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Prologue

Enter the mystery, adventure and adaptation to a past and future world of today. An elderly man is missing; it seems he just vanished and is assumed dead. A vagrant appears from nowhere. An autocratic society can track you down with drones. A young Don must attempt to unravel the mystery. 
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Chapter 1

Probate

"Don the probate is finished. Your grandfather has left you his farm." Ruth his mother smiles, and looks at her son to see his reaction.

He glances up from the book he is reading; an expression of realization fills his face as he puts together what he has just heard. Grandpa is really gone, he will not be coming back, it is final, and I will never see him again. 

She watches him, and waits for the information to sink in, before speaking. "He left everything on the farm to you, including his old truck, and a bit of money."

For a moment Ruth's thoughts wander back to when they were all together as a family.

Just as she lingers in her quiet thoughts, a loud truck drives by on the front street, bringing both of them back into reality.

Don's eyes widen as he thinks about what his mother has said, this seems so sudden, yet it shouldn't, it has been over a year since Grandpa went missing.

Don tries to remember his Grandpa and says what comes to his mind, "Wasn't Gramps a little weird, he seemed so different and he never spent much time with any of his friends. Mom, he seemed to have spent all of his time at the farm, we hardly ever saw him.

"Thinking more about the farm, he remembers it being old, and run down, and he recalls it being a bit scary.

Ruth reflects on what Don says, and answers, "The place may be run down, but it is just a farm like any other farm. Your grandpa, since he lost your grandma a couple of years ago had not been the same, he kept to himself. He needed space to heal." "He often traveled, but I am not quite sure where he went, he never talked about his trips." "Even today nobody knows what became of him, it is still a mystery. There is no proof of foul play, and no body was ever located. As far I know, he had no enemies. All his belongings are accounted for, and nothing in his home is out of place.

"She finishes, "Because of the time he has been missing, he is legally assumed deceased. Even though it has been over a year since he has been gone; I can't get myself to visit the farm; I am always waiting beyond hope for his return.

"Don looks up from the floor, and the sadness passes. He questions, "Mom what did Grandpa do all that time at the farm, he didn't have any farm animals?"

She thinks about what Don is saying, and answers. "As a retired engineer he tinkered a lot, you will probably find things at the farm that he had been working on. He was A-typical in his thinking, so very much different from other people in his field. This is what others said of your Grandpa, those who worked with him when he was still employed as an engineer. His thoughts were far from text book thinking, this is what made him seem so weird to most people. Some would say he was a genius. "Ruth continues, "I think you might find some very old relics out there that he collected over time, they may be of some value to an antique dealer." 

She reflects, "The house is a bit run down as he never spent much time repairing it. When he was at the farm he spent more of his time relaxing, or tinkering on different kinds of inventions."

Don waits for her to finish what she is saying. "Mom I miss Grandpa, and I wish dad was here to help."

She ponders on what Don is saying, then continues, "Don you are eighteen years old, and now that you have graduated from high school, and this is a good opportunity for you. It is time for you to be on your own, you are old enough. You will have the money Grandpa left you, and the summer holidays to fix up the place. It is not too far out of town, and Grandpa's old truck should get you around nicely. Here are the keys to the place, you should go and have a look."

Don takes the keys from his mother's hand. He studies all the keys on the key chain, and especially the long skinny brass key, and finds they are all well worn. He thinks; if the keys are any indication; the house at the farm may be very old and worn too.

While Ruth watches him study the keys, she thinks of what's left of the family, a tear comes to her eye; she finally says, "I will drive you out to the farm, the keys for the truck are at the house, your Grandpa always kept them hanging on a nail, by the kitchen door."

A while later Don and his mother arrive at the edge of the farm, Don steps out and opens the gate at the road that leads into the farm yard. After she drives past the gate, Don gets back into the car, and they drive a short distance down to the old farm house.

As Ruth parks the car, she glimpses in her peripheral vision, what looks to be an old ragged dressed man near the forest, at the far end of the farmyard, near the barn. Her thoughts of raggedness instantly take her mind to the city where homeless people are found, but when she looks up again, there is no one there. She lets the thought pass.




​Chapter 2


Farm

His mother doesn't get out of the car, she waits a few minutes, then says, "Don I will let you off, I have to get back to town. Take your time, look around and enjoy yourself, and, see if the place is worth fixing. You can always just sell the place, it is yours now." Ruth adds one last comment, "I am sorry you don't have your father to help you with the farm."

She drives off, Don Waves, and she beeps the horn as she passes through the open gate.

Don reflects; Dad has been gone for three years now, that debilitating cancer just took him. He also thinks about his grandpa who was here a year ago; after he went missing they had no clue to his where a bouts, he just seemed to vanish. Was there foul play involved, nobody really knows?

He turns around, and looks at the farm house, it is old with clapboard siding, most of the faded white paint is starting to peel off. The vertical windows are old, with single dusty glass panes. The door appears to be all solid wood. A storm door with a torn screen lies up against the building next to the door; the rusted hinges are still attached to it. Don notices the roof, it has weathered cedar shingles, they have turned grey in color, there is a red brick chimney attached to the side of the house, extending above the roof.

Scanning the yard, he spots a small wood pile near the house. He reasons; there must be a fireplace, or a wood burning stove inside. He turns, and looks at the other buildings; there is a large barn about a hundred yards from the house at the end of the property, which looks to be quite run down. Above the barn there is a wind turbine spinning in the afternoon breeze.

Between the barn and house is a smaller shed, with a slight lean to it. Could have been a chicken coop, he reasons. To the right of the barn is a roofed, long narrow open front building with a tractor and an old blue truck parked inside the structure. The truck looks to be an old Chevrolet, but looks like it may still run. The tractor has flat tires, and doesn't look like it has been moved in a long time.

Don takes a walk around to the back of the house, and finds a garden space that is overgrown with weeds. There is a small unpainted picket fence around the garden. He looks over the garden and wonders about the past. His imagination kicks in. Looks like it's been a long time since anyone planted a garden here. He can visualize a row of carrots or beets, maybe even some potatoes, lettuce and onions. His eyes finally rest on what is left of a shovel leaning against the crooked fence, the handle is grey in color, and twisted wood that is starting to rot. 
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