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“If each day, each hour
You feel that you are destined for me
With implacable sweetness,
In me all that fire is repeated
In me nothing is extinguished or forgotten.
My love feeds on your love,
And as long as you live
I will be in your arms without leaving mine.”
(From poem by Pablo Neruda)
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PART ONE


 




 


 


CHAPTER 1


 


 


 


 


No one had ever gone missing in Tom’s River, Wisconsin before. The town was safe, beautiful, nestled in the valley alongside the river, surrounded by hills and trees. The people who lived in Tom’s River knew each other since they were little, watched each other grow up, marry, settle down. They cared for each other. When a stranger came to town, everyone was aware of it. 


But it had been three days now since Kyle Denton had vanished. He was gone without a trace. He had never showed up for work one day, and not a thing of his had been moved in his home or office. Even his toothbrush was where it belonged. It was as if he disappeared into thin air.


“People just don’t disappear,” Officer Doting kept pounding Kyle’s wife, Megan. “They leave clues, give warnings.”


Megan wracked her brains for the right answer. She couldn’t come up with anything, though, through all these days of questioning. She was just as shocked as everybody else. 


The police had let up for a little while now, and numb, Megan sat staring out the huge glass wall in the back of her house. The late summer afternoon had turned hot and sultry, and her long strawberry-blonde hair stuck to her neck. She hadn’t showered or brushed her hair for two days.


This can’t be happening, she thought. It wasn’t possible.


Megan felt she was going to wake up and it would all be a dream. Kyle would walk in as usual. At moments she was positive—at other times, she just didn’t know.   


Outside, she could still see police cars surrounding their home, yellow tape tied around the property, announcing a possible crime scene. Evidence from inside was being collected. All day long cops scoured the rooms, opening drawers, ruffling through albums, dusting for fingerprints, taking Kyle’s computer to the precinct. What did they hope to find? Megan felt totally exposed and invaded.


Tiny drops of water were forming on the glass wall, looking like beads of perspiration.  A year ago, Kyle had insisted on tearing down the back wall and making it all glass. The old wooden walls of the farmhouse they had converted had become oppressive to him. He couldn’t take them anymore, he declared one day, startling Megan. He wanted to be able to look outside at the meadow, now lush with summer green. But Kyle was not here to enjoy it. Where was he?


The front doorbell rang but Megan didn’t have the strength to get up and answer. She almost didn’t care who came in. She was exhausted and this had been the first break she’d had from police and reporters since it all began. And it was only the beginning. Kyle’s face was now being beamed across all local TV stations.  As news of him going missing spread to the neighboring counties, the phone had been ringing off the hook. The case was quickly becoming news. It was the only way for the police to get the leads they needed. Someone had to have seen something. Anything.  They were pleading for someone to come forth. 


Until then, of course, they focused on Megan, as she was the last one to see him alive. 


 “We always look first at the nearest of kin,” Officer Doting had told her early on. 


Megan said she understood and was subjected to questioning for hours on end in what once was the comfort of her living room. She’d sat on the edge of the sofa and racked her brain about what could have happened to her husband. It seemed as if nothing about their life together was off limits. But Megan didn’t have much to tell. Things were fine, they were normal--or so she thought.


“No such thing as normal in a case where someone goes missing,” he said.


He kept asking the same questions over and over. Nothing Megan said satisfied him.


Megan’s mother scurried into the living room now, holding Mallory, her six year old daughter in her arms. Mallory had been glued to the kitchen window since it all happened, waiting for her daddy to come home.


“Officer Doting is outside again, checking things,” her mother breathed, barely meeting Megan’s eyes. Megan wondered why her mother couldn’t look at her, what she thought had happened, why she stayed in the kitchen and barely came out.


Officer Doting strode back into the room. He was heavy set with a ruddy complexion and narrow black eyes, dressed in the usual police uniform. Without much ado, he sat down on the chair opposite Megan and started tapping his heavy fingers on the frail, antique table next to him. Megan had thought they were finished for the day.


“Did something new come up?” she asked.


He shook his head abruptly. “Just more questions. Okay, think hard now. Could your husband have told you about a trip he was taking that you might have forgotten?”


It was obvious he’d found a new tack. 


“How could I have forgotten something like that?” Megan replied.  All his questions lead down the same blind alleys. Megan did not remember anything like that at all. 


“Think harder. Anything?”


Kyle worked for a branch of his family’s brokerage firm, here in Tom’s River. He didn’t often travel for business. If he did, Megan would know about the trip weeks before. Their life together had been steady, regular.


 “No, there wasn’t a trip planned,” Megan answered methodically.


“Not a trip that you know about, anyway,” Officer Doting was irritated. By now he was probably as tired as she was. “Husbands seldom tell their wives everything.”


Megan bristled, not sure what he was implying. 


“What do you mean by that? Kyle didn’t have any secrets from me. I told you that already,” she said.   


“If you knew about it, it wouldn’t be a secret, would it?” Officer Doting’s thin lips parted in a half smile.


The room grew warmer and warmer as they spoke. She wanted to get up, open all the windows, let the summer breeze blow in and clear her mind. Megan and Kyle had known each other since college, had been together throughout the years.  She trusted him. He’d never given her any reason not to. She wanted to feel Kyle beside her now, tell him she’d dreamt that he’d vanished. He’d probably just laugh a little and shrug his shoulders.  Kyle had never known how to really comfort her, but his just being there was always enough.


“You trusted the guy?” Officer Doting repeated, his voice got gravelly.


“He was my husband.  I loved him and I knew who he was,” Megan insisted. 


“Yeah, wives think they know their husbands until something like this happens.” 


Megan realized he was egging her on, trying to get her to crack. He wanted her to say something he could latch onto. That was fine. She wanted to say something he could latch onto, too. She wanted them to find Kyle - and bring him home.


 “Kyle’s life was an open book,” she declared, for what seemed like the hundredth time. “He loved me. He loved our daughter. He couldn’t wait to see Mallory when he came home from work at night.  He was never as happy as when she was born. “


Officer Doting listened, but his dark eyes squinted. He wasn’t buying it. Megan didn’t know why.


“Everything perfect in our perfect small town?” he chortled. “Is that what you want me to tell the reporters? The two of you were a model couple?”


So, that’s what it was about: the reporters. Megan wanted to say that, but stopped herself. She could see how nervous Officer Doting was to have a case like this on his hands. The spotlight was on him and it wasn’t the kind of attention he was used to. He probably had no idea how to get the job done and was too proud to admit it.


“Okay, come clean with me, Megan,” he said then in a low tone, “a guy doesn’t just disappear out of the blue. Even in Tom’s River, no marriage is perfect.”


“I didn’t say it was perfect. I said it was fine. There’s a difference.”


“What’s the difference?” he shot back at her. “We got to get facts here. This could be a homicide we’re looking at. It could be just the beginning.”


“The beginning of what?” Megan flared up.


“The beginning of more trouble than you or I ever could have imagined.” Officer Doting’s hands began to shake. “They’re searching the hospitals as we speak. Kyle could be there, dying.”


Megan trembled. 


“Was the guy sick? Have blackouts? Heart ailments?” 


“I told you, he was in the peak of health, forty two, an avid athlete, good looking, strong. He loved tennis and swimming,” Megan repeated.


“But he could be laying somewhere in a hospital right now,” he said.


“Wouldn’t the hospitals call?” Megan had repeated. “Kyle always had identification on him.”


“But his wallet was left at home on the side table.”


“He could have had other ID.” 


They’d gone over this many times. Officer Doting was relentless, though. 


“Kyle could have gotten dizzy and fallen off the bridge into the river. The rapids are high these days. The banks are swollen. As we speak, the police are combing the rivers. They’ve called the police in from Green County too.”


Megan had never felt so alone in the world. The thought of Kyle lying in the river was more than she could bear. Don’t pass out, she said to herself, limply. This will be over. He’ll walk in the door and straighten it out. 


 “He was such a strong swimmer,” she could barely continue.


 Megan thought about Kyle swimming and playing tennis in the summer, how much he loved it. It took almost all his spare time.


“I know he’s a strong swimmer,” Officer Doting murmured. “But it’s possible he got sick and fell in. People have accidents, you know.”


Megan’s heart began beating fast. “Did someone tell you that he was in the river?”


He shook his head. “Not exactly,” he said, “but we can’t discount foul play. Someone could have pushed him. You have to be ready for everything. There’s been no activity on his cell phone or credit cards for days. They weren’t at your house, either. Could have been stolen.”


“By who?” Megan retorted. “Someone in Tom’s River? Kyle loved this town. He was raised here, went to school nearby, knew every inch of it, knew all the people.” 


None of it mattered to Officer Doting. 


“Kyle worked at the brokerage house,” he continued, his voice thumping against Megan’s mind. “You guys in debt? He gamble? Had any enemies?”


“No! No! He didn’t gamble. Had no enemies I ever heard of. He was a straightforward guy.” 


“But something happened to him. How about women?”


“What are you talking about?” Megan’s lip quivered.


“Your husband ever look at someone else?”


Megan stared back at him, combing her memory. Had she been living in some kind of cocoon? She worked teaching school at day and tending to the home and her daughter afterwards. Kyle spent the weekends mostly doing sports. Other than going to church on Sundays, and socializing with local friends and couples, going to the movies, having dinner, there was not much chance he had to run into other women. Had he found them elsewhere? Had he grown tired of their simple lifestyle that she had always found so safe and soothing? 


“Guys wander in a long marriage, you know,” said Officer Doting. The heat of the afternoon was overwhelming and he was also sweating now. 


“Kyle was loyal to me.” Megan proclaimed once again.


“That’s what they all say. We’re looking at his computer now.”


Megan stared more deeply at him. He said nothing, just stared back.


“Did you find something on his computer from another woman?” Megan finally asked.


“No,” he barked. “Wish we had. Wish we had something.  All we saw on the computer were his plans to go deer hunting this fall.”


“Deer hunting?” Megan was bewildered. Kyle had never gone hunting. She had no idea he had plans like that.


“Yeah, there’s lots of stuff on his computer about deer hunting.” 


 “I have no idea where my husband is,” she finally cried out, at her wit’s end. “I have no idea why he would vanish. There is no reason. We were happy. He loved his family. We didn’t argue. His business was fine. We were not in debt. He had no enemies. He never looked at another woman,” the words poured out by themselves, one after another.


After two more days of this, Megan’s mother insisted that she get a lawyer. Megan refused. She was totally innocent, there was nothing to hide and getting a lawyer might create a different impression.  Besides, this all had to be a horrible mistake. They’d been married for ten years, and one thing about Kyle was that he’d always done what he said he would. He always came home. 


 Officer Doting let up for a little while and went into the kitchen to pour himself some fresh lemonade that Megan’s mother had waiting. While he was gone, Megan put her head back on the sofa. But in just a few minutes the front door opened once again and she heard big footsteps coming into the room. She lurched up swiftly. 


“Is that you, Kyle?” she called out. 




 


CHAPTER 2


 


 


It wasn’t Kyle, it was Peter Burns, Chief of Police and a long-time friend to both. Peter walked in, came over and sat next to Megan. He was a large man in his early forties, almost six feet two, with dark brown hair, brown eyes. Peter was methodical, smart and stable. He balanced Officer Doting’s hot nature and had stayed close from the beginning of this nightmare. It had been good having him here.


Megan and Peter had known each other for years. She and Kyle had been friendly with Peter and his wife, who he’d lost to cancer last fall.  They’d all volunteered at community functions. Peter’s son Alan played with Megan’s daughter Mallory after school.


 “How you doing?” he said to Megan as he sat beside her on the coach. 


Officer Doting walked back into the room, interrupting.


“We’re coming to the end of this round of question,” he said to Peter. “But it’s not working. It doesn’t play.”


Chief Burns looked at him calmly. “It’s going to take time for things to fall into place.”


“And time’s something we’re running out of fast,” Officer Doting said, rubbing his big hands on his legs. Then he stood up. “I’m going to check back at the station now. You been there recently?  New leads coming in?”


“Calls are coming all the time,” said Peter, matter of factly.


“Thrill seekers,” Officer Doting muttered. “No one, so far, knows a damn.” Then he turned his back to both of them. “You take care of her while I’m gone.”


Megan was surprised. “The last thing I thought he cared about was taking care of me,” she said.


“Of course he cares, but he’s got a job to do,” Peter said quietly. “He’s become the public face for the case and people out there are waiting for answers.”


Megan appreciated Peter’s quiet ways. They calmed her down, made her feel that the entire world hadn’t gone completely haywire. 


“How’s Mallory doing?” Peter asked softly.


Megan appreciated that someone cared about her daughter as well as her. 


“She misses her father,” Megan said.


Peter put his hand on Megan’s shoulder for a moment. 


“Of course she does,” he said kindly.


“It’s awful to watch,” said Megan, her stomach twisting into a knot again. The toll this took on Mallory hurt most of all.


“I know how hard it is to see the kids in pain,” Peter answered, then becoming silent for a moment.


He dealt with the same thing every day with his son, Megan realized. Peter had been a single father since his wife had died, only nine months ago.


“I’m sorry, Peter,” Megan said softly, “it must be terrible for you, too.”


“It is,” said Peter, appreciating her warmth. “But terrible becomes something you learn to live with. You get used to things, Megan.”


Megan looked at him through startled eyes. 


“I’ll never get used to something like this,” she murmured, “never.”


Megan had grown up here in a world that was simple and beautiful.  The homes were made of wood grown in the region, blending into the natural habitat. One gorgeous season followed another. People became friends, arguments got settled, difficulties didn’t get exaggerated. The world was natural, it followed an order, made sense. But nothing about Kyle’s disappearance fit. It was as if a storm had come turning over a huge boulder, leaving a gaping hole in the earth that anyone could fall into. 


“I want you to talk to me off the record,” Peter said in a hushed town. “We’re alone for the moment.”


Megan closed her eyes. “What more can I tell you? I’ve told everyone everything.”


“There’s always more,” he eased the pressure up gently.  “There’s always one little detail you never thought was important that can unlock something big,”


Megan seat up straighter on the sofa. “What do you want to know?” she asked, drawing on her last ounce of endurance.


“I want to know what you don’t even realize you know. The answers are waiting inside you.”


Megan shivered and brushed her hair back from her forehead. It felt tangled and sticky, from the heat. 


 “It’s so hot, too hot, Kyle hated the heat,” Megan said as the large fan on the ceiling kept that whirring, moving the thick, humid air around.  “Kyle had loved that fan. He installed it himself. He loved his home. Tell me what you’re after and I’ll tell you what I can.”


“This may be uncomfortable,” Peter started. “Don’t take it personally.”


Megan turned sharply and looked at him. 


“Nothing is more uncomfortable than what I’m going through now. Go ahead, ask me!”


“You were the last one to see Kyle alive,” Peter started, looking down at the papers in his lap. “What did he say to you before he walked out of the door?”


Megan’s mind started spinning. She couldn’t actually remember.


 “I’m not sure.”


“Think about it.”


“He said have a good day.”


“That’s it? Where were you?  In the kitchen? At the door with him? Did you kiss him good bye?”


Megan clenched. No, she hadn’t kissed him good bye. It wasn’t part of their early morning routine. She didn’t kiss him hello either, when he returned from work.


“I was in Mallory’s room, getting her dressed for school. Kyle had his coffee and then peeked into her room before he walked to the door. Is something wrong with that?” Megan began to feel uneasy.


“He didn’t say I love you?” Peter pressed on a bit.


Megan sat up straighter. “Not at that moment. He was on his way to work. He had other things on his mind.” For a second she wanted to ask Peter if he had said I love you to his wife every morning, but thought better of it. 


“What about when you both woke up? Did he say I love you then?” Peter pursued it.


“What are you getting at, Peter?”


“What was going on between the two you in the marriage?” Peter was forthright. “Really?”


Megan took a deep, excruciating breath. “That again.”


“No, not that again,” said Peter. “I’m not looking for the party line. Tell me, truly.”


“We were fine. We were happy. Things were normal.”


“What’s normal?” Peter looked at her from beneath furrowed brows. “I know he spent lots of time on the weekend with his guy friends, tennis, swimming, hockey, running.”


Megan’s eyes grew wide. “That’s the way it was from the beginning of our marriage. We were accustomed to it.  He was happy with that.”


“And you?”


Peter was trying to get her to tell him that she was lonely, that Kyle was gone too much, he didn’t really meet her needs. But it hadn’t been like that. She worked all week teaching fourth grade and enjoyed the time she had to herself with Mallory and with her friends. She enjoyed hiking along the trails near the river on the weekends, collecting wood, pine combs, rocks and leaves for the collages she loved to make. Megan had started making these collages when she was young, collecting all kinds of scraps and pasting them together in unusual patterns. She even thought she would be an art major one day. But, Megan chose not to leave Tom’s River for college but stay local and become a teacher instead. She loved teaching the kids and they loved her as well.  


“I wasn’t lonely in my marriage,” Megan finally said to Peter. “I was settled, content.”


He looked at her oddly and Megan wondered if he’d found something out he wasn’t telling her.


“Weren’t you living two parallel lives?” Peter continued. “He had his world, you had yours?”


“I never thought of it that way.”


“Did you love him, Megan?”


She wasn’t going to let these questions rock her world. She wasn’t going to begin to wonder what their love was or what it could have been.


 “Of course I loved him.” Actually, all these years, she hadn’t thought much about it. It was just understood, always there, like the lining of a coat you wore that kept you warm. You didn’t pick up the coat and keep looking at the lining.


“How about your sex life? Did it go well?” 


Megan wondered what Peter really had on his mind. Her face got red and she ran her hands through her tangled hair. In the beginning, of course their sex life was new, exciting.  But then life took its course. Now it was ordinary, natural. After so many years she didn’t think about passion. There were times it was better, other times disappointing, routine. Sometimes it became something to get over with, for both of them.  She’d figured it was that way with all married couples as the years went by. She and Kyle didn’t talk about it. There was no reason to.


“It was okay,” she said to Peter nonchalantly, “about par for the course. Not better or worse than anyone else.  Are you wondering if Kyle took off with another woman?” 


“We have to cover all bases,” Peter said. “That’s a common reason guys disappear. They start getting hungry.”


“Because they’re not getting enough at home?” Megan felt the heat of anger rise.


“Because the fire dies out,” Peter said sadly, as if he knew what he was talking about.


Megan was offended. “You think that’s why Kyle disappeared? Because I didn’t give him what he needed. That’s ridiculous. I can assure you he didn’t run away with anyone. He wasn’t a ladies man. It was the last thing in the world he cared much about. He loved sports, his daughter, his gun collection. Did you know he was an avid gun collector?”


“No, I didn’t.” Peter wrote it down. “How about finances?”


“We were fine,” Megan said. “I already told them.”


“He had a twin brother who recently died?” Peter said then, from out of nowhere.


“About a year ago,” Megan said slowly, surprised that Peter was bringing him up now.  “It hurt Kyle a lot. How did you find out?”


“We’re digging into everything,” Peter looked at her keenly.


“His brother lived in Chicago, near the father. Kyle’s mother died when he was in college. She never saw him get married. His father re-married and moved to a suburb of Chicago and Kyle’s twin brother moved close to him. He never married either, just worked in the family business and invested his money well. He and Kyle stayed close, they talked all the time.  Then, his brother died young too. A sudden heart attack, like the mother.  Family genes, I guess.”


“How did Kyle handle it?”


“Shocked at first, sad, troubled. He got quiet for about a month or so. Kyle wasn’t the kind to dwell on problems or talk about his feelings. I brought it up sometimes and he just said, that’s how life goes. Little by little he came back to himself again.”


“Where is Kyle’s father now? How’s he holding up?”


“He’s coming for the vigil this Saturday,” Megan said. A vigil was being planned for Saturday evening, candles, prayers, pleas for Kyle’s safe return.  “He’ll stay here at the house with us.”


“Good, I’ll need to talk to him as soon as he gets here,” Peter said.


“Of course,” said Megan.


Peter looked at her slowly.  “You have a lot on your plate. You have to stay strong.”


“I am strong,” Megan said sharply.  At the moment she said it, she realized it was true.  And, she’d actually had no idea at all where this strength was coming from, how she was bearing up so well.  


“I mean very strong,” Peter hung his head for a moment. “We’re not sure yet what we’re looking at.  It could be we have a missing person’s case. Or –.”


“Kyle could be dead,” Megan said.


“You’re going to have to accept the possibility,” Peter spoke quietly.


“I will not!” Megan defied him, her eyes steaming with a mixture of anger and pain.  She got up off the couch and stood tall, like a mountain, defying the pull of gravity.  “I will never accept that Kyle is dead. He was too young to die, there’s no reason for it.” Megan’s heart beat faster. “He’s alive. I know it. And nothing you can say will change my mind.”


*


When Kyle’s father, Edward, arrived the next day, he walked through the front door which had been left open and let himself in. Then he put his straw, summer hat on the table alongside the door. Kyle’s father never traveled without wearing a hat. He was a finely groomed man, slender, considerate and successful, who said little and thought a great deal. 


“Any one home?” Edward walked a few steps into the house and called out loud.


Immediately a flurry of activity greeted him. Mallory came running out of the kitchen, followed by Megan’s mother.  Mallory wanted to see her grandpa. He immediately bent down, lifted her up, and hugged her. Then he looked around, almost as if he expected to see Kyle there too.  


Megan stepped closer welcome him. It was strange for Megan to see Kyle’s dad here, without Kyle around. 


He put Mallory down then, and she ran back into the kitchen. 


Megan, her mother and Edward stood there looking at each other for a long moment. Then they went to the couch to sit down. Not a word had been said yet about Kyle’s disappearance, when the front door opened and someone else came in.


Megan’s mom jumped up startled, “Who can that be now?”


Megan had forgotten to mention that Peter Burns would be coming, wanted to talk to Edward, too.


Before Megan had a chance to say a word, he simply walked into the room. Peter had gone home and freshened up and looked vigorous and attractive. Both her mother and Edward stared at him.


“This is Chief of Police Peter Burns,” Megan said to her father in law.


“Sorry to interrupt the gathering,” said Peter, “but I appreciate the opportunity to talk to Kyle’s dad. Hope it’s okay.”


“Of course it’s okay,” Kyle’s father half stood up off the sofa. 


Megan’s mom got up, as if she were planning to go.


“I’d prefer you stay,” Peter said to her, “you may have something to add to the conversation as well.”


“I doubt I have anything to say that could be of help,” Megan’s mom’s voice got thin. She couldn’t bear facing trouble head on.


“Just stay,” Edward chimed in, then turning his attention to Peter.


Peter sat on a wooden chair opposite them all, then turned directly to Edward.  


“Tell me all you can about Kyle,” Peter started.


Edwards face turned pale. “Well, that’s a tall order. There’s a whole life to tell. What exactly do you want to know?”


“Anything you can think of. Whatever you tell me from a father’s point of view may be able shed light on what happened. Were you two close?”


“Reasonably close,” said Edward. “We went through stages, like all fathers and sons. Of course, once he married and settled down, we drifted a little.”


“You’re married to a second wife, aren’t you?” asked Peter.


“Yes, I am,” Edward seemed uneasy. “What has that got to do with anything? Kyle’s mother died when he was young. I was alone a few years and then re-married. Kyle got along well enough with my new wife. His twin brother Sean was closer to her though. Sean never had girlfriends. He stayed close to home and moved to the town I live in.”


“Was Kyle close to the twin brother?” Peter kept probing.


“Very,” said Edward. “They were close their whole life long. It was a great blow to Kyle when Sean died so suddenly last year.”


The entire room grew silent. The specter of death hung over them again now, an unspoken possibility that began to loom larger.


“Sean did of a heart attack, suddenly,” Edward continued. “I never saw Kyle as distressed as during the funeral. He kept pacing back and forth in the living room, banging his fists on his chest.”


Megan had no memory of that. She had stayed outside in the garden after the funeral, speaking to others. Kyle had rushed off, wanting to be alone.


Peter seemed taken aback by that piece of information. “Did you feel Kyle wanted to do himself harm?” he asked.


“No, nothing like that,” said Edward, “not at all!  He was just distressed. Understandably so. It was his twin brother, they were always close, had business dealings together. Kyle did say some strange things at the funeral, though. Fantasies, he was prone to them.”


“What did he say?” asked Peter.


“Said he always knew Sean would die young. Gave me the shivers too, when he said it. Guess it was a secret fear of his.”


Megan shuddered, she didn’t remember his saying it. This was not the Kyle she knew.


“And, when the will was read,” Edward continued, “we learned that Sean left everything he had to Kyle. It was quite a lot, too. You’d have thought Kyle would have been happy about it, but it upset him all the more.”


“What?” said Megan.  She felt as though the wind were knocked out of her. She had no idea that Kyle’s brother had left him money. “Would you repeat that please?” she asked in a shocked tone.


“Sean left Kyle his fortune,” said Edward.


Megan’s palms grew sweaty. Kyle must have had his own private bank account where he kept the money. Why wouldn’t he have told her? It didn’t make sense.


“You didn’t know about the inheritance?” Peter was quick on the uptake.


“I had no idea,” said Megan, feeling weak.


“Well, that’s odd,” said Edward. “I was certain you had that information. Kyle received a small fortune from his brother. He didn’t leave me a cent though.”


“This is important,” said Peter. “It adds a new twist. Kyle could easily have taken off of his own free will then, and supported himself with this cash.”


“Or someone could have wanted him killed for the money,” Edward piped up.


“Sordid, sordid,” Megan’s mother babbled.


“What’s sordid about it?” Edward took exception.


“It’s not like Kyle not to let us know about an inheritance!” she insisted.


“Was somebody blackmailing him?” Edward burst out.


“Of course they weren’t!” Megan’s mother was horrified. “Kyle was a good man. He was good to Megan and Mallory. I don’t want you painting all kinds of dark pictures of him, Edward.”


Edward stood up stiffly and stared at her. “What kind of dark pictures? I didn’t come here for a party, I came for a vigil, I came to be helpful.  I’m giving you facts and I want my son found, dead or alive!”


 




 


CHAPTER 3


 


 


The day of the vigil was overcast, promising rain. Peter called a few times to check in and let Megan know that if it rained they would have it inside the church. Otherwise, it would be down Main Street, outside, on the front lawn of the courthouse. Tents were being set up as they spoke, flowers placed along the pathway. The choir was rehearsing. Peter had asked repeatedly if she wanted to say a few words. She didn’t want to.


“It won’t look right if you don’t say something,” Peter said again. “Everyone’s waiting to hear from you.”


“All right, I’ll do it,” Megan said finally, wondering what she could ever say. 


The wear and tear of these past days were taking their toll.  Her nerves were frayed. Bursts of anger flashed through the long empty days and nights, as she sat, waiting for news. The volunteers had already been up and down the hiking trails, through the forests, crisscrossed the county. They’d used dogs, searched for scents, had helicopters surveying the big picture and divers plunging into the waters. Nothing so far. Not one thing.


And, the shock of discovering that Kyle had a secret inheritance hadn’t quite worn off, either.  If he could have kept that from her, who knows what else he might have hidden? Their whole life together was being called into question. At least Angela, Megan’s best friend since high school would be at the vigil.  Angela had always been the one Megan had turned to throughout the years.  Megan’s family seemed to have been cut from a different cloth, never really understood her.  
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