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        To the readers of BookTok and Bookstagram, who make me feel like we’re all in this together:

      

      

      

      
        
        This one’s for you.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Once you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, no matter how improbable, must be the truth.

      

      

      

      
        
        -Arthur Conan Doyle
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      WHERE WE LEFT OFF . . .

      In book two, Secrets of Grady, we saw Malorie Rose Benard return home after twenty years in captivity. Her family, the Benards, struggled to welcome back a loved one who was not the same girl they had lost in 2003. Through a little therapy and a lot of patience, Malorie began to come out of her room and communicate her feelings, improving a little more each day.

      Sammie Spencer, Lincoln Palmer’s final kidnapping victim, returned to Grady Lake to give an interview about her ordeal to Nolan for his podcast, Gone, but Not Forgotten. When Sammie doesn’t show up for the interview, everyone assumes she got cold feet . . . until her body is recovered from a small cove near the shoreline the next day. Her death is quickly ruled an accident because she was found tangled in the bramble below the surface of the shallow water, and several eyewitnesses reported seeing her wandering by the lake alone, taking photographs of the freshly fallen snow.

      Through a series of flashbacks, we learn that Lincoln Palmer manipulated Rich Lowery into using his land for an underground marijuana growing operation. Shortly after building underground bunkers, Rich finds out that Lincoln isn’t growing illegal drugs—he’s kidnapping and possibly murdering teenage girls. We know Rich recognizes an accomplice of Palmer’s, who shows up several times in the early years on Rich’s trail cameras aimed at the bunkers. Rich is relieved that he hasn’t seen the man on his property in years, so he’s convinced his old friend has come to his senses and no longer associates with Palmer and his dirty deeds. During the flashbacks, we see the man flicking an engraved silver lighter open and closed . . . the lighter he received as a gift for standing in Rich’s wedding years ago. By the end of the book, we know both Sheriff Nelson and Charles David (Malorie and Katie’s dad) own these lighters.

      The sad truth about the death of the girls’ mother, Beth Benard, is revealed. Though she did not die of a heart attack on the trail between the lodge and the Grab N Go, there is some relief in knowing that she died knowing Malorie was still alive. Beth didn’t go to her grave wondering who took her daughter; she knew it was her old friend Rich, who incorrectly assumed Malorie was his biological daughter.

      A romantic relationship begins between our main character, Katie, and Nolan, the podcaster who helped find her sister. We even see a possible flirtation between Aunt Lou and Lieutenant Robert Barkley, who is in town for the investigations.

      At the end of Secrets of Grady, we learn three bombshells: Nicole (Katie’s best friend) saw Malorie in her father’s basement, the baby Mal was told died during childbirth is alive and well (and it’s Robbie, who works on the docks), and a chest full of USB drives with camera footage from the bunkers is found . . . and may have incriminating footage of Sheriff Nelson. Oh, and Lincoln Palmer’s other mystery accomplice is Chelsey, the Benard’s newest employee . . . and Cousin Dougie’s new love interest.

      Welcome to the third and final book in the Grady Lake Mystery Series.
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      Surely, I’ve misheard the words that just came out of my sister’s mouth. I swear she just accused my best friend of knowing she was kept in her father’s basement.

      In the words of my Aunt Lou, “Nicole isn’t just my best friend; Nicole is family.” She is one of us. She cried alongside us for twenty years while we mourned the loss of Malorie, who we were certain was gone forever. Our lives were never the same. You’re telling me Nicole not only knew my sister was in her father’s basement, but she didn’t save her or tell anyone? Not possible. It’s just not possible.

      “I know you don’t owe me a thing, but I’m asking you to please listen to me,” Nicole says, barely above a whisper, her voice shaking.

      “You have two minutes to explain yourself before I go out there and tell Katie. I’ve waited long enough for you to come clean. She needs to know who her best friend really is,” Malorie says in a voice so cold I barely recognize it as coming from my only sister.

      I can’t take it, and against my better judgement I burst into the room and tightly close the door behind me. Malorie’s eyes widen and she stumbles backward slightly. I just overheard a conversation I was never meant to know about. Nicole is frozen, redness crawling up her neck and is inhaling sharply with ragged breaths. She collapses onto my bed and leans forward, elbows on her knees and head hung in shame.

      “Nicole you’re a lot of things, but I’ve never known you to be a liar. That’s why I’m certain that whatever is about to come out of your mouth will be an accurate explanation of why my sister seems to think you saw her in that basement.”

      Tears aren’t just trickling down her cheeks; they are pouring out of her eyes, landing in small pools on the hardwood floor beneath her. Other than rapidly sniffing and attempting to catch her breath, she isn’t making a sound. Nicole has never lied to me. She can’t start now.

      “Do you remember the night the Benzo Chronicles stopped being funny?” she says, eyes still fixed on the floor until they slowly rise to meet mine when I don’t immediately respond.

      Sometime in the early years after I left for college, Nicole began having issues sleeping at night, mostly due to anxiety. When it became such an issue that Mae caught her dozing off during a shift at the Grab N Go, she made Nicole an appointment with her primary care doctor in Marquette. Rather than doing any tests or asking questions to get to the bottom of her sudden sleep struggles and increased anxiety, he handed her a prescription for a generic benzodiazepine and sent her on her way.

      At first, it was like a miracle drug. Nicole didn’t have a care in the world. She began sleeping eight or nine hours a night. It came with a price, though. Nicole would wake up in the guest room of her apartment; sometimes a jar of peanut butter would be found open on the counter, with no recollection of how it got there. She’d log onto AOL Instant Messenger and have lengthy conversations with old friends, not remembering a word of it in the morning. She often called me in the middle of the night, resulting in rambling three-minute voicemails. We were in our early twenties; we thought it was hilarious. Quickly dubbed the Benzo Chronicles, I lived for the updates she’d give me on my morning walk to class. I hung on every word until I reached my building and had to end the call. Each story was increasingly absurd—doing loads of laundry, washing dishes, even opening and drinking a bottle of beer in her sleep. Nicole had never been a sleepwalker; yet, this medicine had her performing entire chore lists with no recollection of them whatsoever the next morning. It was funny, until it wasn’t.

      One morning, she didn’t answer my call. In fact, she didn’t return my calls for days. When I finally got ahold of her by dialing the store directly during one of her shifts, she was short with me. Evasive. Dodgy. She promised she’d call me later when she could talk in private. When she called that night, it was anything but funny. She was incredibly vague about the details, but she told me that the prescribed drug had become too much, and she was going to have to find another way to sleep. The only hint she gave me of what had transpired was that she had a horrible hallucination and it scared her enough to quit cold turkey. Hearing the seriousness of her tone terrified me. I offered to drive home to Grady, but she declined. We never talked about it again.

      “Dad and Mae started worrying about me when I was eating and drinking in my sleep. They were convinced I was going to choke on something. I started sleeping over at Mae’s until I could ween myself off the meds, but I needed them. I couldn’t quit. She had an overnight trip planned to Green Bay with some of the ladies from Bingo, so I agreed to stay at Dad’s for the night so he could keep an eye on me.”

      My eyes dart over to Mal, who is now sitting on the edge of her bed, eyes glistening. She was there, in the basement. Rich let Nicole stay over at his cabin while my sister was held hostage just beneath her feet. It’s unfathomable.

      “When I woke up the next morning, it wasn’t like a normal morning after a benzo sleep. I was in full panic mode. I was convinced I saw Malorie. Dad did his best to calm me down and called Dr. Irving in front of me. He asked if hallucinations could be a side effect of taking the drug nightly, and he kept nodding as Irving spoke. Now I wonder if he called him at all. He drove me home after breakfast, but I couldn’t shake the feeling. It felt so real. I swore I had seen her.”

      My eyes haven’t left Malorie’s. I know Nicole well enough to know she’s telling this story exactly as she remembers it, but Mal hasn’t known her since she was a teenager. She doesn’t know the woman Nicole grew up to be—the best friend I’d trust with my life.

      “Later that day, Dad and I went fishing, and I confided in him how real the vision was and how I had a clear memory of lifting the trap door and wandering down the wooden stairs to his basement and opening his doomsday room, looking for peanut butter. I was always eating peanut butter on the benzos, and I knew he kept cases of it in storage. I looked in the room, but in my vision, it wasn’t a storage room anymore; it was a bedroom. There was a girl sleeping in a bed in the corner, and when she opened her eyes, I knew it was Malorie. She was pale and had much shorter hair, but I was sure it was her. I closed the door and walked back up the stairs, willing myself to wake up from the nightmare. I was crying and slapping myself in the face so I’d wake up. Dad heard me crying and came out to give me something that would help me go back to sleep and I did—I passed out cold.”

      Nicole turns her gaze to Malorie, who isn’t showing any emotion at all. She’s allowing Nicole to speak, which is more than a lot of people would be allowing in a moment like this.

      “He told me that if I was so upset by my dream, maybe I should go back to his house and check out the storage room for myself and see that there’s nobody in there. That’s exactly what we did; we packed up our tackle boxes, threw them in the truck, and he drove me straight to the cabin. He opened the wooden door, motioned for me to go down, and he was right—you weren’t there. It was just a storage room, just like I had seen a thousand times. I swear, Malorie. You weren’t there. When you were rescued, I kept waiting for you to confront me about it, and when you didn’t, that made up my mind that I really did hallucinate that night from the drugs.”

      “He moved me for a full week because he knew you saw me. He kept me in the dark for days,” Mal says, shaking her head to rid her mind of the memory.

      “Where did he take you?” I ask.

      “At the time, I had no idea. Now I think it must have been one of the bunkers on his land. It was definitely underground.”

      “Malorie, you have to believe me. He had me convinced I imagined it all. It scared me so much, I quit taking the meds that day. I don’t think I slept for more than an hour at a time for weeks.”

      Mal’s eyes quickly dart to mine before locking in an intense gaze, silently asking me if I believe Nicole.

      “When was your first hint that what you saw might have been real? When did you know?” I ask Nicole.

      “The Polaroid that Khaki Pants found in Dad’s basement. Her hair was short . . . exactly like my vision of her. At that moment, I realized either benzos had given me psychic visions, or it really was Mal that I saw all those years ago. Then it was the one-two punch of realizing my dad was responsible and that Mae took part in it; so, to be honest, I haven’t had much time for it to register. I really did see Mal in my dad’s basement, and that asshole gaslit me into believing I had hallucinated it all.”

      I look back at Mal, giving her the slightest nod to signify that I do, against all odds, absolutely believe what Nicole is telling us. Not only because she’s always been honest, but because there’s no way she could come up with such a believable back story on her own.

      “We can work through this, Nicole. I think it’s just going to take some time,” Mal tells her. Her hand twitches, and I know she wants to reach forward and squeeze Nicole’s hand or pat her shoulder, but she isn’t quite ready yet.

      Commotion in the hallway outside our room steals our attention from the conversation. I throw the door open and rush in the direction of all the noise—Dougie’s room. All three aunts are huddled around him as he vomits into a small trash can next to his bed. Judging by the mess, the trash can wasn’t available when he began getting sick.

      I know he had a few too many drinks last night, but Dougie is a professional drinker. He can hold his liquor as well as men twice his size. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen him so hungover that he’s physically ill, and certainly not in bad enough shape to lose it before he can make it to the bathroom.

      “Maybe it was something he ate?” Aunt Brenda suggests. Her maternal love for her son takes precedence over logic.

      “We all ate at The Moose Trap and nobody else is sick,” Aunt Deb points out.

      The aunts fuss over Dougie with damp wash cloths, Pepto Bismol, and cans of ginger ale while the rest of the family backs out of the room to give him some space. I stay in the doorway for a moment, taking in his condition. His skin is a sickly shade of gray with his bloodshot eyes barely opening when someone speaks to him.

      They mindlessly list each dish that was served at my birthday party last night, measuring the hypothetical risks of foodborne illness for each, while I replay the interactions I had with Dougie’s new fling, Chelsey. She refused to let him go home with Nolan and me. She locked eyes with me while she kissed him. She made several questionable quips in my direction throughout the night. She remained curiously sober. It may be because I’ve been recently devastated by the actions of several people whom I’ve known for most of my life, but I’m certainly paying close attention to this woman, who inserted herself in our lives only a week ago. I’ve been fooled enough; I will not be fooled again, especially when it comes to the well-being of my family.
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      Back in the family room of the lodge, everyone pitches in to clean up after the gathering—even Sheriff Nelson and Robbie. It’s another thing I love about small towns—it’s not even a discussion; everyone just begins to help when the event is over.

      Nolan is gathering the last of the discarded wrapping paper from my gifts as I perform my best attempt at pretending the interaction with Nicole and Malorie never happened. Lately, I’ve gotten comfortable telling Nolan just about everything that’s on my mind, but this is a secret I’ll be keeping inside our circle of three for a while. I believe every word Nicole said, but it doesn’t make it any less unsettling. She saw my sister. She saw the woman the entire nation was searching for, and it was in her own father’s basement. This isn’t going to be a one-and-done conversation.

      Malorie has perfectly acclimated herself into the role of teasing Robbie for his misdemeanor arrest; and Nicole, who normally would be leading the mission, is quietly sweeping confetti from the kitchen floor. Lou is cussing at Nelson for putting away dishes in the wrong cupboards, and Karli is leaned back on the kitchen island, getting a kick out of the show. I’m startled when a large hand is placed on my shoulder, and I spin to see it’s just my dad.

      “Where did you go?” I ask, realizing I haven’t seen him in at least thirty minutes.

      “I don’t do so well with the puking; I had to step outside and get some fresh air,” he says, gesturing to Dougie’s room.

      “Ahh, that must be why you disappeared so much when we were young, eh?” I tease.

      He playfully rubs his knuckles on the top of my head before pulling me into an embrace.

      “You get that smart mouth from your mother; have I ever told you that?” he says with a smile before kissing my forehead. “All joking aside, I’ve gotta get back to Marquette. I hope you have the best birthday there ever was, Katie Bug.”

      “Other than your nephew projectile vomiting across the hall from my bedroom, it’s been a pretty good morning. Love you, Dad.”

      He hugs Mal and says his goodbyes to the rest of the family, avoiding Dougie’s room but shouting his wishes for a speedy recovery on his way out, while Brenda throws her son’s soiled sheets in a trash bag to be brought downstairs. We won’t be letting Dougie live this down anytime soon.

      Sheriff Nelson steps out on the patio to take a call, and his jovial off-day mood has dissipated when he steps back in. “I’ve got to get down to the station. Enjoy the rest of your birthday, Katie,” he mumbles to me on his way out.

      “Wonder what that’s about?” Deb asks after we hear Nelson’s footsteps descend the stairs.

      As I look around the room, it’s uncanny how well I can read each of their thoughts. Deb and Brenda are concerned, not only for Nelson but for whoever is requiring the assistance of Grady’s sheriff on his only day off. Lou is wondering how she can step into action and help the situation. Malorie is worried it’s another girl, and so is Nicole, but for different reasons. I don’t think she can stomach anymore heartache being attributed to her father. There’s no doubt in my mind that Nolan and Karli are dying to know what Nelson got called back to the station for. If it’s in any way related to Mal’s case, they will be chomping at the bit to get the scoop before any other journalists. Sweet, sweet Robbie is simply sitting on the couch, eating his second plate of breakfast, and watching a sitcom rerun on TV, clearly oblivious to any of the activity around him.

      “The nineteen hundreds had the best shows, I swear,” Robbie says to nobody in particular. You can practically hear the record screeching to a halt as we all stop what we’re doing and turn in his direction. He’s watching King of Queens.

      “What the hell did you just say?” Nicole asks, walking in his direction.

      Robbie’s eyes dart from Nicole to me and back again. We’ve already established how horrible he is at reading a room, and Nicole always has to spell it out for him when she’s joking.

      “The . . . ahh . . . the guide says this show came out in 1998. Is that wrong?” he asks, setting his plate in his lap and clicking the guide button on the remote, as if we are looking for proof.

      “If you ever refer to 1998 as the nineteen hundreds again, I’m throwing your scrawny ass in that lake, Robbie,” Nicole tells him. “I’d slap you, but then you’d drop your plate of pancakes, and Lou would kill me in my sleep tonight for staining the carpet.”

      Nicole still hasn’t cracked a smile, so Robbie’s gaze shoots over to Lou. She nods in confirmation. Mal is the first to lose it, spitting out her drink when she can’t hold the laughter in anymore.

      “I’ve been locked in a basement for the last twenty years, so I don’t know many people in your generation, but you’re not giving me a good first impression, kid,” Mal tells him, patting him on the shoulder from her standing position behind the couch.

      “They’re called Gen Z, and spoiler alert—they all suck,” Nicole replies directly to Malorie but is still too wounded to look her in the eye.

      “You guys suck,” Robbie replies, barely audible. Surely after a full season with us, he’ll get sharper with the comebacks.

      Mal nods to Nicole before returning to the kitchen to help with clean up. It’s the closest Nicole is going to get to receiving forgiveness today, and the way she exhales after Mal walks away says it’s all she needs.

      Anyone listening to Nicole describe how she was convinced that she simply dreamed up seeing a kidnapped woman in her father’s basement would be shaking their heads in disbelief. I, however, believe every word she told us and can only pray that Malorie does, too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Three

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Later that night, I’m walking the path from the lodge to Nolan’s cabin when I spot Karli leaving. Once I’m within twenty feet or so, I realize she’s crying, so I hurry my pace, calling out her name.

      “Oh, hey Katie. I was just leaving. He’s in there editing,” she tells me, gesturing to the cabin door with one hand and quickly wiping under her eyes with the other.

      “How can I help?” I ask her. It’s a little trick I overheard Dalia, Mal’s therapist, discussing with the aunts last week. It’s more likely to be well received than, “why are you crying?” or “what’s wrong?” and gets the person you’re talking to focused on a solution, rather than the issue itself.

      “I’m not going to bore you with my sob story on your birthday. I’ll be just fine,” she says, doing a horrible job of downplaying the situation. Now that I’m standing in front of her, I can see the dry, inflamed skin around her nose and expect to find a trash can full of discarded tissues when I get inside the cabin.

      “I can’t force you to talk to me about it, but I’ll remind you that I’m a world-class listener, and I sure would love to help with an issue that doesn’t involve my own family for once. It would be a welcome distraction.”

      She studies my eyes before nodding in acceptance.

      “My wife and I have been working through some issues for the last year. I really thought we were getting somewhere, but my friend just called to let me know she saw Erin with another girl tonight. She even took a few pictures from the corner of the bar, in case I didn’t believe her.”

      She slides the cell phone out of her back pocket, and when she swipes it to access the screen, the image is already pulled up. I was hoping there could be a reasonable explanation, but her wife’s arm around this stranger in the dark corner booth leaves little room for innocent possibilities. Karli’s wife is cheating on her while she’s out of town for work. At least my garbage ex-fiancé had the balls to do it while I was in town. All the ridiculous tragedy from the last few months has distracted me from how much I hate the man.

      “Karli, I’m sorry. I’ve been in your position, and it’s not easy,” I tell her. I’d like to hug her but still feel that I don’t know her well enough to invade her personal space, so I lightly place my hand on her arm. “I know it feels like you’ll never be okay, but I promise that you will.”

      “Thank you for not suggesting it could be innocent and that I’m worrying for nothing, like my best friend just did on the phone. I don’t need toxic positivity right now; I need the truth.”

      Much to my surprise, she hugs me. She holds me in the embrace for at least ten seconds, her grip suggesting that she’ll break down if she lets go. When she finally does, I grab both of her hands and speak quickly to capture her attention before she loses it again.

      “My best advice is to remember that the person who is meant for you wouldn’t dream of disrespecting you like this. Your wife should be your best friend, and best friends don’t hurt each other like this. You deserve the world and a partner who is your biggest supporter; please don’t forget that.”

      My strategy backfires and Karli begins to sob. By the time she collects herself and thanks me several times for the advice and for listening, the shoulder of my sweatshirt is soaked from her tears. My heart breaks for her. Although my fierce independence didn’t allow me to grieve quite this much when Dave cheated on me, I do understand the hurt that comes from such a betrayal.

      After Karli is out of sight, I knock lightly on the door of Nolan’s cabin; it’s a strange feeling to knock on one of our own cabins, but I don’t feel comfortable letting myself in quite yet. He swings the door open swiftly, and I’m startled.

      “KB, come in. I’m about to get a call from one of my contacts at MSP,” he tells me, rapidly motioning for me to come inside, while also frantically pointing to his phone as if he needs to explain how he will be receiving the call. For a journalist from out of town, I’m shocked at how quickly he has made friends with the Michigan State Police. My own sister was missing and I could barely get them to return my calls for years.

      “You seem worked up; is it big news?” I ask, kicking my shoes off and taking a seat in the small dining area. He has papers strewn about the table, with his laptop sitting on one of the chairs and small pastel Post-It notes littering nearly every surface of the room.

      “I think they found something at Rich’s house, Katie,” he tells me. He rips a sheet of paper towel off the roll and hands it to me. At first I think it’s because he’s expecting me to cry but I follow his gaze to my soaked shoulder and realize it’s to clean up the mess of tears and mascara Karli left on my shirt.

      “Something? Like the baby? Did they find the baby?”

      He pulls out a chair and sits next to me for all of two seconds before accepting that he’s too wound up and bounces back up to his feet.

      “I don’t know, but I’m not sure what else they could have found that would qualify as major news. The podcast episode where Mal discusses her pregnancy and death of her baby airs tomorrow. If they find her remains today, it’s going to be a shitshow for your sister. I am so sorry . . . I would have never dreamed the episode airing could coincide with the discovery of her body,” Nolan explains, his bottom lip beginning to quiver as he finishes.

      Now, I stand. I take the phone from his hand, set it on the table, and intertwine my fingers with his.

      “Nolan, the world is going to find out she was pregnant one way or another. She chose for you to be the one to deliver that message. She understands that when the episode airs, it’s going to ignite yet another media firestorm. She’s ready. She wants to get it over with. If it happens to be the same day they find her baby’s remains, that just means we handle it all in one day instead of dealing with it twice. Maybe it’s a blessing in disguise.”

      He appears to consider this before we are interrupted by the buzzing of his phone on the old, wooden table next to us. He nods to me before answering.

      “Of course, off the record,” he tells whoever is on the other end of the line.

      For the next three or four minutes, he paces, nods, and responds with questions like “So, what does that mean?” and “Are you sure?” before ending the call and staring at the floor of the cabin for a beat.

      “It’s not the baby,” he tells me.

      “Okay . . . then what is it?” I ask.

      “They found a trunk full of video footage buried in Rich’s yard. It appears he had a trail cam or two overlooking the bunkers on his land.”

      “I thought he and Lincoln weren’t working together—does this mean he knew what was going on? He knew what Lincoln was doing to those girls?” I don’t mean for my tone to be so frantic, but the questions are firing into my mind at an uncontrollable pace.

      My hands are shaking. If he has footage of Lincoln bringing girls to the bunker, it’s going to answer everyone’s questions about timelines and if there are any other victims we don’t know about. Since the discovery of his heinous crimes, countless families have come forward, hoping they can get answers about their missing girls, praying Palmer was involved so they can finally have closure. Unfortunately, we all said goodbye to finding answers when Lincoln was killed in prison. These tapes could change everything.

      “I don’t know what this means about Rich’s involvement, but apparently, the tapes are all labeled with descriptions and dates. It also proves he has had accomplices in the past.”

      The way Nolan looks at me after he says this sends a chill up my spine.

      “I’m going to know these accomplices, aren’t I?” I ask, not really sure I want to hear the answer.

      “They are working on identifying the people in the tapes; the victims and any guilty participants. My source wanted me to know that MSP is going to call in the FBI to help . . . They haven’t reviewed all the tapes yet, but they can confirm that several of them are labeled Nelson.”

      “Nelson . . . as in Sheriff Nelson?”

      He nods, but I knew the answer before I even asked.
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      Because I value my developing relationship with Nolan, I need to keep my word that his confidential sources will remain confidential. He has repeatedly assured me that he will personally notify my family if there’s a critical situation they need to know about. Tapes confirming Lincoln Palmer had accomplices, reportedly including the man who was at my birthday breakfast yesterday, don’t qualify. I need to keep my mouth shut and let the family find out from the detectives.

      Luckily, it doesn’t take long. By lunchtime on the day after Nolan received the call from his source at MSP, the lieutenant who showed up at our house days ago arrives at the restaurant. Once again, Lou appears flustered by his presence, and I’m so amused I nearly forget why he’s paying a visit to our family business. She speaks with him alone for a moment before asking Dougie to watch the bar so I can step out back and speak with them outside. I throw on my coat as I’m exiting the dining room from the side door to meet them in the gravel parking lot.

      I’m no actress, but I do a sufficient job of pretending to be surprised by the news of the tapes. He doesn’t mention Nelson, but he also doesn’t include him in the discussion when asking us to come to the station this afternoon to review the footage and see if we can identify anyone. He’d love to have Malorie present for the viewing but understands that she may not feel up to it. I’m not sure she will, considering the footage most likely includes girls being taken against their will to an underground bunker, just like she was. Though they were taken by different men, I imagine there is a great deal of survivor’s guilt, knowing that most of those girls will never see their families again.

      Lou glances my way to gauge my feelings about including Mal in the process. I shrug. “I’ll talk to her after my shift and see if she feels up to it. There aren’t any actual assaults on the tapes, correct?”

      “The girls appear to be unconscious during the transport. I can skip past those scenes; we are really just looking for your help identifying Palmer’s associates. It’s a small town, it occurred less than a mile from your home, and it might jog Malorie’s memory if she encountered any of these other suspects while in captivity,” Lieutenant Barkley tells us.







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
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.



