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Chapter 1

	Target Practice

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was no outdoorsman, nor did I suffer any delusions of ever being one. As a boy, I had never worn a coonskin cap or declared war on the backyard wildlife with my pellet gun. While it was true that I often enjoyed fresh air, a brisk walk, and a bit of sunshine, I always preferred a good mystery novel or puzzle over bug bites and sunburn.

	Yet somehow on this hot summer's day, I found myself sitting alone in a twelve-foot aluminum fishing boat out in the middle of Lake Chumgichkook, deep in the woodsy heart of Maine.

	With someone shooting at me.

	I ducked as another round slammed into the side of the boat, puncturing the hull a few inches above the water line. A rifle reported in the distance. Cowering as low as I could, I peered at the shore for any sign of the shooter. But all that met my frantic gaze was a line of two-story cabins—referred to as camps by the locals—that were not even the size of postage stamps, situated more than half a mile away. 

	The shooter was well-hidden. Trees sloped up a hillside behind the camps, sitting like a row of ducks along the bank, providing plenty of cover for the cowardly madman intent on taking potshots at the only watercraft currently on the lake. What the fiend had against me, I could not fathom. But it was clear that my borrowed rowboat would provide no shortage of target practice until the ammunition ran out.

	So far, there seemed to be a limitless supply. 

	Had any of the local residents called the police? Or was this a familiar pastime: shooting at the flatlander from away?

	"Verdomme, Boomsma," I muttered, teeth clenched as I pressed the oars flat against the boat's starboard side. It had occurred to me that the more obstacles I placed between myself and the rifle, the better it would be for me all around. "Verdomme, Verdomme." I cringed as another shot rang out, and yet another round punctured the hull with a metallic thud that reverberated in my bones.

	While I did not make a habit of cursing in Dutch, I felt the situation called for it, and I could not help but blame Detective Boomsma for placing me in this predicament in the first place. For if it had not been for his invitation to spend the weekend up at his cabin on the serene, secluded Lake Chumgichkook—as he had described it—I never would have found myself ducking for my life.

	"I've got this case I'm working on, can't give you any of the particulars, obviously. Berkshire PD would have my badge—and my head!" He had chuckled at that, his voice on the line nearly drowned out by the usual police station cacophony in the background, which did not sound all that different from the vibrant noise level of a newspaper room. Not that I had ever worked for a newspaper, but I had seen plenty of motion pictures where reporters and their editors duked it out verbally in the open bullpen, their snappy patter set against a backdrop of frenetic energy. "I'd like to pick your brain, Broekstein. Give you a general idea of what's going on here and see what you think. Besides, after what went down at your factory, and the hit your company's taken, I'd say you could use a little vacation."

	Things had never been worse for Sudsy Disinfectant Solutions. There had been a murder at our Hamden factory, in addition to unsavory reports of my supervisor, a married man, stepping out with a couple of the ladies who worked on the line—one of them the murder victim. Once that news got out, the backlash was swift, and our primary customer base—the housewives and homemakers of America—dropped us like a flaming hot potato. Never mind that we had provided them with quality products for decades. Now that the Sudsy name had been dragged through the muck in the papers, our former clientele decided to move on to our only major competitor, Clean & Tidy. 

	Forgotten was the fact that Clean & Tidy's products were inferior to Sudsy's, or that days without incidents in the Clean & Tidy factories tended to be few and far between. (Anyone remember the poor employee who lost his hand over there? They say it never turned up. Pity the poor homemaker who stumbled upon it when she went to open her new box of detergent!) 

	Gone were the days when Sudsy was a trusted household name. But we were not forgotten. Mr. Powell, our owner, had shown great wisdom in quickly diversifying our product line and, thus, our clientele. We may not have been welcome any longer in people's homes, but we found other ways to provide them with the highest quality disinfectant solutions when they were away from home. 

	Gas stations and convenience stores became our first targets, and it did not take long before nearly every public restroom in New England carried Sudsy products. Those powdered soap dispensers and the soap inside them? They came straight from Sudsy.

	But I digress. The point was that Detective Boomsma had heard about what happened, and he had offered me a chance to distance myself from it for a little while. To visit a part of Maine I had never seen but heard was nothing short of idyllic. Clear skies, fresh water, the breeze through the trees—a perfect summer getaway.

	"I will have to ask Gladys," I said, sitting in my reading chair that evening, alone in my apartment. "She may be leaving town on business…" I trailed off.

	"Hey, am I hearing you right, Inspector? Broekstein's got a girlfriend now?" The big grin in his tone was unmistakable. "So, who's the unlucky lady?"

	"She is just a friend." I cleared my throat. "Thank you for the invitation. You have my curiosity piqued. I will call you tomorrow and let you know what I have decided."

	"Fair enough. But you'd better have the right answer, bub. I don't plan on waiting around. Vacationland's calling!" With that, he hung up.

	If only I had declined. If only I had found a good reason to remain in Hamden, Connecticut, where I belonged. 

	For I would eventually rue the day I had ever heard of Lake Chumgichkook or the quaint cabin on the water with the aluminum rowboat sitting nearby so innocently, waiting for an unsuspecting Dutchman to embark on his first voyage.

	 


Chapter 2

	From Away

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Dutchman. 

	That is what the locals called me as soon as I stepped off the bus at the Passamaquoddy County station Friday afternoon with my suitcase in one hand and the directions to Boomsma's cabin on a scrap of paper in the other. When I had called to tell the detective that I would in fact be joining him, he let it be known that I would most likely beat him to our destination. Due to his current caseload, he would not be able to make it up to the lake until Saturday night. But he wanted me to head over there anyway and get settled in, and he would arrive as soon as he could.

	So I was to hail a cab. There appeared to be only one parked outside, and it was not in high demand. The driver looked right at me, as if I were some sort of oddity.

	"You the Dutchman?" He stood leaning back against his yellow taxi, his cap on askew and his shirtsleeves rolled up. It was a warm, humid day, and his shirt bore the telltale signs of excessive body heat.

	"Do I look it?" I had no idea what else to say.

	He shrugged, and as I approached, I noticed how hairy he was. He may have been part bear. "They say I'm pickin' up the Dutchman. That's all they tell me. So I wait here, and everybody gets off the bus, and they seem to know where they're goin'. Then there's you with that piece of paper in your hand. And I go Ayuh, that's gotta be him."

	"Willem Broekstein." I slipped the directions into my shirt pocket and extended a hand. "I am a Dutchman."

	"With a name like that, I'd expect so." He graced me with a crushing grip and two swift shakes that nearly broke my wrist. Then he grinned. "Not from around these parts, are you?"

	"No. Hamden, Connecticut, by way of Kalamazoo."

	"Kala-what now? That's not really a place!"

	"It most definitely is."

	"Thought it was just in a song. Glenn Miller, right? Oh what a gal, a real pipperoo!" he crooned.

	"It is a small town in Michigan—"

	"Hey, you're really from away! Can't be smaller than Passamaquoddy, though. Everybody here knows everybody. Take you, for instance. Somebody tells somebody else the Dutchman's heading upta camp this weekend, and then somebody tells me he needs a ride, and now here I am. Harve."

	"Harve." I nodded as if I understood the peculiar expression. Then I realized: "Oh. That is your name. Pleased to meet you, Harve." Then I frowned slightly. "But I am afraid there has been a bit of a mix-up. You see, the cabin is not mine. It belongs to my friend. An acquaintance really, from Massachusetts."

	"Flatlanders." The word sounded like a curse coming from him. "Buying up the lakefront property, tearing down the camps that've been there for generations, building their fancy lake houses and whatnot instead. Real eyesores, if you ask me. Serve 'em all right if the fine folks who've lived here their whole lives burned those ugly things down to the ground! Anyhow, this it?" He pointed at my small mustard-plaid suitcase.

	"I travel light."

	"Only way to travel, that's what I say. Focus on the journey, not what's tying you down." He popped open the trunk and gestured for me to toss my luggage inside. "So that camp ain't yours, eh? Then whose is it?"

	"His name is Boomsma." I set my suitcase inside, and he slammed the trunk closed, nearly taking my hand with it. "He should be arriving tomorrow."

	"Whatever you say, Boss. I don't get bogged down in particulars. They tell me to take the Dutchman to his cabin, that's what I do." He stepped around to the passenger side but did not open either door. "Take your pick, front or back."

	"Front, if it is all the same." I assumed the view would be better.

	"Front it is. Ain't no suicide seat in this cab, not with Harve Martin behind the wheel. Word to the wise, though: not many paved roads around these parts. Things are liable to get a bit bumpy along the way."

	I nodded, having already weathered a few bumps on the bus. "And who are they?"

	"They?" He raised an eyebrow. "Well, I'm sure I don't know, Mr. Broomstain."

	"Broekstein," I corrected him. "Earlier, you mentioned that they told you to pick me up. I was simply curious who they might be."

	He grinned again. "Oh, you know. The powers that be. Now, let's get you up to the lake. You'll wanna get in the water on a day like this!" He climbed behind the wheel.

	I took my seat beside him and shut the door. It was then that I noticed Harve Martin's robust natural scent. I wasted no time rolling down the window. "Is Lake Chumgichkook a popular swimming spot?"

	"Swimming, fishing, boating—you name it. Even some water skiing these days. It's what you might call an all sports lake. But if you don't want to sound like one of those flatlanders, you'll call it what we do: Chum Lake."

	"As in chumming the waters? Or a friendly body of water?"

	He gave me a sidelong look. "It's short for Chumgichkook, Broomstain."

	"Right." I did not bother correcting him that time.


Chapter 3

	Local Wildlife

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The road from the bus station to Chum Lake turned out to be just as bumpy as Harve Martin had warned, and it made the gravel roads I had traversed into Passamaquoddy County seem perfectly smooth in comparison. This dirt road winding its serpentine way through the Maine backcountry, up and down wooded hills and through thickly forested valleys in between, held patches of gravel here and there as if tossed out willy-nilly by a public works truck running low on self-esteem. But for the most part, the ground was as dense as desert hardpan with just enough ruts and ditches to rock the old yellow DeSoto like a ship at sea, shocks groaning in protest.

	The route appeared wide enough for a two-lane road, but Harve preferred to drive right down the middle, and, as of yet, we had not encountered any traffic heading the opposite direction. I could not help but wonder if a game of "chicken" would ensue should an oncoming vehicle appear, or what the proper etiquette was when barreling blindly around a sharp turn—as Harve tended to do with impunity.

	I also had to wonder just how passable this road tended to be during rainstorms.

	"Not many out this way," I remarked, gripping the door as well as my seat to keep from being flung about.

	"Ayuh, pretty quiet right now. But that'll change this weekend. All sorts of folks head up to Chum Lake. If you were looking for a quiet getaway, sorry to disappoint!" He barked a laugh, facing me instead of the road. "But things will quiet down come nightfall. You'll see. Sometimes gets a little too quiet around there, if you know what I mean." He winked, as if I was privy to some juicy secret.

	I was not. "These back roads must get fairly muddy when it rains."

	"Aw, you'd think so, but it ain't too bad. There's a crown in the grade, tough to see, but it's raised a bit there down the middle—" He gestured with both hands, taking his eyes off the road again. "—so most of the runoff goes out to the sides. Sure, it'll fill up in the ditches and whatnot, but I've never gotten stuck. Not yet, anyway."

	"Look out!" I pointed, every muscle in my body bracing for impact.

	Harve slammed on the brakes, the cab's tires skidding across the dirt. We stopped just shy of hitting the massive moose that had stepped out onto the road. 

	It stared at us with mild interest, and we stared back. I held my breath. I had never seen such a large animal—at least six feet high with massive antlers sloping upward toward the sky. From the blank expression on its long face, I could not tell whether it planned to ram us or fall asleep on its feet.

	"Don't…move," Harve whispered, sounding like an untrained ventriloquist. At the same time, he reached very slowly behind his seat.

	"What are you doing?" I tried not to move my lips.

	"What we've got here, Broomstain, is a full-grown bull moose. Weighing in at over half a ton. Antlers that size, reaching for the heavens? They only grow big like that when this fella's in his prime. Maybe five years old, at most. It's downhill from here."

	I saw what Harve was in the process of retrieving from the floor of the backseat, and my jaw nearly dropped open.

	"You carry a…hunting rifle…in your cab?"

	"What self-respecting Mainer wouldn't?" He stifled a chuckle and slowly brought the weapon around, nearly smacking me in the head with the muzzle. "I'm almost tempted to shoot through the glass. I can always get a new windshield, y'know."

	He could not be serious. Such a magnificent creature—no threat at all to us, from what I could tell. I was, however, no expert on mooses. Or was it meese?

	"Already got a wall picked out in my camp. Gonna hang those antlers facing the rising sun." He held the rifle ready, and the moose on the other side of the glass did not seem to mind. Harve grinned, and I noticed he was missing a couple of his teeth. "Any last words, big boy?"

	I could not believe that he was prepared to fire a round through the cab's windshield. But then again, I did not know him very well. This could have been par for the course whenever he carried a fare to Lake Chumgichkook and local wildlife appeared out of nowhere with antlers for the taking.

	Closing one eye and squinting the other, I covered my ears.

	The moose sprinted away all of a sudden with an easy, loping (if a bit awkward) gait, charging off into the woods on my side of the vehicle. Harve cursed and threw open his door, pulling the trigger without much time to aim over the cab's roof. The report was loud enough to rattle the fillings in my teeth—or so it felt.

	"Didn't I tell you not to move?" Harve grumbled, collapsing into his seat like a defeated warrior. He kept the hunting rifle in his left hand, propped on the running board and aimed at the sky. "What the heck were you thinking?"

	I uncovered my ears. "At my age, I would prefer to keep what hearing I still have."

	Harve pshawed. "Most hearing loss is a result of damage incurred during one's youth." He sounded like he was reciting something he had read once. "Or is that skin damage?" He shrugged, whirling around to toss the rifle onto the backseat. "Either way, you owe me a pair of bull antlers, Broomstain. And let me tell you, they ain't cheap."

	He slammed his door and gunned the engine, throwing me back into my seat.

	"Broekstein," I said.

	"What's that?" He glanced at me. 

	"My name is Broekstein."

	He chuckled. "That's what I said!" Then he shook his head and cursed. "Don't mind me. I just get a little riled up sometimes. That bull—I've never seen anything like it. They can be real…what do you call 'em?" He wrinkled up his face. Then he snapped his fingers. "Elusive! That's the word. Tough to pin down."

	I held on tight as he sped down the middle of the road, hitting ruts that made our heads nearly smack the roof lining. I prayed we would reach the lake without encountering anyone else along the way.

	 


Chapter 4

	Indoor Plumbing

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	"I see the lake!" Harve shouted with a big grin, punching me in the shoulder. Then he laughed at my startled expression. "Local tradition," he explained, nodding toward a patch of glistening blue that shone between verdant branches in the distance. "That'd be Chum Lake sitting pretty right there. Ain't she a beaut?"

	Truth be told, I enjoyed the sight of any body of water, be it a lake, river, or ocean, as each in its own way reminded me of our Creator's supernatural peace, majesty, and power. To some degree, I always felt more calm and centered with an expanse of water nearby. Even now, as my shoulder smarted from Harve's knuckles, I found the tension after nearly ramming into that bull moose relax in my lower extremities. 

	And then something else made itself known in no uncertain terms.

	"Mustpissin," I muttered, clenching my teeth.

	"What's that?" Harve glanced at me with a quizzical look.

	"Do these cabins—camps—have indoor plumbing?"

	That seemed to strike my driver as hilarious. Then he struggled to sober up. "You want indoor plumbing?" Nodding, he said, "I know just the place. It's on the way."

	I took that to mean Detective Boomsma's cabin would not have a bathroom. What then? An outhouse? Why had I not asked him about this? Considering my petulant bladder, it should have been at the forefront of my mind.

	But instead, when I had called him back to accept his invitation, the only thing on my mind was my recent telephone conversation with Gladys.

	"How long do you think you'll be gone?" She had sounded distracted on the other end of the line, and I soon learned why.

	"Just the weekend." I picked at the armrest of my reading chair, the telephone's handset cold and rigid against my ear. "I will be back on Monday."

	"Oh, that's fine. I'll be in New York anyway, so you won't be bored waiting around for me to get back. You caught me packing just now, actually."

	"New York." The city sounded flat and lifeless on my tongue.

	"Didn't I tell you? I'm sure I did. Clean & Tidy's sending me out to the Big Apple to meet with their marketing firm. You know, for the soap opera ads and whatnot. I'm no homemaker, but they want the commercials to have a woman's touch. Guess I'm that woman!"

	"Guess so." I nodded, even though she could not see me.

	A moment of silence. "Don't sound too happy for me, Willem."

	Of course I was. After all that we had gone through at the factory with the threats and the murder, I was glad that something good had come of it—for her. "I know we agreed that it would not come between us. But I work for Sudsy, and now you work for our biggest competitor. One might say that Clean & Tidy's moon is waxing while Sudsy's is waning."

	"If one were prone to melodrama." I could hear the smile in her tone.

	"I miss riding the bus together."

	"You're a hopeless romantic, Willem."

	I nodded again. "You have known that from day one, I believe."

	"I have. And I love you for it. But if this is gonna work out—whatever this is we've got going—then it's gotta be stronger than who works where."

	"Agreed." That was the first time she had ever said that she loved me, and it made me smile like a goofy teenager. "I liefde you, too. And I hope you have a wonderful trip."

	"See you Monday, Willem. Have fun up there, out in the boondocks, and try to stay out of trouble. Take a break from being Inspector Broekstein, alright?" She kissed her handset, and it was almost like her lips had touched my ear. "Goodnight."

	"Goodnight, my beloved," I said, but only a dial tone answered.

	The cab's tires crunched across gravel, bringing my time-traveling to an end. We had arrived at what appeared to be a general store from the last century, perched on the edge of a marina. A dozen small sailboats and fishing boats docked nearby bobbed lazily in the murky water. The only other vehicle parked in the lot was a rusty old truck, and no one else was in sight—human nor moose.

	"Welcome to Jimmy's!" The brakes squealed, and Harve threw open his door. "The last bastion of civilization for miles around. Make your pit stop, and then I'll take you up to your camp. It's about a half-mile along the shore road." He gestured vaguely in a southward direction. Not to be confused with the lake road, which led motorists to Chum Lake from town, the shore road ran along the lake's perimeter. "Might want to load up on vittles while you're here. Otherwise, you'll be hoofing it down this way whenever your belly starts a'rumbling."

	"Good advice." I nodded, following him up onto the raised porch. The late afternoon sun was just sinking over the clapboard building's roof, promising a glorious sunset on the rippling waters of Lake Chumgichkook.

	"C'mon." Harve jerked his head as he pulled open the screen door. "I'll introduce you to Jimmy. He's somebody worth knowing in these parts."

	I assumed as much, if he was responsible for maintaining the only flushable toilet along the waterfront. Providing locals with provisions as well as a place to dock and fuel their watercraft would also lend him a certain degree of clout. I imagined a bearded mountain man, decked out in faded overalls and a flannel shirt. I was not far off.

	"Hey, Jimmy!" Harve hooked a thumb toward me. "Look—it's the Dutchman!"


Chapter 5

	Smith's Landing

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Standing behind the counter with his thick, hairy arms folded, Jimmy looked like a cross between Santa Claus and the Green Giant mascot from those canned peas. Garbed in a pair of faded overalls but no shirt, he stroked his bushy white beard and squinted at me suspiciously through smudged spectacles.

	"The Dutchman, eh?" he drawled, his Mainer accent thicker than Harve's. (I will not attempt to transcribe it accurately, as that would only lead to arduous reading.) "Hadn't heard you'd be heading upta camp this summer."

	I glanced at Harve, who was watching me with an amused look on his face. 

	"I am afraid there has been a misunderstanding," I said. "The Dutchman who owns the cabin is named Boomsma. I am Broekstein. He invited me up for the weekend—"

	"Are you a Dutchman?"

	"Well, yes, in point of fact."

	"There we are then!" He spread his hands wide and grinned. "Welcome to Smith's Landing, glad to have you. Name's Jimmy Smith. If it's food, supplies, fuel that you need—or to make a call, since I've got the only working telephone—" He jerked a thumb over his shoulder toward the wall-mounted phone. "This is the place. But if you don't want to sound like one of them flatlanders…" He leaned forward and beckoned me closer. Lowering his voice, he said, "You'll call it a camp."

	"Right." I nodded conspiratorially.

	"Take a look around, Bumstains," he said with a chuckle. "Good time to stock up while you've got Harve's wheels. Otherwise, you'll be hoofing it down here anytime you get peckish!"

	"Broekstein," I muttered.

	He looked confused.

	"Do you have a restroom?" I glanced around the establishment, but only shelves piled high with fishing supplies, camping necessities, and canned goods met my eyes.

	"Promised him some indoor plumbing." Harve guffawed for some reason.

	"Oh." Jimmy snickered. "Right. Well, you just head on back to the right down there. Can't miss it." He added as an afterthought, "You'll smell it before you see it."

	Nodding my thanks, I passed through a narrow aisle, dodging fishing poles and tackle boxes for sale, until I reached a battered door in the back that had been left slightly ajar. A hand-scrawled sign on it read Wicked Pissah, and a horrible stench wafted out of the dark gap between the door and the doorframe.

	Bracing myself, I held my breath and relieved my bladder as quickly as possible, which has tended to take longer the older I get. By the time I had washed my hands and staggered out of that filthy lavatory, I was gasping for air.

	Jimmy and Harve were trying in vain to hide their laughter when I returned.

	"So, what'd you think?" Harve forced a straight face.

	My response was slow on approach. The truth was, I had no words for what I had witnessed.

	Jimmy reached across the counter and gave my shoulder a shove. "You're alright, Dutchman," he said with approval, as if I had passed some sort of test. "That toilet's for flatlanders. They usually take one look and run away screaming. But from now on, you can use this one." He nodded his head toward a door marked Private behind him. "I keep it clean enough to eat off of."

	Doubtful that would ever be necessary, but I appreciated the sentiment. "Thank you. Now, I suppose I should purchase provisions before we resume our journey."

	Jimmy and Harve glanced at each other. "He sure don't talk like a flatlander!" the cab driver said. "Must be cuz he's from Kalamazoo!"

	Jimmy snorted. "That ain't a real place. It's like Timbuktu. Or Shangri La."

	"I assure you, it is not." With a nod, I turned toward the shelves of canned goods.

	Fifteen minutes later, I exited the general store at Smith's Landing with a pair of paper sacks in my arms filled with canned and dry goods. Depositing them beside my suitcase in the trunk of the yellow cab, I returned to my seat just as Harve revved the engine and slammed his door behind him.

	"Alright, Broomstain, let's get you to your camp."

	At this point, I had to wonder if he was intentionally butchering my name. Like that nasty restroom, was it also some sort of Mainer hazing ritual?

	Harve displayed the same sort of reckless driving along the shore road as he had before, only now he had, thankfully, reduced his speed. This dirt road was in far worse condition, with more ruts and ditches than level stretches. On my side of the vehicle, we passed one cabin after another, all shapes and sizes with very little in the way of architectural commonalities. Except perhaps for the steeply pitched roofs, a necessity during the winter months due to the amount of snowfall at this latitude. On the other side of the road were corresponding garages and barns. Interesting, that the locals preferred to park their vehicles thirty or forty feet away from their cabins.

	"Do you have a camp on Chum Lake?" I glanced at Harve, who had not said much on this leg of our journey.

	He kept his eyes on the road ahead, the cab swaying as he navigated a particularly uneven section. "These days, if you don't already have one in the family, you're plum outta luck. Flatlanders swoop in with their fistfuls of cash, paying top dollar—more than anybody from Passamaquoddy can afford. Someday, it'll just be rich people living along here with their fancy motorboats and their flawless tans."

	I did not recall Detective Boomsma having much of a tan, but I supposed I would have to wait and see if a motorboat sat docked at his cabin. Either way, he did hail from Berkshire County, Massachusetts, even though he was originally from Michigan, so that qualified him as being a flatlander, apparently.

	"Has the Dutchman's camp been in his family a long time?"

	He glanced at me with a frown. "You talk about yourself in the third person often, Broomstain? Must say, that's odd." He grunted, spinning the steering wheel to avoid a sizeable crater in the road. "And here we are."

	The cab swerved onto a strip of kempt grass in front of a modest, one-story structure surrounded by well-maintained hedges and trees. The cabin sported the same steep roof I had seen on the others, but it also had a unique stone chimney and cedar siding that had been stained instead of painted to give it a quaint, rustic look.

	It was only as I got out of the cab that I realized I had no key to the property.

	 


Chapter 6

	A Robbery

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	As I retrieved my suitcase and bags of provisions from the trunk, I turned over the questions that had plagued my mind since I arrived in Passamaquoddy County. 

	Who were these powers that be that had summoned Harve Martin to pick me up at the bus depot? Why did neither he nor Jimmy Smith seem to be able to tell me apart from Detective Boomsma? Yes, we both were of Dutch-American heritage, but we looked nothing alike, our manner of speaking was dissimilar, and while our names began with the same letter of the alphabet, they sounded completely different.

	After that incident with the restroom at Smith's Landing, I had hoped my initiation would end and I would be accepted as a visitor who did not hail from Massachusetts. But perhaps this was part of some prank Harve and Jimmy had cooked up—pretending the Dutchman could be either Boomsma or myself, and it did not matter to them who was actually staying at the cabin.
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