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AUTHOR’S NOTE 






This is a work of fiction and any resemblance to actual people, except for certain historical figures, is coincidental.






The description in the Prologue of the siege of the Etruscan city of Agylle by Dionysius I and his plundering of the Temple of Eileithyia is taken from the Bibliotheca Historica, Book XV, Chapter 14, of Diodorus Siculus.  The accounts of his seizure of the ‘sacred temple vessels’ and of the revolt of the city of Metapontum against his rule are however fictional.
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PROLOGUE
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ITALY, 4TH CENTURY BC

IN 385 BC THE TYRANT Dionysius of Syracuse attacked and burnt the Etruscan city of Agylle. He laid waste to its territory, slaughtered and enslaved its people, and plundered the Temple of Artemis, whom the Etruscans call Eileithyia. He seized the sacred silver vessels from the temple and a thousand talents of silver from the city. He took all back to Syracuse, to be melted down and made into coins to pay his mercenaries.

The city of Metapontum had been subdued years before by Dionysius, who had installed his general Kallikrates to rule there. But the Metapontines, chafing under his rule, rose up and drove Kallikrates and the Syracusans out. In revenge, Dionysius ordered his allies, the Lucanians from the hill country, to attack the city, and dispatched a ship to Italy with their payment. The Metapontines, learning of the shipment from their spies, met it when it landed and looted the ship of the thousands of silver coins it carried. When the Lucanian mercenaries arrived, expecting to be paid, the Metapontines attacked and vanquished them. 

The Metapontines carried their spoils into the city in triumph. When they were all assembled in the square the priestess of Artemis, Roxana, commanded that the coins be spread out before her on the ground. Then, her hand guided it is said by the goddess, she removed those that contained silver from the sacred temple vessels. Seventy-two in number, these coins were sealed within a box of walnut wood. This Roxana took to Artemis’ sacred spring outside the walls of Metapontum and cast into its waters, returning to the goddess that which had been taken from her.

Dionysius himself then attacked the city in force and conquered it. He enslaved its soldiers and sent them to work in his silver mines, decreeing that they would spend the rest of their lives replacing the silver that they had stolen from him.

In the years that followed, the sacred spring ceased to flow and the river Bradanus changed its course. Its flood waters covered the old site of the spring, gradually burying it under its silt and erasing it from memory. 
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SUMMER 1961

IN THE EARLY MORNING hours of August 16, the 67-year-old Smith County Courthouse in Millers Grove, Michigan erupted into flame.

At 1:35 that night, Deputy Sheriff Chester Willis on his rounds saw light flickering from the second-floor windows. The alarm was sounded but the fire spread quickly. Within ten minutes the interior of the building was engulfed, with flames erupting out of its upper windows. Smoke billowed upward, lit by light from the inferno, as decades of tax records, property records, records of the community’s life, were consumed. By the time the volunteer fire department arrived, there was nothing they could do to save the structure. Many of the townspeople, hearing the alarm, had come out that night to watch the fiery death of the grand old lady. A loud gasp went up from the crowd when her interior wooden beams collapsed, setting off a shower of sparks shooting skyward. 

By four that morning it was all over. The old Courthouse was a smoldering ruin, the interior gutted, her great stone walls left blackened and cracked from the intense heat. 

The secret it had kept for so long waited beneath.

****
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FALL 

IN 1961 JOHN F. KENNEDY was president, Yuri Gagarin became the first human in space, and the Twist and the Hula Hoop were big. Ozzie and Harriet were on ABC on Thursdays, The Ed Sullivan Show was on Sunday nights on CBS, and NBC had Sing Along with Mitch and a 15-minute Huntley-Brinkley Report. And construction of the Berlin Wall had begun.

In 1961 the town of Millers Grove was a fairly typical Midwestern town. It was a quiet town, a resort town sitting on the Lake Huron shore. Its population ebbed and flowed like the tide, swelling in the summer from an influx of tourists, and then waning as autumn approached. 

It was a year, it was a time, of expanding horizons and unlimited possibilities. It was my junior year in high school.

And it was a year that would change everything for me. 

That year the town was celebrating its centennial, and that summer there had been a parade, street dances, and the opening of a special exhibit at City Hall of old photographs of the town going back to 1861. Millers Grove had started out in the 19th century as a logging town; the first white settlers in the area sailed up Lake Huron to harvest the surrounding white-pine forests. The first sawmill was built in 1854 and the downtown area developed from that. Thirty years later the pine forests were gone and the land had been given over to farming. Then in the 1920s and 30s the town’s tourist industry started to develop when the government built a highway that passed through its downtown as it followed the lake shore. Later, during the Depression, the state built the park on the Lake Huron shore and city people from Detroit and elsewhere, attracted by the easy access to its beach, the lake, and what was left of northern Michigan’s scenery, began spending their summer vacations here.

The town had its share of local myths and legends, mostly used around the campfire to frighten little kids. There was ‘Big Sid’,  who was supposed to haunt the woods late at night and to carry off unwary children, for reasons that varied with the teller. And then there was the theory that La Salle’s ship, the Griffon, is buried under nearby Dead Man Lake. On September 18, 1679, the Griffon departed Green Bay, Wisconsin for Niagara with a load of furs but was never seen again, and the legend, or the theory or whatever you want to call it, is that it made it this far only to be sunk in a storm. Dead Man Lake is now little more than a pond, about a thousand yards inland from the Lake Huron shore and connected to Huron by a creek small enough to jump across. But three centuries ago, before silting up, the lake and the creek were much bigger, big enough for the Griffon to have sailed up them seeking shelter from a storm. And there, supposedly, it remains. Of course, except for the lake’s suggestive name, there was little evidence to support this theory and, as far as I can tell, nobody had actually taken the trouble to dig down into the muck of the lake to check it out. But as legends go, it was as good as any and better than most. And it entertained the tourists.

The town’s schools consisted of a public elementary school, a combined junior-senior high school, and the Catholic parochial school. The high school was a sleek modern one-story building out on the edge of town. The elementary school was an elegant three-story Victorian brick-and-stone building, still in good shape seventy-three years after its construction in 1888. 

Beside the Catholic church, there were the Lutheran, the Baptist, and the Episcopalian churches. The other established religions were fishing, hunting, and football.

I had been named after my maternal grandfather, Alexander Smith, who had taught mathematics at the high school. My dad, Dr. Norman Chappell, was one of the town’s two general practitioners, Dr. Andersson being the other one. Apparently Millers Grove had  enough sprained ankles, broken bones and whatnot to keep both of them gainfully employed. For anything more serious there was the small regional hospital. My mother, Grace Chappell, volunteered for the local Cub Scout troop as a den mother and worked part-time at the public library

That year we lived on River Street, a street lined with tall stately trees and middle-class homes with large grassy, unfenced summer lawns. River Street, as you might guess, ran along a river, the Millers Grove River, and our back yard ran all the way down to its bank. It wasn’t much of a river, twenty or so feet across, and at most three feet deep. It was wider and deeper back in the lumbering days, when they used to float logs down it. The water was tinted brown, like tea, from all the tannin in it. The river flowed out of a small lake about ten miles upstream and, like a tired old man, meandered slowly down to Lake Huron. The upstream lake, Spirit Lake, was shallow and marshy and my kid brother Tommy and I would row our ‘duck boat’ up there in the summer. About a hundred yards downstream of our house the river was crossed by a trestle bridge of the old Detroit & Mackinaw Railroad, whose trains traveled neither to Detroit nor to Mackinaw.

It was at the Centennial Photo Exhibit where I met Sam Greenley. I had been the staff photographer on the school newspaper, The Beacon, as a sophomore and I continued as such into my junior year. I was at the exhibit taking pictures for the first issue of the school year, and Sam was  there covering it for The Smith County Chronicle, the local weekly. Sam had been a photographer for The Detroit Free Press and The Chicago Tribune back in the 20’s and the 30’s. After the war he’d moved to Millers Grove to work for the Chronicle as a reporter-slash-photographer and, in his spare time, to do some fishing, (except that he would have reversed the order).

Sam said that he was looking for someone to help him out occasionally on the photography end on the weekends and after school; his arthritis was acting up and it was getting harder for him to handle the camera. He said there wouldn’t be any pay but I’d get to learn the newspaper business. And I could have the use of the Chronicle’s darkroom and of one of Sam’s Graflex cameras for my own photography. 

In those years I had dreams of one day working on a big city newspaper. So I signed on to work with Sam that summer.
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CHAPTER 2
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THE SUMMER TOURISTS had gone home and the fall term was starting. Millers Grove High School stretched its limbs, yawned, and geared up for another school year. 

I always looked forward to the start of classes in the fall. To the smell of new textbooks, the crowds of students in the hallways, the promise of a new beginning. Soon you could hear the marching band practicing for the upcoming game as you passed by the band room, the choir practicing for the Fall Concert in the choir room, and the Theater Department rehearsing Inherit the Wind in the auditorium.

On an overcast Saturday morning in early September Sam and I headed out to The Shady Grove Nursing Home to interview Charlie Ford. Charlie Ford was the oldest resident of Millers Grove and had just turned 100, like the town. The Chronicle wanted to do a human-interest story on him In conjunction with the town’s year-long centennial celebration, and Sam was going out to interview him; I was along to take pictures. Sam had picked me up in his old 1951 Hudson Commodore, then drove down River Street. He took Lake Street along the shore and turned onto Main at the Bancroft. 

The Bancroft Hotel had stood at the corner of Lake and Main for eighty of the town’s one hundred years. It was almost as much of a town icon as the Courthouse had been. As we passed the hotel, I asked Sam, “Is it true that Al Capone once stayed at the Bancroft in the thirties?”

“Nah, that’s just bullshit that Mark Bancroft likes to spread around.”

“Did you ever meet him? Capone?”

“A few times, when I was covering a story. He was just a glorified thug.”

Sam was quiet for a minute as we stopped at a red light, and then said, “Hymie Wiseman! That’s who it was!”

“Who?”

“Hymie Wiseman. He was a small-time safecracker I knew back in Chicago. They called him ‘Fingers’. When I was at that centennial exhibit last summer I saw a photograph of four men at the bar in the Bancroft Hotel, taken sometime in the 1920’s. The one on the left looked familiar, but I couldn’t place him until now.

“What about him?”

“Well, like I said, he was a safecracker. He worked alone, mostly, but then he got together with a couple of goons and the three of them broke into the Lincoln Park mansion of Brock Ashbury and stole his coin collection. 1927, I think that was.”

“A coin collection? You mean like my brother has?”

“No, Ashbury collected ancient Greek coins, more than two thousand years old. Very valuable.”

“So what happened?”

“The two other guys were killed a week later when the cops found them in an abandoned house in Cicero and they tried to shoot their way out. Before he died, one of them said that they’d been double-crossed by Hymie, who’d run off with the whole collection. Then Hymie was caught three months later, in Detroit. He claimed that it was them that doubt-crossed him and had taken the coins. But I’d put my money on Fingers. He never revealed where he’d hid them, even after he was convicted and sent to prison. I think he died there a few years later. Anyway, the coins were never recovered. They must be worth two or three hundred thousand today.”

“What do you think he was doing in Millers Grove?”

“Dunno. He was originally from somewhere around here, but he left home when he was eighteen or so. He once told me that he wouldn’t be caught dead up here again. I guess he had some bad memories.”

The light changed and we proceeded down Main Street. As we passed by the site where the burnt-out shell of the Courthouse was being demolished, we saw the sheriff’s squad car parked in front. Sheriff Potter and Chester, his deputy, were standing nearby, talking to a couple of suits. A yellow police cordon had been set up around the whole building site and all the workmen were milling around on the other side of the street. Sam muttered, “Something’s up,” did a  sharp U-turn, and headed back up Main to investigate. 

We parked down the street from the site. The two suits seemed to be excited about something. 

“Alex, you try to sneak under the cordon to get a shot while I distract the sheriff.”

I grabbed Sam’s Graflex from the back seat and got out of the car as Sam walked over to the sheriff. When no one was looking I squeezed under the cordon and went to the side of the excavation. It looked like they were down to the concrete floor of a sub-basement level. In the opposite corner there was an area, about the size of a human body, where the floor had collapsed into a cavity underneath. I could see there was something lying in the cavity but at that distance I couldn’t make it out.

I knew I had only seconds before I was thrown out of there. I hurriedly set the focus and took the shot just as Chester grabbed me and pulled me back. 

In the meantime Sam had gotten nothing out of Sheriff Potter, just a “No comment.”  Deputy Chester escorted both of us back to our car and told us to get lost. As we walked back to where the car was, I just hoped I had gotten the focus right. 

“I think I got something,” I said. 

“What?”

“I’m not sure. We need to get back to the paper to develop it.”

“Okay,” he replied, and Sam and I headed to the Chronicle office.

The Chron was a weekly that came out on Wednesday and the office was mostly deserted on weekends. We went inside and I waited outside the darkroom while Sam enlarged the negative. At last the red light over the door went out and I hurried inside.

“We have a story,” Sam said, as I looked at a still-wet print of a human skull and bones inside that cavity.

The editor of the Chronicle was Preston Kilroy III, a graduate of the University of Michigan, class of 1950, and former editor of The Michigan Daily. Sam called him at home and filled him in. Preston made the decision to put out a special issue on Monday instead, leading with this scoop and my picture. Twenty minutes later the entire Chronicle staff was in the office setting it up. 

The same day the special hit the streets the mayor put out a news release that human bones had been found underneath the concrete floor of the sub-basement of the Courthouse. It said that the State Police in Lansing had been contacted and they had agreed to send a forensic team to investigate further. Meanwhile, further demolition of the Courthouse had been postponed until all of the remains had been recovered and the forensic team had finished their examination of the crime scene.
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THE COURTHOUSE HAD been an elegant, Neoclassical building, with outer walls of beige sandstone and interior structures of oaken beams. It was built in 1894 on a square at the corner of Main and Elm Street, replacing an earlier brick courthouse. In 1912, the interior was remodeled and a multi-stage clock tower added. 

As you climbed the steps and entered the building, you would have passed a brass plaque set into the pavement that marked the spot where Theodore Roosevelt had stood in 1912. Running for president for a third time on the Bull Moose ticket, he’d been invited to speak at the dedication of the clock tower, even though work on the interior was not yet finished. 

You would have then come into an impressive 2-story atrium, with a floor of Italian marble. All around you there would have been the gleam of brass and of polished oak. Broad staircases with wrought iron railings curved up on either side to the second floor where the courtroom was. 

The Courthouse and the town’s public library had been gifts from an old lumber baron, Burton T. Farnsworth, who had built the first sawmill here, made a fortune, moved to Chicago and made another fortune in the meat-packing industry. Then, at the Chicago World’s Fair of 1893, he met one Diogenes Papadopoulos, the author of a novel theory which posited that the famed “Lost Continent of Atlantis” was to be found under Lake Michigan, about ten miles due east of downtown Chicago. Farnsworth was so impressed with this theory that he proposed using his considerable fortune to promote it. Fortunately for his heirs, he died before he could spend much of their future inheritance on this endeavor. 

Farnsworth’s will included specific instructions on how the bequest was to be used. His lawyer managed to talk him out of his plan that the Courthouse be built in the form of a giant Atlantean pyramid, and to limit the conditions for the library to just two:  That the complete writing of Diogenes Papadopoulos were to be on display in the library, and that there be a mural on the walls of the library depicting his vision of a great midwestern Atlantis. 

And so, when visitors walked into the atrium of the Burton T. Farnsworth Memorial Public Library, they would see all around them display cases containing the ten volumes of Papadopoulos’ epic work:  Atlantis:  The  City Under Lake Michigan, each opened to an appropriate page. On the walls above was a mural by a famous New York City artist that depicted a magnificent island city, with marbled columned buildings, fantastical pyramids, noble statuary, wide public squares and avenues, all within a vast lake, where peaceful Indians with feathered headdresses paddled birch bark canoes. It was left to the librarian, Mrs. Hofstadter, to try to explain all of this to the curious summer tourists.

There were persistent rumors that the will had had a secret codicil with instructions that the Courthouse, or the Public Library, or both should be constructed with hidden underground chambers, for unknown but no doubt nefarious purposes. It was a great disappointment to many in the town that upon its demolition no such chambers were found under the Courthouse. But hopes remained high among some quarters for the library.

****
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THE STATE POLICE FORENSIC Unit finished their investigation at the Courthouse site and removed the police cordon. Fred Hooper, the foreman of the work crew, would later tell Sam that when they came back to finish the demolition the next day, they found a bundle of four, long-stemmed red roses laying in the cavity where the remains had been. They’d been tossed there from the edge of the excavation; you could still see the footprints in the dirt leading up to and then away from a point just above the cavity. Thinking they might be from someone who knew the identity of the woman, Fred had called Sheriff Potter, who came out and looked around a bit. According to Fred, he didn’t seem to think it was anything but said he’d check it out.

From his contacts within the State Police office, Sam learned that a forensic anthropologist had determined that the bones were those of a Caucasian female in her early twenties. That the body had been wrapped, naked, in a cotton bed sheet and placed in a shallow depression in the earthen floor. Concrete had then been poured over it, leaving a cavity behind as it decomposed. Found with the remains was a distinctive silver pendant or medallion with a broken chain. There was an inscription in Italian engraved on its back:






Con Angelica Voce, In Sua Favella  






A professor of Italian at Michigan State identified this as from The Divine Comedy by Dante; Line 57, Canto II of The Inferno: “As with an angel’s voice she spoke to me.” 

One afternoon soon after the discovery I was down at the Chronicle office helping Sam with an article on this new information he’d just gotten from his sources. Sam was, like many of his generation of reporters, strictly of the “hunt-and-peck” school so I was typing while Sam dictated. We were both pretty charged up about the scoop we had.

After a while I noticed a middle-age woman hesitating at the door to Sam’s office. I was about to say something when Sam became aware of her. When he did, she asked, “Is it her?”

“No, Mrs. Dorfmann, I’m sorry. It isn’t her. This one died a long time ago.”

At this the woman looked like she might start to cry. But instead she turned and walked away.

Sam was silent as he watched her go, then looked back down at his notes.

“Who was that?”

“That was Muriel Dorfmann. Her daughter Melody went missing back in 1947. The body was never found, just a few items of her clothing in an empty field. It was one of the first stories I worked on when I started here. She had lost her husband in the war, and Melody was her only child.”

Sam looked out through the office door, as if Mrs. Dorfmann was still there.

“It nearly destroyed her. She became a recluse, wandering around in that big house of hers, like a ghost. I think she gave up hope that Melody was still alive years ago. Now she just wants to find out what happened to her. So whenever a body is dug up anywhere in the state she’ll call or she’ll drive there, hoping it’s Melody.”

Sam reached into a bottom drawer and pulled out his bottle of scotch.

“Go home, Alex. I’ll finish the story later.”

I left, not knowing what to say.

I couldn’t get the look on Mrs. Dorfmann’s face out of my mind. A lost look. I thought about the woman found under the Courthouse, the “Girl in the Concrete” one of the out-of-town newspapers had called her, and wondered if she had a mother who had also grieved for her.

Photographs of the pendant and its inscription were published in all of the local newspapers as well as a couple of national papers, but it remained unidentified. The bed sheet had a distinct yellow-roses floral pattern printed on it but that fact was not released to the public. The significance, if any, of the inscription was unknown.

The identity of the Girl in the Concrete, and of who put her there, remained a mystery.
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ENGLISH WAS MY FAVORITE class that year because I sat right behind Debbie Carpenter, the prettiest girl in the junior class. And because the second prettiest girl, her friend Wendy Kotterman, sat two desks up and one row over on the right.

That fall we studied A Midsummer Night’s Dream and Macbeth. Towards the end of A Midsummer Night’s Dream there is a “play-within-a-play” about two lovers, Pyramus and Thisbe, and Mr. Stirling, the teacher, had the idea to have some of us stand up in front of the class and speak the parts. A dearth of willing males meant that Pyramus (the boy) was  played by Debbie, with Wendy playing Thisbe (the girl). The plot of this mini-play was sort of Shakespeare’s dry run for Romeo and Juliet; the two lovers lived next door to each other in ancient Babylon, but their families were enemies so they’re forbidden to speak to each other. They can only communicate through a chink in the wall that separates their two houses. And then, at the end, they both kill themselves. It’s all very sad.

In this melodrama I was assigned to play the part of the wall. (Yes, the wall had a part; it was a talking wall.)  There was also a part for a Prologue, a Lion. and for the Moon. So all of us are up at the front of the classroom; Debbie (Pyramus) and Wendy (Thisbe) are kneeling facing each other, pretending there’s a wall between them, and I’m standing with the others next to Mr. Stirling’s desk. 

It went something like this:




PYRAMUS

O, kiss me through the hole of this vile wall!

THISBE

I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all.

PYRAMUS

Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straightway?

THISBE

Tide life, tide death, I come without delay.





Now this was my cue to say, “Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so;/And, being done, thus Wall away doth go.” But I had pretty much stopped paying attention to anything after hearing Wendy’s line, “I kiss the wall’s hole”. I was only brought out of my daze by a not-so-subtle prompt from Mr. Stirling. 

Following the success of his production of Pyramus and Thisbe, Mr. Stirling hoped to repeat it with our next subject of study, Macbeth. The scene he picked was Act I, Scene 3: the scene where Macbeth first meets the three witches. The part of Macbeth was given to Scott Keller and that of Banquo to Jim Beck, and the parts of the witches to the Schneider triplets:  Helen, Holly, and Heather.

Now, actors will tell you that Macbeth is an “unlucky” play; that things, bad things, seem to happen when it’s performed. And so, to ward off its curse,  they never refer to it as “Macbeth”, only as “the Scottish play”. Mr. Stirling unfortunately was unaware of this particular aspect of the play, and so he forged blissfully ahead with staging this scene from “Macbeth” in his classroom. And things went off well, even better that Pyramus and Thisbe; Scott, the star quarterback of the football team, spoke his lines just like you’d expect from an 11th-century Scottish thane and Jim was convincing as his best buddy Banquo, while the triplets cackled their hearts out .

But the next day Scott broke his collarbone in practice and was out for the game against our biggest rival on Friday. Despite the team being previously undefeated, we lost, 49-0, and were eliminated from taking the division. And the next day, Saturday, despite having the parking brake being set, Mr. Stirling’s brand new Ford Thunderbird somehow rolled down his driveway, across the street, and crashed through Mrs. Burn’s plate-glass window just as her bridge club was having its weekly meeting. 

And the next week all three of the Schneider triplets came down with measles and had to be quarantined.

****
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WENDY KOTTERMAN HAD long, dark brown hair, looked a little like Audrey Hepburn with glasses, and the sight of her drove me nuts. As noted above, she was in my English class that year. The previous year we’d been biology together, but I’d been too shy to try to get to know her. This year I was determined to try. 

I just had to figure out how. 

But, as it turned out, I didn’t. I was standing in front of my locker one day getting out my algebra book when I heard a voice behind me say “Hi”. I turned around and there was Wendy. 

“Alex, you take the photographs for the Beacon, don’t you?” 

I managed to grunt an uh-huh and nod like an idiot. 

Apparently encouraged, she continued. “I’m going to be on the yearbook staff this year and we really need someone experienced like you to help us out with the photographs, if you’re not going to be too busy.”

“Uh, sure.”

“Great! The yearbook staff will be meeting tomorrow in the library at three, so I’ll see you there, ok?”

Then she was off, bouncing down the hallway, and I remembered to breathe.

Things sometimes just seem to work out.

The Millers Grove High School yearbook was called The Legenda. At the meeting, the editor, Mary Beth Kreutzfeldt, suggested to us new guys that, when we got a chance, we should look at some of the previous yearbooks, to get an idea of their layout. There was a complete set of yearbooks in the school library of course, but there was also a set in the Farnsworth Memorial Library. So one Saturday morning, when I happened to be downtown with nothing else to do, I went in to have a look.

When I entered the atrium I saw Eddie Eppert there, staring into one of the display cases where old Diogenes’ magnum opus was on display. I had known Eddie since the sixth grade when we were in the Boy Scouts together. Eddie had just joined The Beacon’s staff as a reporter that fall. When he saw me, he motioned me over.

“Hey, Alex, look at this!”

I went over and looked through the glass at the volume he was looking at. Each month, as per Farnsworth’s will, Mrs. Hofstadter would open up the cases and turn the page on each volume, so there was always something new to see. As a kid, I used to come to the library to look at the pages on display here, reading all about Papadopoulos’ pipe dream. But I’d grown out of it by that time.

“See what it says there? The third paragraph from the bottom, on the right.”

I read:


Whenever they built one of their major public buildings, it was the practice of the ancient Atlanteans to sacrifice the virgin daughter of the High Priest and entomb her body underneath the structure as an offering to their chief deity, the Great God El. 



“Yeah, so?”

“Don’t you see? Just like with the Courthouse!”

“You think the ancient Atlanteans buried that girl there?”

“No, you idiot! Papadopoulos did. Farnsworth’s will put him in charge of building it. Have you read any of this stuff? He was nuts. He could’ve done it.”

“That’s crazy! And how do you know Papadopoulos even had a virgin daughter to sacrifice?”

“Come over here.”

Eddie went over to one of the other cases and I followed him.

“Look at that!” he said.

It was the first volume, opened to the title page. Underneath the title and Papadopoulos’ name there was a line of text:  “Dedicated to my devoted wife Flavia and loving daughter Angelica.”

“So? He had a daughter. How do you know she was a virgin?” 

“My mom says they were all virgins back then. And her name was Angelica! Just like in the inscription on the pendant!”

“But the inscription is in Italian, and it just means ‘angel’.”

“Right! And he was Italian!”

“Papadopoulos is Greek, you moron!”

“It is? Oh.”

That seemed to deflate him. But not for long. 

“Doesn’t matter. I still think he was crazy enough to do it.”

“Well,” I replied, “I’ll leave you to it. I got some yearbooks to look at.”

“Yeah, Alex, see you,” he said, as I left him there, studying old Diogenes’ musings on the ancient Atlanteans.

****
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THE EDITOR OF The Beacon that year was Heather Schneider. Her two sisters, Helen and Holly, were assistant editors. That week all three were still in measles quarantine. Which is the only reason that the article Eddie wrote, 






MYSTERY OF THE 

GIRL IN THE CONCRETE SOLVED

Daughter of Papadopoulos Sacrificed 

to Ancient Atlantean Deity








saw the light of print. That, and the inexperience of the rest of the staff left to guard the fort in the Schneiders’ absence. 

Me, I just took pictures.

I had to admit though that Eddie’s article was a masterpiece of unbridled speculation and courageous leaps of logic. It was clear that he had a bright future ahead as a reporter for The National Enquirer. But The Beacon aspired to higher journalistic standards, and the next week all of the un-quarantined Beacon staff, me included, were hauled into the office of Mr. Pinkowski, the principal, for a little sit-down talk.

“I received a call from Sheriff Potter yesterday about this article of yours, Edward,”  Mr. Pinkowski began, “and he is not happy.”

“Uh, why is that, Mr. Pinkowski?” Eddie asked.

“Sheriff Potter is not happy because his secretary Mrs. Olsen now has to spend all of her time answering phone calls from people about this article. They’re starting to come in, he tells me, from as far away as Detroit.”

“Really!” Eddie brightened up, “You mean a lot of people read it?”

“Indeed they have, Edward,” Mr. Pinkowski continued, “and Mrs. Olsen and the sheriff are getting tired of having to tell those people that it’s complete hogwash!”

“But it could have happened that way, couldn’t it?”

“No, Edward. The sheriff told me that the sub-basement where the body was found wasn’t put in until 1912, when the whole Courthouse was remodeled. And Diogenes Papadopoulos died in 1899. And his daughter Angelica married a chiropractor, moved to Kalamazoo and lived to become a little old lady with ten grandchildren.”

“Oh,” was all that Eddie could muster in reply.

Needless to say, Eddie’s tenure at The Beacon was short-lived that fall.
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CHAPTER 5
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EACH FALL THE BOY SCOUTS held a district-wide First Aid Meet and that year it was held in the Millers Grove High School gymnasium. In these events, each Boy Scout Patrol was presented with a problem scenario:  an ‘accident victim’ and an index card that described the victim’s symptoms. They would then evaluate the victim and treat the injuries, and the judges scored the scouts on their response. 

The victims, all volunteers from Millers Grove and the surrounding towns, were made up beforehand with fake blood, bruises, broken bones, etc. My dad had agreed to be one of the judges, the first time he’d been one. He had planned on going to the monthly Boy Scout Council meeting in case there was anything he needed to know,  but he’d been called to the hospital on a case and asked me to sit in for him.

Dad dropped me off at the high school at seven that evening and then drove on to the hospital. I walked down to the cafeteria where the meeting was just getting started. The meetings were open to the public, so anyone could show up and speak their mind. And often did.

The Scoutmaster of local Troop 314 was Stanley Fishbine, who believed in running a tight ship and keeping things moving. The 3-member Council quickly went through the routine stuff of approving the minutes of last month’s meeting and of hearing the Treasurer’s report. Then the discussion moved to the upcoming
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