now it could go home. Sarah wasn’t ready to lose the tree, and she decided to call a tree doctor to help it.

      She went back inside, closing the door behind her. She had that restless leg syndrome again, a permanent fixture since James was gone. She wanted to go for a walk along the Salem streets, her usual panacea to deal with the excess energy, but she didn’t want to wake Grace and she couldn’t leave the baby alone. Instead, she paced the great room—to the bookcase and back, to the kitchen and back, to the ladder leading up to the attic and back. If she climbed to the attic she could dig through the seventeenth-century artifacts from her previous life with James, thinking it would bring her some comfort. True love never dies, she thought. Look at what we survived in the past. We will survive this too.

      She jumped at the sudden knock. She looked through the window, but there was no chain-wielding monster, only Thomas Masters, the Maine doctor who treated her after the car accident. The doctor who put his career on the line after he learned James was James. Sarah opened the door, and Thomas stepped inside.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked.

      “Back to normal, at least as far as my injuries go. I’m not sore anymore, and I’m not dragging through the day. The scar from surgery is healing.”

      More than her injury, more than her pain, she remembered James’ anguish at her suffering, his thought that he could save her by turning her. For that moment, with Thomas standing beside her taking her pulse, she wondered if she should have let James have his way that night. Then she would be with him now and they would be together. But she thought of Grace sleeping peacefully in her crib, and she knew she made the right decision. She had to be there with Grace. She had to be human. And if James had turned her, she could never go back to before. Even delicate, even fragile, even struggling through every night without James, she had to stay as she was. She nodded at her thoughts. She was right to say no.

      She noticed the stethoscope around Thomas’ neck when he pulled the knob from under his shirt collar. He listened to her chest and nodded. “I’m officially releasing you from my care as of today, which is a joy, Sarah. I wasn’t sure you were going to make it when they first brought you to the hospital.”

      “You’ve done more than your part,” Sarah said. “You promised James you would look after me when he was gone, and you have.”

      “That’s why I’m here, Sarah. I wanted to tell you in person that I’m leaving for California today. My wife and kids are in the car outside. My mother-in-law is driving us to the airport. I have a new position in San Francisco at Saint Francis Memorial Hospital. I found a supervisor from the hospital in Maine willing to give me a good recommendation even after the stunt I pulled with the ambulance.”

      “I’m going to miss all of you,” Sarah said. She waved at Thomas’ family waiting outside. “Sometimes the best thing you can do for yourself is go somewhere new. It’s a chance to start over. That’s why I moved here from Los Angeles. I wanted to begin again after my divorce.”

      “I didn’t know you were married before James.”

      “It’s a long story.” Sarah sighed. “I know James would want me to thank you for everything you’ve done for us.”

      “I’m sure James will be home soon.”

      “I hope so.”

      Thomas reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a crumpled post-it note, and handed it to Sarah. “This is our new address in San Francisco. Please keep in touch, Sarah.”

      “I will. James is in California now.”

      “It’s three hundred and forty miles from San Francisco to the Owens Valley. It’s a seven-hour drive. I’d offer to go, but I heard they’re not letting them have any visitors.”

      Sarah nodded. “I tried to get permission to see James but they said no one with a pulse is allowed near or past the gate.”

      “You definitely have a pulse.”

      “Thanks to you.”

      Sarah walked Thomas outside. She hugged Thomas’ wife and children, greeted Thomas’ mother-in-law, and said her heartfelt goodbyes. As Thomas walked toward the car, Sarah grabbed his arm.

      “I’ve been meaning to ask you,” she said. “You didn’t have to protect James after you realized he wasn’t breathing. You didn’t have to commandeer an ambulance to help me escape the hospital. Why did you help us?”

      “Because you needed help.”

      Thomas shrugged as though it were the most obvious answer in the world. He sat in the passenger’s seat beside his mother-in-law, waved at Sarah, and as they drove toward Derby Street Olivia pulled her silver Prius up to the curb and got out of the car. Sarah marveled at her Wiccan friend with the close-cropped, silver-threaded red hair, her hoop earrings, her ringed fingers, her coin necklace, her peasant-style skirt, and her Greek sandals. Always the gypsy, Olivia looked every bit the fortune teller she could be, and she grabbed Sarah’s hand and led her into the house.

      “What are you doing out here, dear?”

      “I was saying goodbye to Thomas and his family. He has a new position in San Francisco and they’re leaving today.”

      “San Francisco? I thought they settled here after they left Maine. Why would anyone want to leave Salem to live in San Francisco? I suppose San Francisco is a nice enough city—I’ve been to Wiccan gatherings there—but Salem has everything you need, the soothing sea, a quiet, small-town pace, Boston, one of the greatest cities in the world, just twenty minutes away by train. I would never leave Salem. It’s the best place in the world.”

      “Sometimes people need a fresh start,” Sarah said. “Thomas gave up his position at the hospital in Maine to help James and me after the car accident. Maybe he thought it was a good idea to put some distance between himself and the East Coast.”

      “People try to escape their past by running away, but it never works. Wherever you go, there you are. Unless you make peace with your past, it will always follow you.”

      “Are you saying I was trying to escape when I came here after my divorce?”

      “You weren’t running from anything, Sarah. You were running toward James.”

      Sarah looked once more down the road where Thomas and his family disappeared.

      “All right,” Olivia said. “Maybe California isn’t that bad. Maybe.” Her steel-gray eyes narrowed, and she studied Sarah with that detective seeking clues look. She pulled Sarah closer. “Is everything all right?”

      Sarah saw the motherly concern, and she was thankful for her wise, wonderful Olivia. Olivia put her arm around Sarah, and they walked into the wooden gabled house together.

      “Before Thomas left, I asked him why he helped us,” Sarah said. “He took a huge risk. He didn’t have to care.”

      “What did he say?”

      “He said he helped us because we needed help.”

      Olivia nodded. “That’s right.”

      “But how does someone give up everything, his job, his reputation, possibly risking jail, to help two strangers who happened to end up at his hospital?”

      “Think about the way James helps others, Sarah. For centuries he has helped those in need. He helped the Cherokee on the Trail of Tears. He helped my family during the Great Depression and World War II. And he did what he could for the Japanese-Americans who were incarcerated during World War II.”

      “He could never make peace with the way I was treated during the Salem Witch Trials,” Sarah said. “He still feels the injustice of it.”

      “Which is why he helps others who have been treated unfairly. And, as a result, whenever he needed help he received it. It’s the law of karma. You get back what you put out into the world.”

      “I know about James’ involvement with the Japanese-Americans during World War II,” Sarah said. “I got a letter from him today, and it was the first time he told me about being at Manzanar.”

      “A letter from James? Let me see.”

      Sarah grabbed the letter from the dresser in her bedroom, and Olivia read it slowly, savoring every word as Sarah had done earlier.

      “Why is some of this blacked out?” Olivia asked.

      “I thought maybe there was a hidden message, but James wouldn’t leave cryptic clues.”

      Olivia held the letter close to her face as she inspected it. “It looks like he was pressing down with his pen when he wrote,” she said. “Let’s see if we can find what’s under the marker.” She held James’ handwritten letter up to the light bulb in the lamp near his desk in the great room. She turned the letter over to the back and tried to read James’ words under the censor’s thick marker, squinting at the lines. Sarah looked over Olivia’s shoulder, hoping to see something, anything, but James’ handwriting was too faint under the black boxes. Olivia opened the long top drawer in James’ desk and pulled out a sharpened pencil. “How about this?” She turned the letter over to the blank side and rubbed the pencil over it. Like the black magic messages Sarah used to send in crayon when she was in elementary school, the imprint of James’ handwriting was faint but visible. It was backward since the letter was turned over, so Olivia pulled her mirror from her bag and held it to the paper.

      “You’re so sneaky,” Sarah said.

      “I saw it on a television detective show.” Olivia winked at Sarah. “I always wondered if it worked.” They read James’ letter in its entirety, and neither saw anything that should have been censored. James mentioned the buses at Manzanar. He described the mountains. He said he realized more strongly how he cannot live without her, and to be patient a while longer. He will return to her. He will. What was there the authorities didn’t want her to see?

      “Do you see anything else?” Sarah asked.

      “I don’t, and I’m disappointed. I was hoping for a code to a vault or a safe. You know, a million dollars hidden somewhere forbidden and we could go on an adventure to find it.”

      “You’ve been watching too many of those detective shows,” Sarah said.

      Olivia folded the letter and placed it in the drawer. “At least he’s settled enough to write to you, Sarah.”

      “James has always been good about writing to me. Even when he thought I was gone from him forever, he wrote to me.”

      Olivia took Sarah’s hands in hers. “I have a feeling before long you’ll have more letters than you’ll know what to do with.”

      “I’ll have everything but him.” Sarah dropped her head into her hands. “I know now, Olivia. I know how James felt all those years he missed me, thinking he would never see me again. I don’t know how he survived the loneliness for three hundred years. It’s not even a month, and I…”

      Sarah did her best to shake her sadness away. Grace would wake from her nap soon, and Sarah didn’t want her daughter to see her that way. She needed to stay strong for Grace.

      “All in good time, Sarah.”

      “This is not a good time.”

      “I know, dear, but everything works out right in the end. If it’s not right, it’s not the end. Your love for James and his for you has survived centuries. It will survive this.” Olivia kissed Sarah on top of her dark curls and hugged her close. When she pulled away, she studied Sarah, her detective seeking clues look again on high alert. She must have decided Sarah was all right because she nodded. “How is vegetarian chili over a baked potato for an early supper?”

      “That’s perfect. Thank you.”

      “It’s only supper, dear.”

      “Thank you for everything, Olivia. For your support. For your love. For moving in here to help Grace and me.”

      “Jennifer, my ever-stubborn daughter, doesn’t want my help now. She says she can handle it, which I question, but she pushes me away whenever I try to help. That frees me up to be here with you.”

      Sarah smiled as Olivia disappeared into the kitchen. She sat in James’ chair again, pulling his letter from the desk drawer, studying it more, wishing she had his hunter’s sense of smell. She knew he could smell her scent from a distance, and she wished she could do the same.

      “Maaaaaa!”

      Sarah rushed to Grace’s room and peeked around the open door. She saw her daughter standing upright in her crib. Grace was pulling herself up now, and she smiled at her mother.

      “Maaa,” Grace said.

      Sarah scooped her daughter from her crib, smothering the little face in kisses, brushing the silky golden curls from her flowery, jewel-like blue eyes, laughing and smiling and not even having to pretend because this was pure joy for Sarah, holding her daughter in her arms, making her giggle, watching her grow. They would celebrate Grace’s first birthday the following week, and they would have a little party. Sarah decided. She needed to maintain this normalcy for her daughter. Nothing was normal with James gone, but Grace would suffer as little as possible in the meantime.

      Sarah carried Grace into the kitchen where Olivia stood over the stainless steel stove, stirring the chili in a black pot.

      “You look like a witch stirring your concoction,” Sarah said.

      “I am a witch.” Olivia winked at Sarah, then pointed at the empty fireplace. “Too bad you removed the cauldron. I could have brewed a concoction or two in there.”

      “You are one of the most powerful witches.”

      Olivia swatted her hand in the air, sweeping the idea away. “Nonsense. Every witch is as powerful as she wishes to be, no more and no less.”

      “Another Oliviaism,” Sarah said.

      “A what?”

      “An Oliviaism. I’m keeping track of all of your wise sayings, and I’m going to compile them into a book called Oliviaisms.”

      “Oliviaisms. I like it.” She tasted the chili in the pot. “Are you hungry?”

      Sarah nodded. She sat Grace in her high chair, then seated herself at the long wood table near the fireplace. As Sarah tasted the vegetarian chili, she thought fondly of the night she made blood soup for James on Christmas Eve. She stared dreamily out the window, remembering how James loved the soup and how Geoffrey intruded in his boisterous way. She wondered how Geoffrey was doing in California along with Timothy, Jocelyn, and Chandresh. Her world was hard enough without James, and it was even smaller without her friends.

      “Thinking about James?” Olivia asked.

      “How did you know?”

      “You always get that dreamy, far-away look when you’re thinking of him. And you have this sweet smile on your lips.”

      Sarah mashed some cooled chili on her plate and fed Grace a small spoonful. “I thought you were reading my mind.”

      “I can’t read minds, Sarah. I read energy. It’s a good thing I can’t hear everyone’s thoughts. I have a friend in Louisiana who’s telepathic, and it’s a dreadful thing, I can tell you. You don’t need to know everything about everyone standing around you. You certainly don’t want to know what everyone is thinking. People think the strangest things at the strangest times.”

      “But when I first started working at the library, Jennifer knew what I needed before I knew I needed it. And you always know what to say to help me. Isn’t that reading minds?”

      “It’s intuition, Sarah. My intuition tells me things I don’t catch with my five senses. Jennifer listens to her intuition too.” Olivia gathered the empty bowls and put them into the sink. “Your intuition is strong, Sarah.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “You were drawn to Salem your whole life. Why Salem of all places? You felt your intuition, followed it, and when you arrived here you found James, who waited over three hundred years for you to return.”

      Sarah shook her head. “I grew up in Boston, which is twenty minutes away, and yet I never made it here as a child. I married a man I never loved and lived in a city I didn’t like for ten years. It wasn’t until I was divorced I finally came here.”

      “What good would it have done to come when you were a child? Even if you and James had crossed paths, he wouldn’t have looked at a girl to be the ghost of his beloved wife. Being stuck in your bad marriage, needing to get away. It gave you the impetus to make a change, and where did you go? Here, to Salem, the place you were drawn to all along. Just because you felt drawn to Salem didn’t mean you had to come. Most people don’t listen to their intuition. Most people make decisions deliberately against what their intuition tells them. You could have gone anywhere, but you listened to that voice inside your heart that called you here, and within nights of your arrival you crossed paths with James and discovered your purpose, to reunite with him, and your daughter. Now you’re with Grace, and James will be home soon.” Sarah shook her head. “He will, Sarah. Then you’ll both be exactly where you should be, all because you listened to your intuition. You’ve returned.”

      “James said your ancestor Miriam told him he’d return. He said it was her prophecy.”

      Olivia stopped, stone solid. When she recovered herself she scrubbed the bowls in the soapy water as though nothing had happened. When the dishes were washed and dried she turned to Sarah.

      “She said he would return? Miriam used that exact word?”

      “That’s what James said.”

      Olivia was a statue again, and for a moment Sarah thought she had fallen into a trance.

      “Are you all right, Olivia?”

      Olivia smiled in her warm, motherly way.

      “I’m fine, dear. You know, we older folks get forgetful sometimes. Yes, he’s right. I remember now. Miriam did tell James he would return. And he will.”

      Sarah turned away, not wanting Grace to see the pain she felt as a tightening behind her eyes. In the great room, Sarah flipped on the flat-screen television, turning to the children’s programming Grace loved. Funny red monsters, hungry blue monsters, orange and yellow best friends, Grace would sit mesmerized watching them and babbling along with their songs. Sarah sat cross-legged on the woven rug and pulled Grace into her lap. She watched the television as though it were the only thing in the world to see.

      Olivia returned the dishes to the cupboard and joined Sarah and Grace in the great room. She sat on the sofa and watched television with them, laughing when Grace laughed at the puppets’ crazy antics. When the show was over, Sarah stretched her limbs, her back aching from sitting on the floor. She handed Grace to Olivia and went into the kitchen for some ice water, her mouth dry.

      “Daaa!”

      Sarah’s hand went to her heart. “No, Grace. Daddy’s not here now, but he’ll be home soon.”

      Grace pointed at the television screen. “Daaaa!”

      Sarah shook her head. “No, Grace.”

      “Wait, Sarah.”

      Olivia moved closer to the television. She leaned toward the flat screen, her eyes squints, her face taut. “Sarah! Come see!”

      Sarah looked where Olivia pointed, to a news story about the relocation camps.

      “It must be a repeat,” Sarah said. “They’ve been there nearly a month now.”

      “But look!”

      On the screen Sarah saw footage of a group of undead getting off a chartered bus within the boundaries of the camp that was their home for now. The prison-like nightlights were on full blast, giving an eerie glow to the blue-white men and women as they gathered near the silver-coated gate. Sarah turned up the volume and listened.

      “…because this is near the location of the Manzanar camp where over ten thousand Japanese-Americans were held during World War II. When asked why this location was chosen as a detention center a second time, officials said the area, in the vast desert of California’s Owens Valley, provides an isolated location where they can keep their detainees secure. This camp is known as Camp Dracula.”

      “Camp Dracula?” Sarah said.

      Olivia shrugged. “It is a camp for vampires.”

      The camera panned the well-secured encampment. The long, neat lines of barracks, the prison-like guard towers, the sterile blankness of the desert environment. If the footage were in black and white it could have been filmed in the 1940s. The scene cut back to their nighttime arrival at the camp. The camera panned the faces, and Sarah gasped.

      “Daaaa!” Grace said. She clapped her hands and giggled. “Da!”

      There he was, James, nearly a head taller than those around him, surveying the scene with his usual level-eyed calmness. He didn’t look worried. He didn’t look afraid. Sarah leaned close to the television, wanting to kiss him through the screen. Suddenly, nearly too quick for her to see, James looked into the camera with a grin on his lips. Sarah sighed aloud. It was his message for her. He was all right.

      “Look at him, Sarah,” Olivia said. “He’s smiling for you.”

      Sarah touched her husband’s beautiful face on the screen, his gold hair in his eyes as always. “I know,” she said. And then he was gone.

      When the news program repeated later that evening, Sarah recorded it, and after Grace went to sleep Sarah watched it again, and again, and again. James was on screen for a few seconds, but Sarah didn’t care. She would watch him smile at the camera over and over until this nonsense was done and her husband was home where he belonged. Finally, when she couldn’t watch it any longer she turned the television off, walked into her bedroom, pulled out a pen and some paper, and she wrote. What was she writing? She didn’t know. First, she thought it was a diary. Then, she thought it was a letter for James she hoped would get through to him in the camp. Finally, she thought it was simply venting everything she was feeling then, which left her uncomfortably full. Letting the words leak out was a way for her to feel like she was touching James while he was three thousand miles away. It was a way to feel him beside her when he wasn’t there.

      When she reread the words she had written, she realized she wasn’t sure what she wanted to say. She gave up writing, for that moment, and looked at the darkening late afternoon sky, realizing it was earlier and brighter in California. James was still sleeping. She wondered what he would be doing when he woke up later, and she wondered when he would be home.

      

      For the record, please state your full name with your place and date of birth.

      My name is James John Wentworth. I was born in London, England on April 19, 1662.

      You’re three hundred and fifty years old, is that correct?

      Yes.

      Marital status?

      Married, and I have one child.

      A child?

      She’s adopted.

      I see. Where is your wife?

      At home.

      She’s?

      Human.

      Where is your place of residence?

      Salem, Massachusetts.

      And what is your profession?

      I’m a university professor, formerly of Salem State University.

      What do you teach?

      English literature.

      Thank you. I’m hoping you can help me, Mr. Wentworth.

      Doctor Wentworth.

      Excuse me? (Papers shuffle.) I see, yes, Doctor Wentworth. We’re trying to determine where the vampires have been getting their blood to survive. We need to be certain you’re not a threat to the community. I’m sure you understand.

      What exactly are you asking me?

      I’m asking where, when you were living in Salem, Massachusetts, you got your blood from, Doctor Wentworth.

      I got my blood from the hospital.

      The hospital?

      Yes.

      Which hospital?

      I was getting it from Salem Hospital, and then I switched to Massachusetts General Hospital.

      You took blood from the patients?

      (Sighs.) From medical assistants who got it from the blood bank.

      So in a way you were taking it from the patients because the blood you took wasn’t available to humans who may have needed it.

      Donated blood has an expiration date. I was taking blood that would have been wasted because it was no longer useful in transfusions.

      Do you have contact names for the medical assistants who acquired the blood for you?

      I can give them to you if it’s necessary.

      It may be necessary. Have you ever hurt anyone to get the blood you need, Doctor Wentworth?

      Of course not.

      Not ever? You’ve been undead for how long now?

      Since 1692.

      That’s three hundred and twenty years. There weren’t a lot of hospitals with blood donation facilities three centuries ago.

      Animal blood works as well.

      Does it?

      You’re feeding us blood from slaughters here. I’ve never had a problem finding butchers willing to sell blood.

      So you’ve never hurt anyone, bitten anyone against their will, or killed anyone, accidentally or not, to get the blood you need?

      Never.

      You can be honest, Doctor Wentworth. The crimes you committed years ago are long past the statute of limitations.

      I am being honest. I haven’t committed any crimes.

      I have the feeling you’re being less than forthright, Doctor Wentworth. Do you have something to hide?

      I have nothing to hide. I’ve committed no crimes. I want to go home to my wife and daughter. I made a mistake coming here. I was naïve about what would happen though I’ve seen enough to know better. I hoped we’d learned a lesson or two since World War II, but I can see I was wrong. I thought if I surrendered myself when the government asked I’d help to show we’re not any different from anyone else and we can be trusted.

      Except you’re dead.

      I’m speaking to you now.

      You have no pulse.

      One could argue you have no heart.

      Really, Doctor Wentworth.

      I’m being imprisoned without being charged with a crime, and while I’m not a law professor I know enough about the Constitution to know it’s illegal to hold people indefinitely without charging them. It’s the Fifth Amendment to be exact. I can quote it for you if you like…

      You’re not being imprisoned, Doctor Wentworth. We’re simply detaining you and the others until we understand what we’re faced with. We can’t let anyone who might be a threat to society out among innocent Americans. We can’t take a chance that a…

      Vampire?

      Yes, that a vampire might begin feeding on innocent humans at whim.

      (Laughs.) Do you think the ones who are here, the ones who willingly surrendered themselves, are a threat to society?

      I’m asking the questions, Doctor Wentworth. Have you ever murdered anyone for their blood?

      You already asked that question.

      Doctor Wentworth, the sooner you answer the questions, the sooner we’re done here.

      (Sighs.) No, I’ve never murdered anyone for their blood.

      Are you certain?

      Have you ever murdered anyone?

      No, Doctor Wentworth, I have never murdered anyone.

      Are you certain?

      Of course.

      There’s my answer. When can I go home?

      As soon as we know how we’re going to handle this situation. I’m sure you understand this is unprecedented in history.

      It isn’t unprecedented at all. You don’t understand. I need to go home to my wife. It’s too hard being here without her. We need to be together.

      Everyone here misses their family, Doctor Wentworth. Assuming everything checks out, we’ll get you home as soon as we can.

      It’s not as if I have a choice in the matter.
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      Whenever I awake in the darkness, in those first moments of consciousness when I open my eyes, I think I am home, in our house, in our bed, your strawberries and cream scent everywhere, Grace’s cinnamon a warm undertone. Every night is a harsh reminder, static on my skin, when I’m fully awake and I realize I’m not home at all but in this hastily built windowless bungalow in the middle of the Sierra Nowhere desert. Every night I look at the thin, bare walls that shake and rattle with the coiling winds, the haphazard wooden desk, the army cot with the feather-thin mattress that sags under my weight, the army surplus pillow and blankets. The only light inside is from a single fluorescent bulb hanging from the ceiling. During the war the families were given black potbellied stoves for heat, but since we are what we are they decided we don’t need to keep warm, which is true enough. I have been cold for over three hundred years, and it is only with you I feel warm again. My cramped quarters are at the front of the trailer divided from my roommate by an unpainted wooden board, as good as nothing to one like me who can hear miles away. And who do I hear snoring on the other side of the partition?

      Geoffrey. Yes, I am bunking with Geoffrey. He haggled the authorities until they put us in the same barracks, much to my chagrin. He goes on and on about returning, only to laugh and say I wouldn’t know what he means about returning, would I? Only I know all about returning and how I must return to you. I am ready to strangle him, though I suppose that is nothing new.

      Tonight after I awoke I pulled the rough gray blanket close to my chin. I didn’t want to get out of bed, but then I thought of you, your sweet, full-lipped smile, your softness, your warmth, and I shook off the sadness. I survived over three hundred years without you. I survived sunlight for you. I can survive this if this is what I need to do to get home. Being here now, I cannot help but remember when I was here before, how I came to be here before, and the similarities between then and now.

      I can hear your voice, Sarah. I can hear you complaining about how I never tell you anything about my past, that you want to know everything about my life from the years we were apart. “Another night,” was always my response. Another night is here, my love, so I will tell you a story.

      When I awoke the night of December 7, 1941, I had no sense that had been an extraordinary day. The world changed while I slept, and yet nothing felt wrong, nothing looked upside down, inside out, tossed round and round. Everything looked as it should for a December Sunday. It was a typically mild winter night in Southern California, the air cooled though not cold, at least not by Massachusetts standards. The earth was scented with wet and rain, the sky grayer without visible starlight. Everything was in its place, no odd sadness in the air. I pulled my notes together for my Monday night classes at UCLA, where I taught then, and I slid the notes into my briefcase. I drank what I had in the fridge, then turned on the cherrywood Zenith radio as I often did. I knew virtually no one in Southern California, and I wanted it to stay that way. I always knew it was dangerous to make ties with anyone, too problematic in case anyone guessed my secret (a paranoia which has been sadly proven true), so I stayed within the solitude of the four walls of my dwelling with no company but my memories of you and the radio programs that connected me to the rest of the world. I listened to it all—The Adventures of Ellery Queen, the crime melodrama The Whistler, Kate Smith, Big Band music, Truth or Consequences, and news programs. You would have loved the comedy shows, Sarah, like Abbott and Costello. You’ve always loved to laugh. After lifetimes of silent, lonely hours, the radio helped me feel as though I had company. It was a marvel to me—a live human on the other side of the speaker—and I was thankful for the distraction. But that December night, after the static crackled into the room, I heard the urgency in the announcer’s voice. It was a wavering voice, an unsteady voice, though it struggled to remain impassive. These are merely the facts, the voice said, and the facts are the facts.

      “…when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor at just before eight a.m. this morning…”

      Pearl Harbor? I didn’t even know where to find Pearl Harbor on a map. Is it part of the United States, I wondered? When I settled myself enough to listen, I sat in the wing chair and tried to concentrate, needing to understand.

      “… over two long hours, Japanese bombs killed or wounded nearly four thousand Americans, damaging eighteen ships, including all eight battleships of the Pacific Fleet, and destroying over three hundred and fifty aircraft. Over one thousand lives were lost when the battleship U.S.S. Arizona exploded and sank off the Hawaiian shore…”

      “This must be some kind of hoax,” I said aloud. “Of course the United States hasn’t been bombed.” But the more I heard the panic in the announcer’s voice, the more I believed. Where will this lead, I wondered? Who will play scapegoat now?

      Then I listened to a rebroadcast of the President’s speech from earlier that day:

      “…December 7, 1941—a date which will live in infamy—the United States of America was suddenly and deliberately attacked by naval and air forces of the Empire of Japan…

      “I regret to tell you that very many American lives have been lost. In addition, American ships have been reported torpedoed on the high seas between San Francisco and Honolulu…

      “Japan has, therefore, undertaken a surprise offensive extending throughout the Pacific area. The facts speak for themselves. The people of the United States have already formed their opinions and well understand the implications to the very life and safety of our nation.

      “As commander in chief of the Army and Navy I have directed that all measures be taken for our defense. But always will our whole nation remember the character of the onslaught against us…”

      
      Class was quiet a week after Pearl Harbor. The students were taking their last quiz of the term before their comprehensive final exams, and they were concentrating on Shakespearean quotes and quibbles. I can always tell by their faces as they scan the papers whether or not they’ve studied. The prepared ones are relaxed, easy as they write their essays, knowing where to look in the text for their references, knowing what they want to say. The unprepared are slumped, staring at the tips of their pencils, cursing me under their breaths.

      “To be or not to be…” I heard one student murmur. I nodded at the words.

      I heard quick-time steps racing across campus, and I pretended not to hear the hurry come closer and closer, not that my students were paying any attention to me. Suddenly, one of my students, Keiko Sato, pushed open the door and rushed into the classroom. She could hardly speak for her panting.

      “Professor Wentworth,” she said. “I’m so sorry. Can I still take the quiz?”

      “Of course, Keiko,” I said. I pulled another quiz from my briefcase, along with a sheet of notebook paper. She nodded, her sharp, observant eyes on the floor, her cheeks pink in embarrassment, but I wasn’t concerned. She was a smart girl, Keiko. Even with her late start I knew she would finish before most of the others. She took the paper to an empty desk near the back of the room, and several heads popped up when she passed. I heard a snicker from a scowl-faced boy in the center, but a stern look from me stopped him. The students settled again while Keiko worked with the relaxed demeanor of one who has prepared. I went back to grading their essays on “Distinguishing Tragedy from Comedy in Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Measure for Measure.”

      After thirty minutes, some students began handing in their quizzes and leaving. One student, a young woman about twenty years old, turned to Keiko and said, with a voice syrupy sweet, “Did you know Japan was going to bomb Pearl Harbor?”

      Keiko looked up, confused. “Excuse me?”

      “Do you know what your soldiers did to innocent Americans in Hawaii?”

      “My soldiers?”

      “The Japanese soldiers.”

      “I’m from Los Angeles,” Keiko said.

      “Thank you, Jessica,” I said to the young woman. “That will be all for tonight.”

      Jessica turned away, flipping her white-blond locks behind her. I could hear her heavy-heeled shoes clunk on the floor as she stomped down the hall to the stairs. I watched Keiko, trying to gauge her feelings, but she was impassive, concentrating on her work. A few other students flashed icy-cold or poker-hot glares in Keiko’s direction, but she didn’t look up. I wandered around the classroom checking on the students’ progress, and I noticed Keiko had finished her work. From my glance I saw that not only had she finished, but her answers were spot-on. Yet she remained staring at the paper as though she were still working, her pencil retracing words she’d already written. Finally, after everyone else handed in their papers and left, when we were alone in the room, she stood.

      “I’m finished, Professor,” she said.

      “You finished about thirty minutes ago.”

      “I thought it was better if I waited. I don’t want any trouble.”

      “Did you have trouble getting here? Is that why you were late?”

      Keiko didn’t answer. I shook my head because already it was starting, the finger-pointing, the accusations, the false pretenses, the better-you-than-me decisions.

      “Did someone hurt you?” I asked.

      “They just shouted things.”

      I looked out the window at the December night sky, the street lights leaving the campus dull and shadowy. I didn’t see anyone who looked like they were loitering, anyone who looked like they were waiting, but I knew Keiko was
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