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I am here because of the past. My future is unknown. I want to thank everyone who put me here. A special dedication goes out to my husband—Jack, aka Billy—my children, and my beautiful grandchildren.

I love you!
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Chapter One
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DR PETE ADAMS stood at the front of the classroom holding a textbook in his hand. As he read a passage from the text, he heard someone cough. He looked up and smiled. Half the class was watching the clock behind him. He turned and noticed the time. “Well, I’ve certainly held enough of your time. You are dismissed.” He closed the book on the history of archaeology and placed it on the desk. The students hurried past him without saying anything.

Rebecca Thomas stopped as she juggled the pile of thick books in her arms. “Professor, today’s lesson was captivating. When will we begin the next part of the course?”

“You’re asking when you get to play in the dirt?”

She laughed. “Of course!”

“Next semester, Rebecca.”

“Awesome. I’m looking forward to that, sir.”

“I know you are. How is that paper coming along?”

“Great. I should be finished next week.”

“Good. I look forward to reading it. See you next week.” He pushed his glasses up and smiled.

“All right.” She turned and took a step closer to the door before stopping. “Will we have a quiz on today’s lesson?”

“Don’t we always?”

“Yes.” She laughed.

“There’s your answer. It’ll be on Monday as usual.”

“All right, thank you.” She left the classroom. Peter glanced at the clock and left the room. He walked through the congested hall and made his way to the professor break room. He poured a cup of stale coffee and sat down at a round table made for six people. He picked up the morning newspaper, left behind by one of the other professors, and read the first page.

Another professor entered the room and helped herself to the coffee. “No class?”

“Not at this hour. You?”

“I just needed a quick break. Those kids are relentless.”

“I hear you. Sometimes I wonder why they take the classes they do.”

“You are so right, Dr Adams.” Mrs Snippet sipped from the Styrofoam cup and put on a soar face. “How can you drink this stuff?”

He smiled. “One sip at a time.”

She carried the cup to the sink and poured it out. As she walked to the door, she tossed the cup in the trashcan. “I better get back before everyone assumes they’re getting the hour off. Catch you later.”

“All right.” Peter finished his cup of coffee as he read the paper. He noticed an article about the university and read it. Grantsat was getting another donation. The school was small and named after the city. It offered classes most universities did among others they didn’t. This put the school on the map, gaining attention from rich men who wanted to show their approval. Peter smiled again, remembering this was how he was able to gain entry as a student. Now he was teaching there. Twice a week, every week. Well, most weeks.

***
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WHEN DR ADAMS RETURNED to the classroom, he noticed an envelope tied with a string on his desk. He stared at it for a moment before picking up. It was light. He flipped it over to see who sent it, but there wasn’t anything written on either side of the envelope. He untied the string and opened it. As he pulled out the papers, he froze. Peter’s pulse raced and his heart quickened as he read the first page.

This can’t be right. I’ve read the song doesn’t exist. Someone must be pulling my leg. I can’t let on this grabbed my attention. The other professors here all heard about my father and his search for the song; they would all think I was nuts for even thinking of visiting the dig where she was found—if it was truly her. He set the grouping of papers down, keeping his exposure, as young adults walked past the opened door. 

The Song of the Bones and Sun was nothing more than a legend. No one had found evidence it existed. The rumors were spread regardless. The vamps in this area of the states all claimed it was real and had searched for it since he could remember. His father mentioned it several times before his death five years ago. Peter’s eyes never left the papers, claiming it was real and evidence had been found.

He picked them up again and sorted through the papers. A map was among them. He set the other papers down and studied the drawing. I’ve been to this region before. Could it be true? No, this is someone’s idea of a joke—has to be. He tossed the map onto his desk. He picked up the textbook and opened to the page he’d been reading to the class. He read it over and prepared for the next class. Today was Tuesday, which meant he had two more classes, out of the three for the day. Yesterday, he had four. He had thirty minutes to prepare. The map called out to him, stealing his attention. If he hadn’t heard the chatter from the students, he wouldn’t have known they were ready for him. He looked up from the old paper and smiled.

“Turn to page three-eighty and begin reading. I’ll be another minute.” He pushed the papers together and slid them into his leather case as the students opened their textbooks.
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Chapter Two
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PETER OPENED HIS front door with his leather suitcase style bag under his arm and his mail in his hand. He looked at the top letter as he tossed the stack onto the table next to the door, and closed the door with his foot. He casually walked through the open-layout apartment to the kitchen area, and set the bag on the small round table. He glanced at his pile of dirty dishes and sat down with his back facing them. He opened the bag and pulled the stack of papers out, closing the flap on the case. Pushing the bag aside, he studied the papers.

The tomb of Abigail Thomas was rumoured to be hidden in Salem but evidence was now pointing to Arizona as her resting place. A large storm with tornadoes had gone through the area. Peter remembered seeing it on the news over the weekend. The winds tore through the buildings and items not belonging to the property owners were discovered. Peter hadn’t known the results of their findings until this moment. 

Dr Adams, you are invited to explore this area with two other archaeologists to determine the authentication of the necklace worn by Abigail Thomas, a woman I know you are familiar with. The jewels that were discovered, were among the many things only known to be worn by Abigail herself. It is my belief the Song of Bones and Sun was buried with the witch vampire. If other vampires learn of this existence, they will be protected from being destroyed by the sun. You know what this means. I won’t remind you of the urgency of this quest. I’ll be waiting. The letter was signed Stranger. Peter read the note again. He couldn’t believe Abigail’s grave had been located. But was it really? The question burned in his mind as he stood up. He glanced at the dishes again as he approached the fridge, opened the door, grabbed a soda, and closed the door. “Those will have to wait. I need to make arrangements to go to Arizona.”

Stories of Abigail Thomas flooded the vamp and hunter’s world for years. Some believed she lived while others thought she was only a story. Peter always believed she was real. He had journals from his father’s work that revealed his father believed it as well. In fact, the man died searching for the lost tomb of Abigail Thomas. Peter knew he had to leave in search for her grave, especially now. Peter was a third generation vampire hunter.

He made three phone calls—the first to the university in case he wasn’t back by Monday, the second to his neighbor, the third a taxi. He packed some bags, and waited for the cab to arrive. As the car went down the street, Dr Adams was in heavy thought. I don’t want to imagine what life would be like if vamps could travel by day. Damn, no one would be safe. It’s hard enough killing the bastards, I’d have to quit my job teaching and do this full time. The secret would be out that they exist. Damn, the death toll would be through the roof.

“Dr Adams, we’re here.”

“Say that again?”

“We’re at the airport, sir.”

Peter looked out of the window. “Oh, yes. How much do I owe you?”

“Twenty bucks.”

“All right.” After paying the taxi driver, Peter pulled his bags out of the trunk and strolled into the building. He walked to the counter and paid for his ticket. The terminal was busy as usual, people coming and going. He didn’t see a place to sit, so he stood while he waited for the plane. He set his bags on the floor and watched over them. There were four wooden stakes, fresh garlic, and Holy water within the false bottom of his luggage. He never went anywhere without them, and he rarely left home without his archaeology gear; a few brushes, a couple trowels in different sizes, a travelling shovel, and a few other small tools for digging and carving. He hated using tools that belonged to other people.

As Peter waited for the plane’s arrival, he thought about the stories he’d heard regarding the witch vamp. She was a rare breed. Being a witch in life, she passed the gift through death as becoming a vampire does, making her more powerful. He heard she was destroyed, but wasn’t sure if that was true. Buried, yes, but was she dead-dead? It was rumoured that she had written the songs—others said they were written longer than she’d been alive. True or not, he had to see for himself. 

An announcement over the loud speaker alerted Peter of the plane’s arrival. Boarding for first class had commenced. He paid the extra cost for his place in first class because it offered more comfort, something his father always suggested to do. He picked up his bags and made his way through the terminal. Having his tools meant he would have to prove his reason for carrying them with him. He double checked to make sure he had them, showed the documentation to the proper people, and boarded the plane.

​​​​​
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Chapter Three
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AS THE PLANE DESCENDED, Peter gathered his papers and pushed them into his briefcase. He waited for the plane to stop and have permission to leave the plane. It felt like an eternity before the stewardess granted departure. As he waited at the luggage claim area of the airport, he watched people come and go. No one seemed to pay any attention to him, which he preferred, but he noticed them very clearly. He watched the little girl hug an old man—her grandfather, no doubt. She giggled as his beard brushed her cheek. Past them, he saw a young couple hugging. He was wearing a military uniform and Peter could see the woman’s watery eyes from where he stood. Peter assumed the man was leaving for his tour of duty. As Peter watched the people surrounding him, he spotted his luggage, and snatched it up as the conveyor belt pushed the bags along. He bumped into a lady and apologized, nodding his head. She giggled and held her hand against her lips.
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