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Chapter 1

A hot wind blew through the cold night as if a
small taste of hell had reached out its fingers to grab the sleepy
town. Fred Thomas and the rest of the residents of Crawford City
lay in their beds tucked away for the night, unaware of the evil
blown into town ahead of the wind. Soon, however, as daylight began
to break, all of the citizens of the town would know that something
outside of most of their understandings had occurred.

As the sun made its way over the horizon a car
alarm went off in the distance. Then a second car alarm sounded,
and then a third, until every car in town sat honking their horns
and flashing their lights, causing everyone to wake. Even Fred, who
had been deaf from childhood, awoke from the din outside, the
vibration so strong it shook him from bed.

Every front door on every street opened
seemingly at the same time. Each door filled with one or more
people staring into the morning light, key rings in hand, trying to
turn off their car’s part of the deafening blare coming from the
streets.

Pressing the buttons on their remote keys did
not succeed in turning off the cars’ alarms. People ran to their
cars, opened the hoods, and scrambled to disconnect the batteries
to end the blare of the stupid things.

Even with the batteries disconnected the car
alarms did not stop. Then, as if a wave rolled through Crawford
City, starting on one end of the town, the horns and lights
stopped. Even though they did not know it, the lives of the
residents in Crawford City had changed, and not for the better.





Chapter 2

23 Years Ago

Eight-year old Freddie Thomas walked home from
school along a dirt road called Thunderhead Lane. Wheat fields
bordered both sides of the old road. Even though the sun shone
bright on this day, the boy felt a strange light following him. The
light invoked a feeling of fear and dread in the boy and he began
to walk faster. Feeling the light increasing its speed to keep up
with him he broke into a run and darted into the wheat field on the
right. No matter how fast he ran, or which way he zagged, the light
stayed right behind him. And then, he was gone.
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Hysterical, Freddie’s mother, Irene Thomas,
entered the office of Sheriff David Brown. Only six months earlier
her husband had been killed in a mining accident. Now her son had
disappeared. “I can’t find my son!” she yelled. “I went to the
school and they said he left right after class let out. Sheriff, my
baby’s gone!”

“I’m sorry, Irene,” Sheriff Brown said. “Our
resources are spread pretty thin. But we can ask for volunteers to
look for him.”
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Most of the people in town volunteered. One hundred fifty of the
townspeople gathered to assist in the search for Freddie. The
town’s elderly people coordinated the search at base camp.
Meanwhile the ones who could, searched the wheat fields. Sheriff
Brown advised the searchers to call out if they found anything. To
avoid confusion he told them to not move from their position if
they heard someone call.

Spread just two feet apart, the lines of
searchers stepped into the wheat fields on either side of the road.
The searchers walked step-for-step, with each looking to the left,
the right, and then straight ahead.

After thirty minutes a shout emitted from the
field to the right side of the road. Sheriff Brown ran to the spot
from where they heard the yell. There he discovered the reason for
the commotion: a small child’s tennis shoe. Just one, lying there
as if it had become stuck and the child ran right out of it.

The sheriff made sure to document the scene with
evidence markers and photos. Using a glove, he picked up the shoe
and put it in an evidence bag. With the evidence in hand, the
sheriff walked back to the command center to talk to Mrs.
Thomas.

“Is this little Freddie’s shoe?” Sheriff Brown
asked.

Mrs. Thomas could not answer verbally. Her
reaction said it all. A single tear ran down her face. She began to
weep uncontrollably. Sheriff Brown put a hand on her shoulder.

The search continued until darkness fell and the
search party could not continue. The sheriff had provided the
searchers with markers so they knew where to continue their search.
When the searchers returned to the command post, the sheriff asked
them to meet back at base camp the next day to resume the
search.

Angela Simpson, a reporter for the Crawford City
Observer, waited at base camp to report any news on young Freddie.
Even though the whole town showed up for the search, she wanted to
make a record of the event.

“Is it true they found Freddie’s shoe?” Angela
asked Irene.

The sheriff stepped in and said, “Angela, this
isn’t the best time to ask her any questions. You know better than
to pour fuel onto the fire of someone who is visibly upset. Why
don’t you give her a few days?”

Angela said, “Okay, Sheriff. Can you confirm you
found Freddie’s shoe?”

“I can confirm we found a shoe. That’s all I
have to say right now,” the sheriff answered.

With a huff Angela turned and walked away,
grumbling to herself.

[image: tmp_c913ee976885e0e740170992b471abbb_Wl8Wx__html_m60b6808.jpg]

The next day the Observer printed an article
stating the search party found a child’s shoe the previous day,
along with a photo of the shoe lying in the field. Sheriff Brown
became livid while reading the newspaper during breakfast with his
wife, CiCi.

CiCi asked, “What’s wrong, Dave? You’re not
happy about something.”

Holding up the newspaper for CiCi to look at the
sheriff said, “This picture. It’s an evidence photo we took
yesterday. None of the searchers had a camera and we didn’t let
Angela back there before we documented the location of the shoe and
bagged it as evidence. Someone leaked the photo to her. That’s the
only explanation.”

“Dave, who do you think would leak the photo? I
can’t believe anyone in the office would do that,” CiCi
replied.

“I have a pretty good idea. There’s really only
one person who would have the opportunity to do this,” Dave
said.

“Who do you think did it, Dave?”

“I don’t want to say anything until I get a
chance to talk to him,” he said.
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Sheriff Brown walked into the lab of the town’s
only photo developer. Tom Hansen processed the photos for the local
pharmacy, as well as the sheriff’s office.

“Good morning, Sheriff. This is a surprise. How
can I help you?” Tom asked.

“Tom, what did you do? You know all evidence
photos need to be kept private within my office.”

Tom answered, “Are you talking about the photo
in the paper this morning? I didn’t do that. I’m not the only one
who had access to those photos.”

Sheriff Brown responded, “Do you really expect
me to believe that one of my deputies leaked that photo? They
wouldn’t do that.”

“Maybe you don’t know one of them as well as you
think you do.”

“So I’m just supposed to believe you? These men
have been in my office for years and I knew them as kids.”

Tom asked, “Have you talked to them about it
this morning?”

“Yes, I talked to the two of them this morning,”
the sheriff bluffed.

“Why don’t you talk to Angela? She’s the one
that printed the photo.”

The sheriff responded, “I will talk to her. If I
find out you leaked the photo, you won’t be developing any more of
our photos.”

“Who are you going to have process your photos?
You know I’m the only photo developer in town.”

“We’ll bring someone else in. I’ll make sure
they have the job at the pharmacy, too,” the sheriff turned around
and left, slamming the door shut behind him.

The sheriff walked two doors down from Tom
Hansen’s office and into the office of the Crawford City Observer.
As he entered the lobby he yelled, “Angela, get out here. We need
to talk.”

Not only acting as the reporter for the paper,
Angela also performed the duties of owner, editor, ad sales lady,
and printer. She walked out of the back, smiled, and said, “Good
morning, Sheriff. What brings you to my office this morning?”

“Angela, you know exactly why I’m here. Where
did you get that photograph? Tom said he didn’t give you the
picture,” the sheriff said through clenched teeth.

“You know I don’t have to reveal my sources to
you, Sheriff. I’m pretty sure you won’t ask the justice of the
peace about this either. I don’t think Jack would order me to give
you the source.”

“Just because Jack is your brother-in-law
doesn’t mean he won’t give me the authority to get the information
from you. I happen to know he doesn’t like you very much. We had a
long talk during a fishing trip last year.”

“Okay, fine, Tom gave me the picture. I paid him
two hundred dollars for the picture and to keep his mouth shut. If
you’re here talking to me, he must have kept his end of the deal.
Now if there is nothing else, I need to go back out to the search
command post and be a reporter. Now please leave so I can lock up
and go,” Angela responded.
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The volunteer searchers returned and went into
the field after the elderly residents, who manned the post, relayed
the instructions the sheriff had given them the day before. After
confronting Angela, Sheriff Brown returned to the command post and
instructed everyone at the post not to give any information to the
press and to pass the word along to the searchers.

After making the request, the sheriff knew he
left the search in good hands so he went back into town. He had two
more people he needed to talk with.
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Sheriff Brown drove back to his office. His two
deputies sat at their desks when he arrived. The sheriff sat on the
edge of Terrence White’s desk. Terrence was the younger deputy in
the office. His senior deputy, Cary Griffin, could see Sheriff
Brown had something serious to discuss. Sheriff Brown said, “Okay,
guys. We need to have a little talk. I saw the picture of Freddie’s
shoe in the paper this morning. Angela Simpson told me she bribed
Tom Hansen for the photo. We need to find another photo developer
to process our evidence photos. I will not let this sort of thing
happen again.

“I don’t want either one of you to talk to
Angela or Tom about anything that goes through this office. If any
information needs to be given to the press, I will issue a press
release to the Observer’s offices. Say nothing, not even the type
of tobacco I’m chewing this week. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes sir,” the deputies said.

The sheriff said with a smile, “Good. Now I
believe you both have work to do. Go keep the streets of Crawford
City safe. Oh, and be careful out there.”
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After two more days of searching, the sheriff
terminated the search party. The sheriff’s decision to end the
search devastated Mrs. Thomas. Without Freddie, Irene knew true
loneliness. She asked herself: Can I go on without him?

The day after the sheriff ended the search she
decided to walk the road one more time. As she walked back down
Thunderhead Lane and she approached the spot where the sheriff
thought Freddie had entered the field, she heard something very
faint. It sounded like a young boy crying. Mrs. Thomas ran into the
field towards the sound. As she neared the spot where the noise
came from, she discovered a clearing in the field. She thought:
Nobody reported seeing this clearing before. A noxious odor
of sulfur, unusual for this area of Iowa, traveled out from the
clearing. When she entered the clearing she found a perfectly round
hole in the middle.

Mrs. Thomas walked cautiously to the edge of the
hole. As she peered into the chasm she saw a child move. She yelled
down, but she did not receive a response. She yelled again, still
no answer. It worried her that the child did not respond.

Mrs. Thomas moved to the opposite side of the
hole, and waved her hands to get the child’s attention. Finally he
looked up at her. Seeing Freddie’s face eased her mind, although it
concerned her that he had not responded to her calls. She called
again, but he just pointed to his ears, it seemed he could not hear
her. She moved back to the other side of the hole with the ledge
and tried to reach down to him, but her hand did not meet his. Even
with Freddie reaching up to her, they could not touch each other.
Each time they reached for each other the ledge seemed to get
farther away. She held up a finger telling him to wait a minute and
ran back to the road.

She waited at the side of the road until she saw
a car driving towards her. She flagged down the driver and
explained the situation and asked him to drive into town and tell
the sheriff she had found Freddie.

After the driver left, Mrs. Thomas ran back to
her son. How could she tell him help would arrive soon? Then she
had an idea. She dropped to her knees, put her hands together and
closed her eyes. She hadn’t prayed since Freddie’s father, Patty,
died, but she knew the words she whispered would be heard. After
five minutes she opened her eyes and looked down to her son.

She couldn’t believe she saw him smiling and
waving at her. The sight of her son smiling at her brought tears of
joy to her eyes. She knew he had received the message. “Hold on
Freddie,” she whispered.
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After what seemed like days, the sheriff arrived
with rope and climbing equipment. He also brought his two deputies
to help with the extraction of the boy. Irene recognized one of the
deputies as Cary Griffin.

The sheriff introduced the younger deputy to
her. “Irene, this is Terrence White. Terrence this is Irene Thomas,
the mother of the boy we are here to rescue.”

Mrs. Thomas said, “It’s nice to meet you, Deputy
White.”

The deputy said, “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Thomas.
Please call me Terrence.”

“Terrence, you may call me Irene,” she said.

After the pleasantries had been exchanged,
Terrence secured the harness around his legs and waist.

The sheriff anchored the rope. With the help of
the sheriff and Cary, the younger deputy descended to retrieve
Freddie. Finally, Mrs. Thomas could see that the deputy had reached
the ledge where Freddie stood. After removing the harness from
himself, he gently lifted the boy and secured the harness around
him. When the sheriff felt two tugs, they raised Freddie out of the
hollow.

When Freddie cleared the opening, Cary removed
the harness and the sheriff dropped it down to the deputy. The
younger deputy secured the harness to himself and tugged the rope
twice. Then the sheriff and Cary elevated Terrence from the ledge
and up and out of the hole.

As the three men turned to mother and son, they
witnessed the two of them holding each other tight. Freddie was
visibly scared and Mrs. Thomas both relieved and concerned. They
both cried. The tears met on their cheeks, trailed down to their
chins, and dripped onto their shirts.

As Mrs. Thomas talked to the boy, he had a
puzzled look on his face. He could not hear her at all.

What happened to him? Where has he been,
the sheriff thought.

The sheriff put a hand on her shoulder, and said
“We should get him to the doctor and make sure he’s okay.”

Mrs. Thomas looked at the sheriff and nodded her
head at the idea.
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On the way to the hospital, in the back of
Sheriff Brown’s car, Mrs. Thomas wrote something on a pad of paper
that she borrowed from the sheriff. She asked Freddie what
happened. He wrote back, “I don’t remember.”

Then she wrote, “You’ve been gone for three
days.”

Freddie looked at her and wrote, “I remember
walking home from school on Thursday then nothing until I woke up
down there.” Then he added, “I can’t hear anything.”

She replied on the paper, “We are going to see
the doctor and have you looked at. Maybe they can find out why you
can’t hear. Are you okay?”

“Yeah, just tired and hungry,” he wrote.

[image: tmp_c913ee976885e0e740170992b471abbb_Wl8Wx__html_m60b6808.jpg]

After a brief stop at a drive-through, where
Freddie asked for two cheeseburgers and some fries, they went to
the hospital.

When they arrived, they found Angela Simpson
waiting at the hospital. She said, “I am so glad you found Freddie.
Is he okay, Irene?”

Without saying a word, Irene carried Freddie
into the emergency room.

“Sheriff Brown, do you have anything to say?”
Angela asked.

“I do. Get out of here,” he snapped as he walked
into the hospital.

Dr. Sandy Frances examined Freddie as soon as
she could. She had been part of the search party, so she knew about
the boy. After a thorough examination, she found the boy relatively
healthy, with the exception of the hearing loss. Dr. Frances said,
“I don’t think we need to worry about the hearing loss, but I want
to perform an MRI for further testing. From my visual examination
there doesn’t seem to be any internal damage to the ear canal.”

Mrs. Thomas stood in the room when they
performed the MRI, talking to Freddie the entire time. The events
during the last few days had scared Freddie. He had forgotten three
days. To make things worse, a doctor poked and prodded him and put
him in a machine that made his whole body shake. He just wanted to
go home and he wanted to be able to hear again.

Then he started to cry. He cried so hard the
technician stopped the scan. Freddie continued to shake
uncontrollably.

Mrs. Thomas pulled him out of the MRI machine.
She held him tight and stroked his hair. He barely felt her holding
him.

He tried hard to remember what happened to him but he couldn’t.
Freddie’s memories only came back to him the day the car alarms
sounded off.

Throughout the rest of Fred Thomas’ life, he never regained his
hearing.
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The next day the Crawford City Observer printed an article
stating that Freddie had been found and the circumstances of his
rescue. Along with the article the paper included two photographs.
The first photograph showed the sheriff and his deputy pulling
Freddie out of the sink hole with Irene Thomas watching the rescue.
The second photograph showed Mrs. Thomas carrying Freddie into the
hospital emergency department.

The sheriff sat at his table reading the paper and thought:
How the hell could she get the photograph of the rescue? And how
did she get the picture of Irene carrying Freddie into the
hospital? She didn’t even have a camera.





Chapter 3

After the car alarms went off, sleep eluded the
people in town. The residents of Crawford City asked themselves
how could every car alarm in town go off at one time, and how
could the horns blare and the lights flash if they disconnected the
batteries?

The town’s residents filled the sheriff’s office. Sheriff Joseph
Wingfoot, a member of the Otoe tribe, won a special election, after
Sheriff Brown retired. A warm and personable man, he now spoke to
the people standing in his office trying to calm them down. “Folks,
folks,” he said, straining to be heard, “Please settle down. I am
planning a town meeting this evening, to bring everyone up to date
on the status of the investigation. Please tell your neighbors we
are meeting at the town square at 7 o’clock, tonight. We need to
spread the word so everyone can attend.”

Angela Simpson, still doing everything at the newspaper, asked
the sheriff, “Would you like me to put out a special edition to get
the word out?”

Sheriff Wingfoot stated, “That’s a good idea. Thank you.”

Before leaving his position as Sheriff, Dave Brown told the new
sheriff that he had some altercations with the reporter, but
Sheriff Wingfoot decided to establish his own relationship with
her.

Angela left and printed the two page special edition in an hour.
She personally delivered it to every house and store front in town.
She also called some of the local boys and paid them ten dollars
each to hand the papers out on the street corners.
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Sheriff Wingfoot called Southeastern Iowa University, the
closest university to Crawford City, and asked for the head of the
geology department. The operator gave him the direct number to
Professor Tamara Whitfield. He called her number and the professor
answered after two rings, “This is Professor Whitfield.”

“Professor Whitfield, my name is Joseph Wingfoot. I’m the
sheriff over here in Crawford City,” he said.

She said, “Sheriff, we detected some unusual seismic activity in
your area last night. Is that why you’re calling?”

The sheriff answered, “Actually, it’s another issue that might
be related. Something triggered all of the car alarms in town at
the same time this morning. I could understand a few dozen, even a
few hundred, but not every car. That’s well over a thousand
cars.”

The professor said, “You say all of the car alarms? Did anything
else strange happen last night?”

Sheriff Wingfoot answered, “Well, there is one strange thing
about the issue with the car alarms: The alarm remotes would not
quiet the alarms. And, when the people disconnected the car
batteries, the alarms did not shut off either. We’ve also had
several reports of electronics being affected by something. I
thought they might be related, but I’m not sure.”

She answered, “That is a strange coincidence, but I may have an
explanation. I know you have a large lode of iron ore under your
town. There is a phenomenon where seismic activity can create an
electrical charge in the ore. It’s not unheard of but is fairly
rare. The electrical charge may have caused the alarms to
sound.

“We also noticed that most of the seismic activity centered well
underneath the town. In fact, equipment detected the highest amount
of activity fifty miles underground, at 7. 0 on the Richter scale.
At ground level, it registered less than 1.0 which is almost
negligible. Most of the people in town probably didn’t feel
anything.”

He said, “Is that unusual? I mean for the activity to have such
a wide range between underground activity and activity at ground
level?”

Professor Whitfield said, “Underground activity usually
registers higher than the activity on the ground. The activity this
morning is unusual because the depth of the center of activity is
not very deep at all. We usually see activity registering much
deeper than that, at over two hundred miles. With the activity
being that shallow, there’s not a lot of earth to dissipate the
movement.”

“So everything about this event is unusual but not unheard of.
Do I understand you correctly?” Sheriff Wingfoot asked.

The professor answered, “That’s correct, Sheriff. Do you have
any other questions?”

“I don’t think so. I’m holding a town meeting this evening at
seven o’clock. Could you come to the meeting to explain to the town
what happened?” the sheriff asked.

“I’m sorry, Sheriff Wingfoot. I have a class to teach at five
thirty, and I wouldn’t be able to make it to there by that time. If
you have any other questions, don’t hesitate to ask? Oh, and I will
be in the area with my team in the next week or two. I want to do
some research out there,” Professor Whitfield said.

Sheriff Wingfoot said, “I would like to meet with you when you
are here to talk about what you find, even if you don’t find
anything new.”

The professor said, “I would be happy to meet with you.”

“Okay Professor Whitfield, thank you for your time and the
information. I need to prepare for the town meeting. Thank you
again and have a good rest of your day. Good bye.”

“Good bye Sheriff. Call any time if you have any more
questions,” said the professor.

The sheriff hung up the phone, sat back in the office chair
behind his desk, and let out a long sigh.
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At seven o’clock, the entire town gathered in
Crawford City’s town square. The sheriff had set up a small dais
and a sound system that would amplify his voice so everyone could
hear him. “Okay folks, let’s get started. Everyone knows why we are
here, so let me just say that I have personally spoken to the head
of the geological department at Southeastern Iowa University,
Professor Tamara Whitfield. She could not be here on such short
notice, but she said they
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