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      Deb Powers suspected no one in her new hometown of Estonoa, Virginia, would be more surprised to see her actually working at her new consulting job than she was.

      She sat in her endlessly distracting basement office, with views of the beautiful town rolling down and away from her. The big windows were equipped with both blinds and curtains, to keep her double monitors and other computer equipment from being too visible.

      And honestly to keep Deb from worrying about what she wore on particularly casual (or lazy) days, or when she puttered around down here late at night.

      But she couldn’t bear to block that view during the day, not when she could look across town and watch the constantly changing light and shadow and rain and fog playing along the curving ridge that sheltered Estonoa.

      Right now, much earlier than she was usually at work, a drifting mist fluttered through the deepening green of late springtime, dancing in and out of the trees like it was playing hide and seek. Deb knew the fog would burn off long before noon when the heat of the day set in.

      That only made the teasing effect that much more enticing. And distracting.

      For the first time in ages, though, Deb paid full attention to the big monitors on her old-fashioned wooden desk. Her Auntie Zelda had used the desk for Deb’s whole life, for an infinite variety of purposes.

      Studying for her degrees in history and antiquities when she wasn’t much younger than Deb at forty-two. Plotting out her research trips around the world, to explore folklore and belief systems in different cultures. Writing her several books on the subject, all of them tilted toward her fellow travelers and those who were simply curious, much more than toward her fellow academics.

      All of those volumes and hundreds more waited on the overstuffed black bookshelves that lined nearly every wall in the basement. Deb just about had her aunt’s books memorized, with their breezy prose and vivid, detailed descriptions. But she knew she’d return to them again and again, along with the massive collection of other books on the same subject and more.

      Partly because she’d long been fascinated with how humans interacted. How they worked and lived, loved and fought. That interest had served her well during her years as a private investigator back in Atlanta.

      She never would have believed she’d be turning more and more to the folklore and strange creatures references once she moved to Virginia and attempted to take up a new line of work.

      The line of work she was finally actually doing with her new friend Annie Griffith right that very minute.

      Annie perched in one of the embarrassingly uncomfortable dining room chairs Deb kept in her office, mainly to prevent potential clients from staying too long. She’d stopped just short of begging Annie to take her own comfortable high-tech chair instead.

      With her typical joyful and enthusiastic nature, Annie had refused. Claiming she was only there to ask enough questions to get on Deb’s last remaining nerves. While Deb was there to think and plan and generally be brilliant while she designed Annie’s first proper website.

      “So you can set it up so people can make appointments with me on the website?” Annie said, brushing her impressive tumble of red curls back over her shoulder. “And the site will let me know when they do, and put it on my calendar?”

      Deb switched to one of the demo sites she’d set up weeks ago in a burst of enthusiastic preparation, before she’d unexpectedly gotten pulled back into her old line of work. With Annie along for one of the most interesting and surprising cases.

      “You bet,” Deb said. “See how it has certain hours and days blocked out, and the others are available? You set that up yourself, to make sure no one can double-book or try to get you to work on your day off. Then when they do schedule, it notifies you right away.”

      Annie shook her head, her pale cheeks coloring a bit even though she was smiling. Today she had on one of her trademark gauzy, flowing tops in purple, paired with sturdy black hiking pants and boots. Since the plan was to finally get Deb down onto the network of trails around the Grasspe River that brought visitors to Estonoa year-round, Deb dressed the same way. But with a geeky movie t-shirt instead.

      “I’ve seen those calendars on websites for hotels and such,” Annie said. “But I had no idea it was something I could afford and learn how to run for myself. I thought it needed big servers and all kinds of programming, and more money than I could afford to throw at it.”

      Deb smiled as she booked an appointment on the calendar, then switched to her email on her second screen. As soon as the message popped up, Annie let out an irresistible giggle.

      “No worries at all on any of that,” Deb said. “It’s gotten a lot easier over the years for sure, and I’ll make sure you understand how it all works. As much as you want to understand, anyway. And the cost will be quite reasonable for my hiking and cave-full-of-mysterious-shadow-creatures buddy.”

      Neither Deb nor Annie were quite sure what the creatures they’d found under the high school were, even though they’d been visiting them regularly since their discovery. What they did know was that adventure had led them to a stash of illegal weapons that were now off the street, along with the criminals who had hidden them there.

      “Well, I can tell you I’ve got plenty of friends who prefer to focus a lot more on their work than their websites,” Annie said. “And they’d be thrilled to have someone like you who they can trust to help them with it. I was thinking I’d like to sell a line of...”

      Annie broke off, head held to the side and a distant look in her eyes. Deb had seen her do that a few times, and it always meant something weird was about to happen.

      She had no idea if that was Annie’s training as an ordained priestess, her deep knowledge of pagan and all kinds of other faiths, or something she’d simply been born with. But in the few weeks they’d known each other, Deb had learned to trust it.

      Or sometimes to dread it.

      “You’ve got company,” Annie said with a mischievous grin. “Or you will in a minute.”

      With no surprise whatsoever, Deb looked out the window just as a brown-uniformed figure turned up the sidewalk leading to her office door. She didn’t have to look twice to recognize Terri Walsh.

      Sheriff Walsh to most people in Estonoa and the surrounding area.

      And Deb’s often-annoying and much-loved cousin Terri.

      “Ten to one she’s got something she thinks I should investigate,” Deb said, with much less irritation than she used to feel at the idea. “And yet another reason I should finish getting my Virginia PI license.”

      Annie laughed and shook her head.

      “No way I’m taking that bet. From what you’ve told me, the better odds are that she’ll really wish she could go with you, but still have an inescapable reason why she can’t.”

      Deb’s laugh was much closer to a guffaw, one she barely managed to get under control by the time Terri knocked on her screen door.

      “Whatever it is,” Deb called, “I didn’t do it.”

      Terri let herself in, taking off her stiff-edged hat that managed to be rounded and pointy at the same time.

      “I’ve known you way too long to believe any bullshit about you being innocent.” Terri tossed her hat on one end of Deb’s wonderfully puffy and inviting sofa, then flopped down herself, arms and legs going in all directions. “Good to see you, Annie. Great to see you, as a matter of fact.”

      Annie turned her head just enough to flash a hidden wink at Deb.

      “How’s it going, Terri?” she said. “Got something interesting going on?”

      Terri ruffled her fingers through her wavy brown hair, but it somehow fell neatly back into place. Deb had given up on ever learning that trick for her own disobedient hair.

      “Interesting is such an ill-defined term, don’t you think? I mean in the sense that we’re supposed to want interesting things in our lives all the time. The older I get, the more I crave a little bit of predictable day-to-day routine. Not happening on this day, though. You make it down to the trail here in town yet, Deb?”

      Annie stood and carried her chair back in front of the big desk before Deb could say a word. The only thing she could think to do was walk around herself and turn the other chair to face the couch as well.

      “Not since I moved here,” Deb said. “There wasn’t much to see when you dragged me out there for a party when we were kids. Annie was going to take me down there as soon as we finished up. I’m going to set her up with a new website.”

      “Is that right?” Terri’s eyebrows went up, and she smacked her own leg and grinned. “You mean you’re actually doing your long-rumored consulting job, and I’m lucky enough to witness it?”

      “Yeah yeah, smartass. I set Jeff up with a new computer a couple of weeks back, remember? You should, you barged in and interrupted that day too.”

      That day Terri had interrupted more than a consulting job. She’d thrown a wrench into what Deb hoped was the next phase of the slow-burn flirtation between herself and Jeff Denton, a long-ago friend of both of them. Terri also sent Deb and Jeff on a case that day, ending with the most unusual surprise member of a household any of them could have imagined.

      “I do seem to recall something about a setup between you two,” Terri said, pursing her lips in a (fake) regretful pose. “One that’s still in progress if I’m not mistaken.”

      Annie snorted at that, leaving Deb not sure which of them to be more annoyed with.

      “Just say it, Theresa.”

      “You got it, Deborah. Even though you haven’t yet made the effort to enjoy our trails since you moved here, I’m assuming you know at least a little bit about them.”

      Deb sat back and crossed her legs.

      “I do have family here, which shouldn’t be a surprise to you since you’re one of them. I know they opened the trail in the first place because there’s a good bit of history there. You’re not going to tell me someone’s been seeing ghosts of the Baron and his sweetheart?”

      Terri waved her hand in Deb’s general direction.

      “If that was happening, you know the town would have been all over it on all the tourism sites. Probably those ghost hunter shows would have already descended to stir up all kinds of trouble. This is out on the other end of the trail, toward Marlene’s Eddy.”

      Annie shivered and raised her shoulders for a second.

      “That’s an incredible spot, very powerful.” At Deb’s puzzled look, she went on. “It looks like the river tried to divert into a different path, but it only cut through the softer rock. A little ridge of bedrock kept it from going any further. But it did manage to carve out a wonderful little rounded channel, almost like a whirlpool.”

      “That’s the place.” Terri picked up her hat and brushed at a bit of something Deb couldn’t see. “I don’t know about powerful, but it’s very pretty there. Quiet too. Anyway, these last couple of weeks, hikers have been reporting unusual things around the eddy.”

      Deb could tell herself all day long she didn’t want to return to her high-stress life as a private investigator. That she’d made the big move to the small town to help herself along the path to making a career change at the same time.

      None of that stopped her constantly curious and active mind from latching on to every strange thing Terri gave her, like an obsessive hound dog with a good squeaky toy.

      “Strange how?” she said, refusing to throw out suggestions for Terri to shoot down. Partly because she enjoyed the surprise too much.

      “This one really is hard to put into words, even for me,” Terri said, frowning and looking serious for a change. “People say they feel...threatened lately. Even people who’ve been hiking that trail since it opened four years ago. They swear their skin crawls, like they’re being watched. Not just people, either. Their dogs get freaked out and don’t even want to walk through there. It’s strong enough that several people have called us in.”

      “Did you take police dogs out there?” Annie said. “To see how they react?”

      “We did, or we tried to. These aren’t fresh-out-of-training dogs or officers, but the dogs refused to get within twenty feet of the eddy. They didn’t bark or alert, they

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/an-eddy-of-the-unexplained-ebook.jpg
AUTHOR OF WICKED BONE AND SONGS IN THE MOUNTAIN

Des Powers, OrHerwortpLy Pl: Case #4

An EDDY OF THE
U EXPLAINED





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





