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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            The Imperfect Life

          

        

      

    

    
      A thick fog dominated the sea front of Trinity Bay, Canada. Houses of all sizes were spread over the landscape of a hundred kilometers. Farmlands with grazing cows waited for the sun to vanish. Waves were calm, and the port was vacant. The sky hung heavy with gray clouds, while the roads below were paved with uneven, weathered stones. The residents were simple, more interested in other people‘s lives, and had dreams that did not go beyond the edge of the village. Farming folks, accountants, bakers, teachers called this place home, but most villagers were traders and timber harvesters. It was a town that resisted entering the 21st century. It was a sanctuary for some, but it was a prison for others. There were two schools and a private college founded by a rich man who wanted to save taxes and leave a mark on the village. Just last year, his ashes joined the sea, and that is how he had finally left the village.

      Roslyn Walsh stood behind the bar, serving what she hoped were the last few drinks. She could feel a strain on her neck, but customers didn't seem to want to leave the bar. The establishment was dark, cold, and old-fashioned. Wooden tables stood in rows on the ground made of uneven stones. The bar was built into an old house. On top were two rooms full of supplies, open only for staff members. Several men and women sat at the bar; others gathered around the tables. Roslyn felt suffocated; it was too crowded, too loud. It was a Thursday night, and everyone was happy. Another week was nearing the end.

      For her, life was going nowhere, and all the days sucked. She was in a dead-end job; she could hardly pay for her art classes, and every day was becoming harder to live. But she could not give up. There was no choice. She told herself that things would change, and she should wait for the right time. Someone would show her the way. A customer stepped in front of her and ordered a beer. The man wore a white shirt stained with paint. "Sure," she said cheerfully. She served him one of their best, and he quickly left.

      A cloud of smoke emerged behind her, and the enticing scent of food filled the air. Her stomach grumbled. She was hungry, but she wasn't allowed to take a break or eat. Not now. The door creaked open, and two men stepped into the bar. She smiled. They were regulars. After completing their shifts, Martin Keller and Ross Barr often came to the pub for dinner and drinks. Martin was in his late fifties, with droopy eyes and a chubby face. He adjusted the chair to accommodate his growing waistline. Ross was younger, had brown hair and looked like no one had fed him since he was a child. His coat hung loosely around his shoulders, and he wrapped it around his body before taking a seat. Both men were Royal Mounted Canadian Police (RMCP) inspectors on the trail of missing person’s case.

      "What would you like?" she asked, coming over to the table with her notebook.

      "A beer and a glass of wine, please," said Martin.

      "Sure, anything else?"

      "What would you recommend on the menu?" asked Ross.

      "Our fish and chips are the best in town."

      They looked at each other.

      "Two of those, love," said Ross.

      Roslyn wished they wouldn't use the word 'love' so loosely. They were good men and had known her for a long time. She understood they meant to be polite, but it bothered her. She nodded, placed the order, and served the men their drinks.

      "This is a whack!" said Martin to Ross. "Another one. It’s getting out of hand."

      Roslyn knew she shouldn't be eavesdropping, but her curiosity got the better of her.

      "These disappearances are right worrisome, eh? Three girls in ten months... not a good look. What's the superintendent thinkin' about all this?" asked Ross.

      Roslyn collected the glasses on the next table. A man got up, wobbling, and headed for the door. As he walked past her, he burped loudly. A wave of disgust hit her, and she wanted to puke.

      "He thinks they are just runaways," replied Martin.

      Roslyn hurriedly returned the empty glasses to the washing areas. Then she lingered around the cops, pretending to talk with other customers.

      Ross shook his head. "I do not think they ran away."

      "Well…it’s one possibility. You know girls nowadays, especially teenagers. They want to see the world, and if you ask me, this village is dying. Maybe they went to look for greener pastures."

      "True. True. Nevertheless, people don't just disappear," Ross countered. "I am worried. No warning to the parents. The schoolteachers were stunned, and these were talented students. There were no bank withdrawals. They did not rent a car, catch the ferry or the bus. Parents say nothing was taken. The truth is, to get out-of-town costs around a hundred dollars. Where did they get the money? It’s hard to accept that they just left."

      "Except Mandy," muttered Ross, glancing at her.

      A loud, cheerful group of men and women left the bar. The commotion died out, and she felt better. A customer approached the bar. Roslyn quickly returned to the counter and took the order.

      “Yeah, she always had grand ideas. She wanted to be a lawyer,” Ross said over the music.

      “Let's not get ahead of ourselves and cut her some slack. All we know is she wanted to go to law school and wouldn't stop talking about it. But when she vanished six months ago, it's not like her to just quietly walk away without telling the world. The entire village knew if she sneezed,” said Martin.

      “Yeah. If Mandy had got into law school, the entire village would have found out.”

      Roslyn continued to wash glasses as she listened to the conversation.

      "In all disappearances, investigators faced a common challenge: leads evaporated rapidly. There were no specific crime scenes. We found no traces of blood, struggle, any forensic clues, or eyewitness accounts. There were no strangers in town. The victim’s belongings were untouched. It was as if they just…poof… vanished."

      The conversation died out, and the cops became silent. She could sense their concern. The girls who had vanished were her age, and she vaguely knew them.

      As the night progressed, the bar started to quiet down. Roslyn cleared the tables, washed the glasses and the dishes, and arranged them in the cabinet for the next day. It was way past her dinnertime or even bedtime. But it was always the case. The manager, Erik Manson, was sitting at the counter doing the accounts. As usual, they did well. Being one of the few bars in the locality had its benefits. The other thing was the customers liked Erik. His father opened the bar when he was 10, and then, obviously, Erik took over the family business. He reminded her of a teddy bear she had, round and rather cute. A thick beard dominated his hairless head. His calm and watchful brown eyes never looked away from the counter.

      Being firm and gentle had its benefits; Erik was both, and obviously looked after, his employees and customers. They loved him. That was the reason Roslyn could hold on to this job. She had tried being a waitress in cafes, and it didn't suit her because she wasn't that good with people. Women she could speak with ease, but men scared her. Not that they misbehaved or anything. She just couldn't speak. When men approached her, she wasn't sure how to react and always thought the worst. Even though the guy would have good intentions or just wanted a friendly chat. Her behavior would put them off. It was hard for her to work with people. She didn’t fit in. But with Erik, this was not a problem; he knew half of the town, and most of the time she just took orders. If someone bothered her, Erik would appear out of nowhere and take over the situation. She often wondered why she was scared, and the fear was probably inherited from her mother because Roslyn’s father betrayed and abandoned her.

      After cleaning the bar, she moved on to wiping the tables. The other two girls had already left. They usually left things for her to do. After six months of doing the same thing every day, she did it without thinking. Maybe this is all I am good at.

      With a heavy heart, she finished her chores. Erik was still at the counter, drinking and counting.

      “Good night.”

      “You should have gone home earlier.”

      “There was a lot to do.”

      “Don’t forget to add your overtime.”

      She beamed and walked through the door to the staff room. She was getting ready to leave when suddenly Erik got to his feet.

      “Do you want me to walk you home?”

      A bubbly feeling filled her insides. “No. I will be fine.”

      He looked uncertain. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes.”

      “Okay. Okay. No funny business. Just go straight home, understood?”

      Roslyn nodded.

      “See you tomorrow and don’t miss your classes. One day, I will buy one of your art pieces,” he said with a smile.

      Promises, promises.

      People don’t keep their promises; they just want to make you happy at that moment. Erik wasn’t the type to buy art, and she knew it. The bar was full of horrendous decorations of animal heads and gray, dull pictures that wouldn’t sell for a dime. They were all free, of course. His father had found the animal heads in an old attic. People donated the paintings to the bar because they were ugly and knew that Erik would take anything for free. But he was caring, and that mattered.

      She stepped out and suddenly realized how cold it actually was. The clock on the great tall tower showed it was close to 1 a.m. She should have been afraid, but she wasn’t. At this point, she had nothing to lose. She had already lost everything. Death would make no difference. The job was just to fill in the hours, and the art class gave her some comfort. Two years ago, things were different.

      She was different.

      She walked on the barren road, buried deep in her thoughts. A loud horn distracted her. She paused, gazing at the vast expanse of the ocean. Its waves shimmered under the full moon and a magnificent cruise ship was docked. It was so beautiful, so peaceful, and the people on board were free. Free to go wherever they wanted. They were not in a cage, like her.

      Roslyn pressed on, the sound of her steps reverberating as she walked. A siren rang out. She jumped. A cop car rushed down the street. For a while, she wondered what was happening, but it vanished into the fog. That wasn’t unusual. With young women vanishing without a trace, the cops weren’t taking any chances.

      She locked the gate behind her and approached the small cottage enveloped in the fog. Her mother had decided to move here from Pittsburg ten years ago. She told her she wanted a change. Roslyn knew she was running from her past.

      With its traditional thatched roof, the cottage appeared as if it had been plucked from a storybook. Ivy adorned its stone-made exterior. The brown arched door was slightly cracked in a corner. A small, unkempt garden surrounded it. She found the keys in the bag, and rubbing her hands, unlocked the door. The wooden door made a cracking noise as she closed it behind her. The living room was a crummy little place with an old, stained couch, her mother’s rocking chair, and a television that belonged to the dark ages. A stack of books sat in the corner collecting dust. One day, she would read them all. It was cold; she turned on the heater and then thought about the electricity bill. She turned the knob and picked up the blanket, and wrapped it around her. She entered the compact kitchen with nothing but a kettle, a small noisy refrigerator, and a stove. Two cabinets held the utensils her mother had collected. Her pantry had little food—canned food, soup mixes, whatever was cheap. She had already had some leftovers at the bar, so she was happy to settle for hot chocolate.

      She didn’t feel like sleeping. On the coach, she watched a romantic movie, cradling a cup of steaming hot chocolate. Her gaze wandered to her mother's empty rocking chair.

      “Darling, you need to move on. You must live.”

      Her words echoed in her head. It had been two years; she knew she had to change something. But it was hard.

      At three o’clock in the morning, she went to bed and only opened her eyes when a hefty truck honked as it passed by. The bed rocked, and the window shuddered. She sat up and glanced at the time. It was already midday.

      “Oh, no!” she cried out.

      If she didn’t hurry, she would be late.

      Roslyn quickly got dressed, barely even looking at herself in the mirror. She ran a comb through her red hair and tied it up in a bun. She grabbed her art materials, books and made herself a quick coffee. Pouring it into a tumbler, she rushed out of the door.

      It was time for art.

      It was time to meet her friends.

      Banging the gate shut behind her, she rushed down the street and turned left. It was there, again. There to haunt her. The mega ship stood on the docks, waiting for its passengers. She knew she should be one of them. It would be good to leave this wretched place. But it wasn’t the right time. She didn’t have the money and wasn’t good enough to do any other job. She couldn’t leave her mother’s cottage behind; it would be wrong.

      She reached the St. John Institute of Education in twenty minutes and was glad she hadn’t frozen to death. The educational facility had limited options. The one-story building was old, made up of gray stones. It had twenty classrooms, one laboratory, a small library with a poor collection, and an administrative office, which was for the principal and his secretary. There was a small canteen for students. It was a source of affordable hot drinks with muffins and sandwiches. But the students mostly preferred to sit outside in the garden. It was an open, quaint place with three large trees in the middle, well-cut grass, and benches painted yellow with tables. Roslyn stepped inside, wrapped in her coat, feeling the chill. The heaters were not working. Nothing in this place worked, anyway. Her boots tapped on the old, worn off tiles. Soft chatter echoed in the corridor and some students lingered in corners. A bell rang, and they disappeared into their classes.

      She stepped into room number 12, which was a space divided into two parts. On one side were 18 desks with wooden frames for students to work on their art. The artwork of previous students decorated the walls opposite the desks. The teacher’s desk sat against the wall, and a heap of canvases, colors, and other material lying in a corner. There were only two students in the classroom. She made herself comfortable in her seat and kept her jacket on to stay warm. The weather took a turn for the worse and now it was raining heavily and windy.

      She flipped open her worn out drawing book, admiring the collection of cartoons and sketches she had drawn during the last two years. Since her mother’s death, she had immersed herself in art. It had kept her alive and sane. Deterred her from following her mother.

      The class gradually filled up. A tapping noise distracted her. She looked up and saw Marcella Tremblay entered the classroom. Smiled towards her and placed her bag on the desk. Their teacher was a short, stout lady with heavy glasses and curly hair. She walked with a slight limp, wore floral dresses, and out-of-fashion coats bought from second-hand shops.

      Roslyn refocused on the drawing. Her teacher, Marcella Nettles, thought it amusing that all her students preferred drawing landscapes, flowers, portraits, and Roslyn liked to draw cartoon characters. She liked her because Marcella did not judge.

      “Morning. Everyone knows what to do.”

      Roslyn had drawn cartoons all her life. Her artistic endeavors began with sketches that emulated the works of celebrated masters. Within years she learned their techniques, then she started sketching her own cartoons. Greg was a character that she had been drawing for years. He was stocky, with a wide, nasty smile on his face. His hair went in every direction, he was mischievous, and today, he and his friends were on an adventure. As her excitement grew, her speed increased. Once she was done drawing Greg, she began sketching the bridge behind him.

      Roslyn felt a nudge and turned. Her heart swelled. Julia Rockford sat beside her. She had been so absorbed in her work; she hadn’t noticed her arrival. With her towering stature, piercing blue eyes, chiseled features, full lips, and hourglass figure, Julia was the epitome of perfection. Blessed with beauty and wealth, Julia glided effortlessly through life, socializing with ease and enjoying a carefree existence. Mollie Rocks sat beside her, and they began talking in whispers.

      “Julia,” scolded Marcella. “Can’t you stay quiet?”

      "Sorry! I'm just thrilled about the painting I completed," Julia said, standing up, and displayed her artwork to the entire class.

      “Whoa!” Cheers filled the classroom.

      Roslyn's heart swelled with envy. Julia was good with colors, and she had drawn a landscape of the sun setting on the beach. The shades of orange and red created a sort of positive energy that stirred happiness inside her.

      Julia sat down, feeling proud.

      “That’s beautiful.”

      “Thanks. Him again?” said Julia, looking at her cartoons. “Oh, come on… you know you can’t be a cartoonist. It’s stupid.”

      There she goes again.

      “You are so good at shading. You should do that.”

      Julia was right. She had won a prize last year for her artwork and sold three pieces to women at the docks. “I am just not in the mood,” said Roslyn.

      Julia frowned. “You know you must pass these exams. Today's artwork will be graded.”

      “I might not get top grades, but I will definitely pass.”

      Julia looked at Greg. “I have to admit, he’s cute!”

      It was Roslyn's turn to laugh. Marcella eyed them both.

      

      After class, they sat on a bench outside, basking in the sun and savoring their burgers. They giggled over funny videos. They watched the other students stroll by and whispered to each other. Once they finished lunch, they ambled down the street, side by side.

      “How is everything with Russell?” Roslyn asked. Julia blushed, and it astonished her. “Is it going well?”

      Julia’s eyes dropped. “Yes. Surprisingly, it is.”

      She smiled, joy bubbling inside her.

      “I-I don’t know. I just feel… it feels… right.”

      Roslyn pressed her lips and smiled, feeling a little bad for herself. She was alone and wondered what she would do if Julia moved away, and she constantly told her she wanted to go to Vancouver. Julia had family there and wanted to explore the world. She often urged Roslyn to come with her, but she wasn’t sure. Then there was another possibility. Julia could marry Russell and permanently move away. The thought made her sad. She didn’t want to lose her friend.

      As the sun vanished, she said her goodbyes to Julia. Her walk back to the cottage was pleasant. The wind was cool, and the sky was draped with white and gray clouds. She walked along the coastline, watching the waves. She reached home, kicked the door shut and sulked and dropped her books and the artwork in a corner. The clock struck 6 p.m., and she got ready to work at the bar.

      Tonight, the vibe at the bar was more or less the same. The usual patrons nursed their drinks, trading stories of workplace and family chaos. An older gentleman shared stories about her lost wife with her. As she was about to serve another customer, the door opened, and Julia stepped in with Russell.

      “Hey! There you are!” Julia said.

      “Hi!” Roslyn said, looking at Russell Powell. She knew little about the young, handsome lad from the big city, Vancouver. He had come here to live with his aunt. No one knew for how long. He was a little taller than Julia, with deep blue eyes, and looked as if he had stepped out of a romance novel. Large, soulful puppy-dog eyes offset his perfect features. Though his demeanor was reserved, an underlying warmth radiated from his gentle smile, instantly putting one at ease. Roslyn noted he had his arm around Julia’s waist, and they were standing as if they had known each other for ages.

      “I told you… she is the serious kind.” Julia giggled, and it made her think she was probably drunk. It was not normal for Julia to hang out with a man for more than a week, but Russell seemed special. Her friends picked a booth and settled down.

      The night was still young for many, although the village streets had turned barren. Being the only one at the bar didn’t help. The other two girls had made excuses and sneaked away. Erik often complained about them but didn’t fire them. She wondered why. Between her and the two cooks, the service was slow, and Erik spent most of his time chatting with the customers.

      When the bar was about to close, Julia and Russell approached her.

      “Well, we are heading off,” Julia said, resting her elbows on the bar. Her hair was disheveled, and her face flushed. Roslyn wanted to ask where and wanted to warn Julia not to take any chances. But she thought she was being judgmental, and she had no right to spoil her friend’s night. Furthermore, she had no desire to emulate Julia's mother, who constantly inquired about her activities, whereabouts, and companions.

      “That’s great. Good to have you here and I hope you liked the food,” she said.

      “Oh, it was great. Thanks. A bit heavy for me.” Russell admitted.

      “Russell is funny. He likes salads. Can you believe that? Salads without potatoes.”

      Roslyn smiled. Russell laughed.

      “Text me know when you get home,” Roslyn said.

      Julia winked at her. “Sure.”

      She stood behind the bar, wondering if she was always going to be alone. In the last two years, this was the third man Julia had dated. The first two relationships didn’t work out, and she knew Julia well enough to know when she was faking it. With them, it was perhaps just sex. But with Russell, Julia was different. She was actually spending time with this guy. She was genuinely spending time with this guy. They'd been going for walks, planning short road trips, hiking, and having dinners together. She was happy for her friend, but felt more alone than ever.

      Roslyn returned home. It was almost three o’clock in the morning. The bar had closed at 1.30 a.m., but the cook had to leave early, and the kitchen was such a mess. As usual, it fell on her to clean the kitchen. But she found comfort in knowing she was being useful and getting paid. Money paid bills. Money got food. She could still smell the grease on her clothes after she had to scrub the oil off the floor of the kitchen. Roslyn did not need to do it, but cleaning and scrubbing brought her peace of mind. She quickly took a shower, had no strength to cook, and fortunately, she didn’t need to. Leftovers from the bar were enough. She ate, dropped into bed, and fell asleep from exhaustion.

      She welcomed the beginning of the weekend. Saturday morning was another cold but cozy day. After breakfast, she sat with her tea on the rocking chair, looking out of the window. It was raining, cold, and cloudy. Roslyn once more thought about Julia. She seemed to live her life, enjoy it to the fullest, and Roslyn was nothing like her.

      The rain stopped tapping on the windows, and it became silent. The clouds dominated the sky, and the sun peeked through the gaps. The sea was wild, with huge tides. It was a perfect day to work on her cartoons. Ideas flowed into her mind like invisible waves.

      She had four characters. Greg was her main character. She began with the hair. It was always messy with spikes. His face was round, with sparkling eyes full of mischief. He always had an annoying grin on his face, as if asking for trouble. Though small in stature, he navigated the world with surprising agility, his sturdy legs clad in bright red boots. He always wore a red checked shirt with blue pants.

      His best friend was Dottie and her second character. She was more like Wilma from Scooby Doo. Smart with glasses, short yellow hair, and a walking encyclopedia. Roslyn smiled as she finished drawing her.

      The third character was Mul, a vegetarian zombie. He had a grim life as a wicked grave robber. A greedy, depraved man who stole from the deceased, mistreated his family, and abandoned his children. Mul's lust led him to a sacred grave. He looted it without reading the warnings. An ancient curse struck him, and he died of a stroke. And when he woke up, he was no longer human. Mul was bewildered by his undead state and wandered from street to street. Greg found him sobbing in the cemetery. He took mercy on him and listened to his story. They became friends. With time, Mul adjusted to his new reality. However, when he attempted his first bite of meat, he violently expelled his guts, literally.

      The last of Greg’s friends and her fourth character was Teddy, a talking beer bottle. He was born when a witch’s lover betrayed her, and she got so angry that she mustered a spell and threw it at him. He was drinking a beer, and the spell struck the glass bottle. Terrified of her wrath, her lover ran out of the door, and so did the beer bottle. Greg had found Terry in the woods, terrified of anything that moved.

      Roslyn loved her characters because they were as flawed as her, and a part of her.

      Today, Dottie, Mul, Greg and Teddy were having a picnic. Roslyn loved drawing their stories on each page. They were sitting beside the shore on green grass with the sun shining. It was a warm and beautiful day, surrounded by tall trees. Butterflies flew around. The birds were singing in the trees and one of the pigeons flew near them to grab a snack. She made a few adjustments to the scenery and wondered if her village had ever seen days like this.

      “No. I don’t think so.”

      It was time to go to work. As she got dressed, she looked at herself in the mirror. She wasn’t that bad looking. She stepped out and saw her neighbors. One of them was watering the garden, and the other was attending to her flowers. Mrs. Timber, her immediate neighbor, sat in a chair and was soaking in a bit of sunshine. She waved to Roslyn, who smiled and waved back. She was a good friend of her mother's and often brought her soup and food.

      The weekend passed quickly, and on Sunday night she saw Julia and Russell again at the bar.

      “How is it going?” she asked.

      “Fantastic. We went to a music festival. It was so much fun. You should have come.”

      She merely smiled. “I had things to do.”

      “You need to get a life.”

      Thanks. That doesn’t help.

      “We are just going to have some drinks and then head home.”

      She nodded. The bar became very busy, and she didn’t notice them leave.

      Monday arrived, and she didn’t feel like working on her cartoons. She walked to her college, and, even in her thick coat and warm boots, she was shivering. The sun had no effect. She longed to be on a warm beach somewhere, drawing and eating great food. Maybe she could work as a waitress in a tropical country. As she walked towards the class, she noticed the ship had left. The port was vacant. Secretly, she wished she was on it.

      She reached on time and settled down. The chair next to her was empty. Julia was not in yet.

      “Alright,” said Marcella. “Draw the first thing that comes to your mind. Let’s see what you can come up with.”

      She shut her eyes and saw the smiling face of her mother. It brought tears to her eyes but also joy. She was in a better place. It was hard for her to shade again, but she wanted to draw her mother’s face. It was challenging; she didn’t do portraits, and of course, she couldn’t make a cartoon looking like her mother.

      As she drew the portrait, she thought about her life. Summer would be over in a couple of months, and then she needed to decide. Her year off was almost over. She could not take any more breaks. It was time to get back into the grind. College was important and her mother would want her to finish her accounting degree. But it bored the hell out of her. There was nothing creative about accounting, but it paid the bills.

      When she finished a somewhat realistic portrait of her mother, Roslyn was happy. The class wrapped up, and Marcella approached her.

      “Please make sure Julia understands that full attendance is a requirement for certification, and she cannot miss any classes.”

      “I know. I am sorry.”

      “It’s not your fault. You are not responsible for her.”

      She nodded her head.

      Roslyn left the building, and she hurried down the street muttering angry words because she had to have her lunch alone in the cold, while Julia was probably having fun with Russell.

      She is awful. How could she do this to me?

      Roslyn was huffing as she walked up the hill to the heart of the village. When she reached the top, she turned, and her heart soared. The view was enchanting. She smiled and longed to lose herself with the waves.

      She walked down an alley, passing several large houses. Roslyn held her books close to her chest and knocked on the door of a two-story house. It was a brick building with square white windows. It had a little garden surrounding it, with several flower beds. As expected, Julia’s mother opened the door.

      “Hello, Mrs. Rockford, how are you?”

      “I am good, darling… I am good. And how are you, my dear?”

      Since her mother died, people were extra polite to her. It was annoying. “I am well. Is Julia here?”

      Mrs. Rockford’s face fell. “Oh, I thought she was with you. In art class.”

      Roslyn’s heart started beating fast. “No. She wasn’t. Didn’t she come home last night? She was at the bar yesterday.”

      Mrs. Rockford’s face hardened. “I thought she did.” She looked up the stairs. “Julia! Julia!”

      Roslyn reached for her mobile in her purse and dialed Julia's number again. There was no answer.

      “Julia!” Mrs. Rockford rushed up the stairs and barged into the room to the left. Roslyn followed her and froze. The bed was not slept in.

      “Do you know where she could be?” she asked, but she could already see the horror in Mrs. Rockford’s eyes.

      With her hand on her chest, she sat heavily on the bed. “No. No. This cannot happen.” Tears flowed down her face. She looked at Roslyn. “What if she is… no… no.”

      Roslyn took a deep breath. “Let's not get ahead of ourselves. I will call everyone we know and the hospital. I am sure she is in the village somewhere.”

      Roslyn spent hours on the phone trying to find Julia. Fear grew inside her as she called the police. She stayed with Mrs. Rockford, who wept on the chair. Trying to stay calm, she made tea. There was a knock on the door. Inspectors Morris and Ross joined them and accepted the tea she offered.

      “Have you heard from her?” Ross asked Roslyn, who shook her head.

      “When was the last time you saw her?” Martin inquired.

      “Last night. She came to the pub with Russell.”

      “Russell?”

      Mrs. Rockford became alert.

      “Russell Powell. He is from Vancouver and staying with his aunt,” explained Roslyn. “I could not reach him either.”

      “Describe him,” said Ross, opening his notebook.

      Roslyn did her best. But something told her Russell had nothing to do with it.

      “When did they leave?”

      “I’m not sure. I was working.”

      Martin nodded. “Do you know where she was heading?”

      “No. I thought she would head home.”

      The cops were of little help, bombarding them with endless questions and offering only half-hearted assurances.

      Night fell, and Roslyn stayed with Mrs. Rockford. She called Erik and told him she couldn’t come to work. Mr. Rockford tried to comfort his anxious wife, but it didn’t help. The trio sat in silence for hours. No one ate or thought of sleeping. The clock struck 1 a.m. They heard a car engine, and red and blue blinking lights lit up the street. They rushed to the door to find the cops. The officers looked sad. She knew it. She felt it. Julia had vanished.
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


