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Chapter One

 


 Friday
Afternoon, August 7

“Mary how are you doing?” she
asked embracing her.

“Fine, Christine, you?”

“Going well, thanks,” she replied
turning around. “Mary Blunt, this is my daughter Rebecca, and
Liam.”

“I’m delighted to finally meet you
both, I’ve heard so much about you from Christine,” she said
approaching them and shaking their hands.

“Nice to meet you,” said
Rebeca.

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs.
Blunt.”

“Oh, please, call me Mary,” she
said with a kind smile.

“Why don’t we go into the parlor,”
suggested Christine showing Mary the way.

Rebecca and Liam quickly glanced
over at one another before following them and sitting on the couch.
Christine sat in an armchair while Mary walked over and picked up
the picture of Hetty and Mandy.

“Lovely girls,” said Mary looking
at Rebecca.

“Yes, they are,” she
replied.

Mary placed the photo down then
picked up the next one. “Maggie O’Brien and Jason Campbell,” she
said admiring it, “what a lovely photograph.”

“You knew them?” asked
Liam.

“No, not personally, but my mother
was good friends with Eleanor Peabody, and I met her and her
daughter, Lenore, several times when we visited,” she replied
placing it down and filling the vacant armchair. “Lenore was such a
lovely girl. Back then, she was at least ten years older than me,
and I remember she would take me out for ice cream.”

Rebecca wondered who this lady
was, why she was there, and looked over at her mother for an
explanation.

“Mary is the Gray Witch Queen of
New York,” stated her mother.

“Oh, really,” responded Rebecca
studying Mary.

“I was born and raised in Thornton
on Skaneateles Lake,” she revealed. “Do you know where it
is?”

“Yes,” they both
replied.

“Have either of you ever visited
there?”

They both shook their
heads.

“Well, if you get the chance, you
should,” she suggested then continued telling them about herself.
“My husband received an offer with a law firm in Syracuse, so we
moved there, but kept our house in Thornton as our summer home. My
daughter, Gwyneth, just moved into it a couple of months ago. She’s
around your age Rebecca.”

“Is she a Gray Witch?”

“Yes, she is, and very talented,
but fairly new to it all just like you two,” she confessed and
paused momentarily. “I have been in contact with your mother these
last couple of weeks, and the reason I am here is because she
believes, as do I, that you can help me out. So, she invited me
here to discuss my problem with you.”

“Discuss what problem?” asked
Liam.

“Almost eight weeks ago, June 6 to
be exact, an eighteen-year-old girl was abducted around nine
o’clock after finishing her night shift. The following morning her
body was found by a couple of hikers. She had been
murdered.”

“Isn’t that a job for the police?”
asked Liam.

“Yes, and they are investigating
it,” she replied, “but the reason I am telling you is because she
was the White Witch Queen of New York.”

“At eighteen?” queried
Rebecca.

“There is no age limit when it
comes to being a White Witch, or Queen White Witch for that
matter,” answered her mother. “She’d only been Blessed eight months
earlier and was under her mother’s guidance.”

“So young,” said Rebecca sadly.
“Are you asking us to investigate her murder?”

“If that was the case, the Gray
Witches would take ownership, right?” questioned Liam.

“Typically, they would, and
eventually they will once they’ve dealt with a more pressing matter
in Massachusetts,” divulged Mary. “In any case, they wouldn’t be
able to help me out with my request because it requires the powers
possessed by White Witches. More specifically, two White Witches
with exception powers…you two.”

“I don’t understand,” stated
Rebecca. “How can we possible help you?”

Mary leaned towards them. “The
girl who was murdered, Beth Miller, was cut with a blade from her
pubic mound up to the bottom of her chin, then sliced from ear to
ear…and she needs your help.”

“You got to be fucking kidding
me!”

“Liam!” cried Rebecca and
Christine.

“I apologize for my outburst, but
before we agree to go, we need some answers,” he said glancing over
at Rebecca.

“Liam’s right, we do, we just
finished with a harrowing ordeal, and I don’t think we should be
expected to jump right into another one without knowing what we are
getting ourselves into.”

“You’re right, Rebecca, Liam,”
said Mary nodding her head and leaning back. “What would you like
to know?”

“Let’s start from the beginning,”
stated Rebecca. “How did we become White Witches?”

Christine told her the story,
starting with Catherine Allerton, her healing powers, the reason
she had to leave England, being given the Clunaclum, her arriving
in Plymouth, Massachusetts in 1724, the battle with the Beast, her
becoming the First Witch, the beginning of the White, Gray, and
Black Witches, right up to present day.”

“So, Catherine had three children,
and the youngest, became the first White Witch Queen? And Liam’s
bloodline goes to her eldest daughter and mine goes to the youngest
son?”

“Yes,” replied Christine, “and
Beth Miller’s went to the middle child, her son.”

Liam stared at her curiously.
“What are Gwyn and Andrew doing in Massachusetts?”

Mary told them all about Lenore,
the fire in Thornton, and Lenore’s daughter, Salem.

“So, Salem is Lenore’s daughter,
and Eleanor’s granddaughter?” clarified Rebecca.

“She is.”

“And they killed Lenore in a
fire?”

“Yes, one of their
responsibilities is to protect us from rogue witches,” replied
Mary, then handed let them the letter from Lenore that she had
given to Gwyn and Andrew to read.

“She wanted to die,” stated
Rebecca.

“Yes,” confirmed Mary. “The fire
purified her soul.”

“So, you believe James Childwall
is either going to use her daughter, Salem, as the Thirteenth
Sacrifice or try to recruit her to the Darkness?”

“We do.”

“I can understand why that is
important, but shouldn’t we be concentrating our efforts looking
for James Childwall, his son, his grandson, or locating the
Epicenter of Darkness?”

“Indeed, these are our priorities,
but we have until the end of September to find, or locate them,
which gives us some time,” answered Mary. “What we are asking you
to do now is of great importance too.”

“What is it that you want us to
do?” queried Rebecca.

“We need you to go to the site
where Beth’s body was found, spend a few days there, and see if you
can find out any additional information that can help us. The
sheriff will meet you and give you a file on their findings, but we
are hoping you may notice something that they have
overlooked.”

“And after a few days, we don’t,
what then?”

“Then you come back, and we’ll
discuss our next steps.”

“Are we sleeping in the woods?”
asked Rebecca.

“The Sheriff’s Department has set
up several tents and the necessary amenities to make your stay as
comfortable as possible,” explained Christine. “Also, the area
around you has been sectioned off for half a mile or so and a
deputy with be stationed at the entrance 24/7.”

“What about food?”

“My dear, I have packed two
coolers and some bags of groceries,” she replied. “Once there, you
will have access to a propane stove, a fire pit, and
electricity.”

“All the comforts of home,” joked
Rebecca.

“It’s only for four days and three
nights,” reassured Christine.

“Well, you said you wanted to get
away for a few days,” teased Liam.

“Yeah, to a hotel with room
service, cotton sheets, a pool, a bar; not the backwoods of New
York hunting and fishing for our vittles,” she said over
dramatically then joined in with Liam laughing.

“When are we meeting the sheriff?”
asked Liam.

“Sheriff Dan Snow and Deputy
Sheriff Joe Murphy will be meeting you this afternoon at three. The
deputy sheriff will be your main contact, he was the first on the
scene and is in charge of the investigation, locally. If you need
anything, speak with him.”

“What should we do if we find out
anything that they have missed in their report?”

“If it’s to do with the
investigation, you can talk with the deputy sheriff, anything else
call me,” said Christine.

“Anything else, like what?”
queried Rebecca.

“Let’s say, something supernatural
in nature,” said Mary choosing her words carefully.

“All right,” said Rebecca
satisfied and glancing over at Liam. “Any other
questions?”

“No,” he said looking at
her.

“I guess we should get packed and
get going.”

“Do you want me to make you some
lunch before you go?”

“No, thanks, Mom, we’ll pick up
something along the way. Where are the coolers and bags of
groceries?”

“In my car.”

“I’ll grab them and put them in
mine,” said Liam standing and taking the keys from
Christine.

“I’ll help you,” said Rebecca
about to leave with him.

“Wait, I almost forgot,” she said
handing her an envelope. “Hers’s some money.”

Rebecca quickly looked inside.
“How much is here?”

“Three thousand.”

“Mom, that’s a thousand a night,”
she stated looking at her. “We’re camping, and we have
food.”

“Take it, just in case, it will
make me feel better.”

“Okay,” she sighed with a smile
then turned and left with Liam.

Once she heard them go outside,
Christine turned to Mary. “Do you think we should have told
them?”

“No,” she replied quietly, “it may
turn out to be a dead end, but if not, they’ll need to deal with
this on their own.”


Chapter Two

 


 They
drove for thirty minutes north to Waterloo, then took the US-20
east, before pulling off, going through the McDonald’s Drive Thru,
and parking.

“I think this Big Mac will be the
best meal we will have till we return on Monday,” said Rebecca
passing Liam his sandwich along with his fries, before taking a
bite of her own. “Hmm, it tastes so good.”

“You’re right, after this it’s
just vittles,” joked Liam making her laugh.

They continued to follow
Christine’s directions east on the US-20 to Seneca Falls, then
north through Montezuma National Wildlife Refuge and around Cayuga
Lake, before going south towards Auburn, taking a left, and heading
east onto Turnpike Rd. They drove for ten miles, passing through
Throop along the way, before arriving in Sennett and taking a left
heading north on Weedsport-Sennett Rd. Two minutes later, they took
a right onto Shepherd Rd., and six minutes later, took another
right onto East Brutus St.

“Weedsport Rural Cemetery,” said
Rebecca reading the sign. “They have it all taped off,” she noted
as Liam slowed down, pulled over, and stopped in front of a deputy
and two squad cars.

“Liam Wilson, Rebecca Anderson?”
he asked.

“We are?” replied Liam.

“Please take a right, here, into
the cemetery. Keep to your right, take your first left, then follow
the road till you reach the end,” he said pointing out his
instructions before moving backward and waving them in.

“I thought she was found on a
hiking trail,” commented Rebecca.

“So did I,” said Liam slowly
driving in, following the deputy’s instructions, and eventually
pulling up behind the sheriff’s car.

“Good afternoon, Liam,
Rebecca?”

“Yes,” they replied.

“I’m Sheriff Dan Snow and this is
Deputy Sheriff Joe Murphy,” he said shaking their hands. “Joe,
here, will be taking care of you. I just wanted to come by and
welcome you to Weedsport, and to let you know that if you need
anything, please don’t hesitate to ask Joe.”

“Thank you, will,” replied
Liam.

“All right, Joe, I’ll leave you to
it,” he said departing, jumping into his cruiser, and driving
away.

“If you would like to follow me,”
said Deputy Sheriff Murphy leading the way. “You guys must know
some people in high places.”

“Why’s that?” asked
Rebecca.

“We don’t often get asked these
types of special requests for civilians,” he said turning to look
at them. “In fact, this is mine and the sheriff’s
first.”

“We were just asked to come here
and see if we can add any more insight into Beth’s murder,” said
Liam wondering who the deputy sheriff meant by ‘people in high
places.’

Joe was itching to ask them, but
had been instructed not to, so he didn’t. “Your campsite is just
through here,” he said following the trail through the dense woods
to a large clearing. “You each have your own tent, and there’s a
third one over her with a picnic table inside where you can eat,
put your laptops, and paperwork. There’s a portable generator over
there that you can turn on when you need electricity, there’s also
a propane stove here on the outdoor table, as well as portable fire
pit with firewood and a grate right over here,” he said before
turning around to them. “Please, have a quick look around and let
me know if everything is okay.”

They left, stuck their heads into
one of the tents and noticed it had a queen-size cot, a camping
chair, and a lamp. Then went to the third, the larger one, which
had a picnic table, lights, and extension cords.

“Do you know how to work a
generator?” he asked joining them.

“I do,” replied Liam surveying the
area.

“Is everything okay?”

“Everything is fine,” he replied
with a smile.

“Here is the police report for
Beth Miller,” said Deputy Sheriff Murphy handing the file to
Liam.

“Thank you.”

“Some of the photographs are quite
graphic,” he cautioned, studying them. “But I’m guessing you two
will be fine with them.”

They picked up on the way he let
his last sentence hang in the air. Rebecca glanced over at Liam,
smiled, then at Joe. “Something on your mind, Deputy
Sheriff?

Joe couldn’t resist. “You’re the
ones that found the two young, murdered girls, Heather and Amanda,
and that Jason Campbell fella in James Childwall’s backyard in
Amare.”

“We are,” confirmed
Rebecca.

“I hope they find that son of a
bitch.”

“So do we,” she
replied.

“Is that why they asked you two to
come here, because of what you did there?”

“Something like that,” answered
Liam vaguely.

“Is it true you guys see things
that others do, you know, murders?”

Rebecca smiled. “Deputy Sheriff
Murphy, don’t believe everything you read in the gossip columns, it
only makes for interesting reading and selling
newspapers.”

“Okay,” he said deciding it was in
his best interest not to peruse it any further.

“Do you have all this area
sectioned off?” asked Liam.

“We do. You can’t see the yellow
barricade tape from here, but it goes across Putnam Brook in the
back, down and around each side of the cemetery to East Brutus St.,
then the length of cemetery along the street,” he explained. “At
the front entrances, will be a deputy posted 24/7. If you require
anything non-investigation related, you can talk to either one of
them, otherwise, please contact me at the number in the
file.”

“We understand,” said Liam looking
around. “Can we see the spot where the body was found?”

“Sure,” he said leading them back
into the woods and coming to a small clearing. “This is where we
she was found. She had her arms tied to this tree here, and her
feet to this one over here.”

Rebecca noticed Liam’s puzzled
face. “What’s up?”

“Well, this tree is closer to tie
her feet up to, yet he picked this one that’s further away,” he
said looking at her.” Why?”

“To give him more room to walk
around her,” she suggested.

“That’s the conclusion the FBI
came to,” confirmed the deputy sheriff.

“FBI?” questioned Rebecca
surprised.

“They took over the
investigation.”

“Where are they now?”

“Well, they went to Vermont in
July, now they’re in New Hampshire,” he replied. “They believed
Vermont was where he was going to strike next.”

“And?”

“Two months on and there hasn’t
been another one since Beth Miller.”

“Then why did they leave Vermont
and go to New Hampshire?” wondered Liam.

“Honestly, I don’t know,” he said
slowly shaking his head. “Seems odd to me too, but the last I
heard, they think he may have stopped.”

“I see,” said Liam
kneeling.

“So, you’re here till Monday?”
queried Deputy Sheriff Murphy glancing over at Rebecca.

“At the latest.”

“Are you going to Pennsylvania
next?”

“Why would we go there?” she
asked, taken aback.

“That’s where the eighth victim
was killed. Beth was the ninth.”

“Were they killed the same way?”
she asked, confused.

“Exact same,” he replied. “You
didn’t know about them?”

“We were only asked to investigate
this one,” replied Liam quickly glancing up.

“So, there are nine,” repeated
Rebecca. “Where are they located?”

“The Northeast Butcher started in
Rhode Island killing one, worked his way across to Connecticut
killing another, then down to New Jersey where he killed two, he
continued onto Delaware killing one, then up to Maryland killing
another, next was Pennsylvania where he killed two, before ending
up here in Weedsport, New York.”

“Northeast Butcher?” she
asked.

“That’s what the media nicknamed
him when they realized the FBI were involved and searching for a
serial killer.”

“Why did the FBI believe he would
kill in Vermont next?” queried Rebecca.

“It’s the next state over, and
they believe he’s following a circle.”

“A circle?”

“Rhode Island, Connecticut, New
Jersey, Delaware, Maryland, Pennsylvania, New York, then Vermont,
New Hampshire, Maine, and ending in Massachusetts. All the
killings, and potential killings, pinned out on a map would form a
circle.”

What’s the significance of the
circle?”

“They don’t know, and if they do,
they didn’t tell me.”

“Well, depending on what we find
here will determine if we head to Pennsylvania,” said Liam
standing, thinking about the location of the body and its proximity
to the cemetery. “I thought the girl was found by
hikers?”

“She was. A couple of teenagers
who live in Weedsport went for a morning hike. They came north from
their high school, followed Putnam Brook down here, decided to cut
through the woods and look at the cemetery headstones, then found
the body.”

Liam looked toward the cemetery
entrance. “Do you think the killer pulled up to the same spot we
did, then carried the body through the woods to this
clearing?”

“We do.”

“And the route we took when we
arrived at Sennett, you believe that’s the same one he
took?”

“I do, it’s the most isolated,” he
answered. “The only other option would have been to pass through
Sennett, which is where you took your left, and stay on Turnpike
Rd, which eventually turns into Grant Ave., then go north on
Jericho Rd. till they arrived at East Brutus St. and took a left
heading northwest towards the cemetery…But there’s a lot of houses
and businesses on that route.”

“Yeah,” replied Liam agreeing with
him. “Well, thank you, Deputy Sheriff Murphy, if you could lead us
back from here to our car so we can get our food and sleeping bags
it would be appreciated.”

“Of course.”

They followed him, and when they
arrived, said goodbye, and watched him walk towards the front
entrance as they unloaded the car.

“Full-size pillows?” asked
Liam.

“Hey, if I’m roughing it in the
bush, I need some luxuries,” she said as he closed the trunk, and
they carried their items back to the campsite.

Liam watched as Rebecca threw the
pillows and sleeping bags into one of the tents then went inside to
set them up.

“What?” she asked, noticing his
grin as she got out, zipped it up, and went towards him. “I’m not
sleeping on my own,” she said kissing him as she walked
by.

“I’ll get this fire going, then
we’ll review the police report.”

“Okay,” she replied going into the
main tent, setting it up, then coming out with two beers and the
file. “Nice fire.”

“Thanks,” he said taking one from
her, opening it, and having a sip.

“These are fancy chairs,” she said
sitting next to him and handing him the file. “Do you think they
had all this stuff in storage or was it borrowed from the
deputies?”

“I’m guessing some in storage and
the rest was bought.”

“Yeah, these chairs look new,” she
said leaning toward the fire.

“Ready to go through the report?”
he asked, putting down his drink.

“I am.”

After combing through it, forty
minutes later, Liam closed it and placed it on the
table.

“She was killed the exact same way
as Jason and Maggie, and the coroner noted that he found gold
particles on the cut skin and bones.”

“The Clunaclum,” said Rebecca with
a shiver and staring at the fire. “Deputy Sheriff Murphy told us
that Beth and the other eight victims were killed the exact same
way.”

“He did.”

“In addition to killing Eleanor,
Maggie, and Jason, James Childwall confirmed he killed nine others.
He said all these murders were sacrifices and his last would be his
thirteenth, but at that time we knew he’d only done three, and if
we include him performing the last one, that will make it four; we
didn’t know who the other nine were,” said Rebecca slowly. “He also
told us that his son, Henry, doesn’t even know the Dark Spirit
lives within him, and that the Darkness hides, and only comes out
when he says it needs to, without Henry even knowing. Henry then
becomes its Host, and once Darkness is finished, it goes back into
hiding,” she explained stopping momentarily and contemplating.
“When I asked James what Darkness did for him, he went silent and
offered no answer, and when you asked him if he was passing the
Dark Spirit on to him and making him a Dark Witch High King, he
replied that over the last seven months his son was just a vessel
for the Dark Spirit. Then you questioned him about his son just
being a vessel, and he responded no, of course not, but you will
find out what he has been up to sooner or later,” reiterated
Rebecca staring at Liam uneasily. “James Childwall calls on
Darkness to come out of hiding, without his son, Henry, knowing,
and Henry becomes its Host. Darkness, using Henry’s mind and body,
kills Beth, and afterwards, goes back into hiding, and Henry goes
back home to his wife and kids none the wiser. And unbeknownst to
Henry, from January to June, he’s done this a total of nine times
across seven states, so we now know what Henry has been up to and
who the other nine sacrifices are,” explained Rebecca taking a deep
breath and letting out a heavy sigh. “James Childwall’s son, Henry,
is killing on behalf of James and Darkness…and is the Northeast
Butcher.”

“Yes,” replied Liam, “but don’t
forget, the Darkness inside Henry used his mind and body to abduct
and kill Beth, the man himself isn’t responsible.”

“True,” she agreed nodding her
head. “I will have to keep reminding myself that Henry doesn’t know
what he’s doing.”

“Me too,” said Liam holding her
hand and thinking. “It would also be nice if we had physical proof
that Henry was involved, not just the word of James Childwall,
because we know he lies, manipulates, and deceives.”

“But how can we get physical
proof?”

“I don’t know,” answered Liam
unsure, “but for the time being, let’s assume what James has told
us and what you’ve summarized is what’s happening, until we hear or
see otherwise.”

“All right,” she replied.
“Anything else?”

Liam thought. “Did you notice
anything odd about Beth’s killing?”

Rebecca folded her legs onto the
chair, lifted the hand that was holding his, put it against her
cheek, and thought. “Why did he drive all the way out here? I know
it’s only thirty minutes from where she was taken, but why not do
it behind the strip mall where she worked.”

“Anything else?”

She thought some more. “He drove
all the way here but left her in a clearing in between a brook and
a cemetery where people walk back and forth all the time,” she
replied thinking. “He wanted her to be found, otherwise, he would
have gone to a more secluded wooded area and hid her deep in the
trees.” She turned to Liam “But why, why go through all
that?”

“James Childwall wants them to
believe they’re dealing with a serial killer, the Northeast
Butcher, and while they’re hanging around in Vermont, New
Hampshire, or wherever else, following their circle theory, he’ll
quietly slip into Massachusetts and commit his Thirteenth
Sacrifice.”

“Is that why he started in Rhode
Island and moved around, to have them chase after him and try to
predict the location of his next victim and keep them busy in
Vermont and New Hampshire?” she asked sipping her beer.

“I believe so, but I’m sure there
is a more selfish reason he had in mind for his victims,” he
answered, before letting go of her hand, standing and staring at
the fire.

“I know that look. What?” she
asked, joining him.

“The tree, it had nothing to do
with him having more room to move around her, he could have tied
her to a closer tree, but picked that one for a reason, but why?”
he replied deep in thought, then it came to him, and suddenly
looked at her. “Because the positioning of her body was
deliberate.”

“Wasn’t Jason’s kitchen table
moved too? Maybe he was positioning his body also.”

“Yeah, nice one,” said Liam
smiling at her.

“Thank you,” she said grinning
back.

“But what does it mean?” he
wondered looking at the fire, when she didn’t reply, he noticed her
distantly staring into the flames. “What’s wrong?”

“Liam, what are we doing here? I
mean, we’re amateur detectives at best.”

“I don’t know about amateur,” he
said nudging her shoulder with his. “We didn’t do too bad with
James Childwall.”

Rebecca smiled at him. “Yeah, but
we had help from Jason and…the…girls,” she said realizing
something. “Oh, shit! No, no, no, no!”

“What is it?”

“You don’t think my mother and
Mary are hoping Beth Miller will visit us here, do you?”

“I wasn’t sure at first, but now
that you’ve mentioned it, maybe.”

“But Liam, I don’t feel any Dark
presence here,” she said motioning around the campsite with her
free hand.

“Me neither,” he agreed turning to
her. “Rebecca, we have three nights here, probably nothing will
happen, and on Monday morning we’ll head home.”

“Great, to plan our next steps!”
she joked.

“Which only involves finding James
Childwall, his son, grandson, and the Epicenter of
Darkness.”

“Oh, thanks a lot for freaking me
out. It isn’t bad enough that we’re camping next to a
cemetery.”

“We’ll be fine,” he said holding
her closely. “Why don’t we grab another beer and see what we can
make for dinner.”

“That’s a good idea, let’s do
that,” she said welcoming the distraction, kissing him, then
leading him into the tent.

Liam looked on as she opened the
first cooler.

“We have hot dogs, hamburgers,
chicken drumsticks, oh, and steaks. There’s also lunch meat,
cheese, tomatoes, garden salad, macaroni salad, bacon, eggs, cream
cheese, and butter.” She went to the bags. “Potatoes in tin foil,
corn on the cob, chips, pretzels, Danishes, chocolate bars, apples,
bananas, granola bars, instant coffee, and sugar. In this cooler,
besides beer, there’s bottled water, juice boxes, and milk. I think
there’s cereal in this bag…yep, Rice Krispie’s, and in this one,
bread, buns, bagels, cutlery, paper plates and bowls. Is she
expecting us to stay for the week?” she asked glancing up at him
and chuckling.

“Maybe,” said Liam laughing with
her. “What do you want me to cook?

“We have a hot fire. How about
steaks, baked potatoes, and corn on the cob?”

“Perfect, pass them over,” he said
taking them from her and going outside.

Rebecca followed him out carrying
plates, cutlery, butter, and two beers. She put them on the table,
then sat and watched as he placed the grate over the fire pit,
followed by the potatoes and corn, before joining her. “Here you
go,” she said passing him a beer. “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” he replied looking
around. “This isn’t so bad.”

“I guess not,” she said reaching
for his hand. “I couldn’t do this on my own though.”

“Don’t worry, neither could
I.”

After they ate, they cleaned up
and decided to take a walk to the brook.

“Look how pretty it is. I should
have brought my phone and took some photos.”

“I’ll go back and get it,” said
Liam leaving.

“Hurry back,” said Rebecca
realizing she was going to be on her own. She nervously glanced
around, noticing something out of the corner of her eye, she slowly
moved towards it. Off in the distance, was a girl hiding behind a
bush, and she looked frightened. “Hello, are you lost?” she asked,
moving closer to her. The girl quickly turned and ran into the
woods. “Liam! Liam!” shouted Rebecca running back to the campsite
and bumping into him along the way. “There’s a girl, over there,
she looks lost and scared.”

“Stay here, I’ll go and have a
look.”

“No way! I’m coming with
you!”

They went to the bushes where
Rebecca had seen the girl, then walked through the woods towards
the cemetery, before heading back through the trees to their tents.
“Maybe it was just teenagers messing around?”

“Maybe, but she looked frightened,
and on her own.”

“Did you get a good look at
her?”

“Not really. It was a girl, and
she had long dark hair.”

“Well, whomever she was she’s
left,” he said putting his arm around her. “Are you
okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said feeling
better,

“Are you two all right?” asked a
deputy coming from the trees. “I heard someone
shouting.”

“Rebecca spotted a teenager over
by the brook, and when she went close to her, she took
off.

“Oh, the teenagers love to come
down to the cemetery and scare each other. She probably took off
with her friends,” he explained. “I’ll go have a look around.” He
left and came back several minutes later. “They’re
gone.”

“Thank you,” said
Rebecca.

“Just keep the fire lit till you
go to bed and use the flashlights if you need to go into the wood,”
he suggested.

“We will, thanks
again.”

“Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” they replied as they
watched him leave.

“I’m sorry, I
overreacted.”

“No, you didn’t. Nobody’s supposed
to be out here, and it took you by surprise, that’s all,” he said
reassuringly. “Come on, I’ll get us another beer, and we can tell
each other campfire stories.”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned
patting his bum then watching him stroll over to the tent before
sitting.

Liam came back and gave her one,
after he sat, she got up and jumped onto his lap.

“That’s better,” she said cuddling
into him. “What are we supposed to do for the next three days, hang
out here?”

“That doesn’t sound so bad?” he
said playing with her hair.

She gazed into his eyes. “No,” she
whispered then kissed him tenderly.

They finished their drinks, put
out the fire, and got ready for bed. Rebecca got into the sleeping
bag first and lay with her back to Liam. When he got in, he put his
arm around her, and as held her close, she grabbed his hand and
fell asleep.

 



Chapter Three

 


 Several hours later Liam woke up and noticed Rebecca was
gone. He tried the lamp, but it didn’t turn on, then heard someone
outside, unzipped the tent, peered out, and spotted her.

“Rebecca,” he whispered,
“Rebecca.”

“Shh,” she said, motioning him
outside and grabbing his hand.

All of a sudden, they were in a
driveway and watching a man in a baseball cap lifting up the hood
of a Mustang and doing something. They walked behind him to witness
him unbolt the battery cable then gently close the hood. Then they
followed him to his car, and from the backseat, watched him take
off his baseball cap and put it on the passenger seat, before
driving with him for several minutes. When they stopped, he got
out, and they followed him to the back of the car. He opened the
trunk, put on a balaclava, then headed down the side of a house to
a window. An older woman noticed the shadow, screamed, and reached
for the phone. The man ran to his car, took off his balaclava, and
drove. They arrived at a strip mall, and before entering, he turned
off his lights, then parked at the north end of the building. He
got out of his car, picked up a small rock and threw it at the
parking lot light, breaking it. The dark figure then opened the
trunk, grabbed a cloth, and poured something on it, before slowly
walking to the side of the building.

A few minutes later, a teenage
girl came outside, locked the boutique shop’s door behind her, and
turned around. She looked up at the stars in the sky and took in a
deep breath of the cool, spring air, as the dead leaves circled
past her in harmony. She glanced down and watched them dance into
the darkness of the usually lit small parking lot, before strolling
over to the bakery next door and reading the sign, ‘Closed early
for family emergency, back in the morning.’ She continued past the
bakery and peeked through the window of the dry cleaners.
“Applegate’s are still on their two-week cruise,” she whispered.
The teenager resumed her walk, then realized something terrible and
suddenly stopped, she was all alone. They watched her considering
going back inside the boutique but listened as she quickly talked
herself out of it. “Jim will be here any minute, he’s never late,”
she said calming herself down, “besides, the alarm is set, and if
it goes off, I will have to wait for security.” Instead, she
decided to amuse herself by walking back and forth in front of the
stores and counting the number of steps. “Sixty-nine, seventy,” she
said playfully, after reaching the end and turning around to go
back. Rebecca and Liam were suddenly startled. The flash of a
shadow had also caught the corner of the girl’s eye, and before she
could react, a cloth covered her mouth and nose, followed by a
sickly-sweet smell, then sleep.

The man placed the girl over his
shoulder, then quickly looked around, “no one,” he whispered. He
strolled to the back of the building, placed her in the trunk of
his car, and glanced around once more, before jumping in the front
seat and removing his balaclava. Slowly he drove to the exit of the
parking lot, “not a car in sight,” he said with a smirk as he
turned onto the main road. The man patiently drove north for thirty
minutes, pulled into the Weedsport Rural Cemetery, and drove to the
back next to a remote wooded area where he parked the car, put down
the window, watched and listened. “No signs of life,” he whispered
as he put his balaclava back on and got out of his car. Rebecca and
Liam realized they were back at the cemetery.

He placed the girl over one
shoulder, a sports bag over the other, and then walked for fifteen
minutes into the deep thick woods before arriving at a small
clearing. Here, he dropped the bag and laid her down gently, then
slowly removed her clothes and placed them in his bag. He tied her
hands around one tree, and her feet to another, before placing duct
tape over her mouth. Beth moaned as she started to come to. The man
stood over her with Rebecca and Liam looking on.

She was now fully awake, after
quickly realizing what was happening, she franticly tried to free
herself. The man squatted over her and shined the flashlight into
her dark brown eyes, and in a calm voice whispered, “don’t worry,
in eight minutes you will be dead.” Out of the bag he pulled out a
knife with a black handle and a shiny, sharp, gold blade, and
displayed it in front of her crying eyes. Her head jerked back and
forth, as if to say, “no, please, no,” but her fear only excited
him. He grabbed her hair and spoke with enthusiastic delight. “I am
going to slice your body, from here,” he said placing the point of
the knife on her pubic mound, “to here,” he said moving it up to
her stomach, then between her breasts, before stopping at her chin.
“But that won’t kill you.” He let go of her hair, put down the
knife, reached into his bag, and pulled out a small container.
“Next, I will gently squirt this charcoal lighter fluid on you…but
only where I’ve cut you,” he explained motioning up and down the
length of her nubile body. “And then I’ll light it,” he said taking
in a deep breath, “I love the smell of burning flesh, and the
crackling, bubbling sound it makes.” She desperately struggled to
get free, but the man just sat and waited patiently till she
fatigued. “But that won’t kill you,” he said putting the container
down and picking up a handful of dirt, “after I put out the fire
with this,” he said throwing it to one side and pointing to her
neck, “I will cut your throat from ear to ear. Then…then you will
be dead.”

There was a long silence as he sat
and stared at her, before slowly standing and saying, “time to
start praying.” He angled the light onto her body, picked up the
knife, and started carving. Several minutes later, he reached over
to sever her jugular, she looked deep into his black eyes, and then
felt the sharp knife slicing across her throat. “No!” screamed
Rebecca, going toward her as Liam held her back.

 The
man packed up his bag then trekked back to his car. He removed the
knife, cleaned it thoroughly, wrapped it in a cloth, and hid it
under his spare tire. He took off his balaclava, the plastic covers
from the seats and trunk, his oversize boots, his clothes, and
bloodied surgical gloves, and placed them into his bag, then put on
another pair, his suit, socks, and shoes. He placed his sports bag
and the sheet he had been standing on, inside a garbage bag, tied
it up, and threw it into the trunk, before removing his surgical
gloves and putting them into his pocket. As they watched him drive
out of the cemetery, the rain started slowly at first then began to
pour.

Rebecca and Liam quickly sat up on
their cot and took a deep breath, their hair was wet.

“What the fuck just happened?”
asked Rebecca.

“We just witnessed Beth Miller
being killed by the Northeast Butcher,” answered Liam. “Did you see
his face?”

“No, only those black demonic
eyes,” she replied scared.

“Judging by his physical
attributes, strength, and speed, I’m saying that was Henry, not
James, unbolting the battery, running from the older woman’s house,
and carrying Beth over his shoulder.”

“Not even the younger,
sixty-five-year-old version of James that we saw leaving the Oak
Boulevard Manor long-term facility could have had the power or
endurance to do that,” she said upset but trying to hold it
together. “Is that the physical proof we needed?”

“I would say so.”

She broke down and cried. “What a
way to die,” she sobbed leaning on him. “She was only eighteen, and
she was alone and terrified.”

“I know, I know,” he said
comforting her. “Here, let me get you a towel.”

She let go as he reached into his
bag and passed her one. “Is this sweat or rain?”

“I don’t know, I’m guessing
rain.”

“Fuck me,” she said drying her
hair, neck, and chest before giving it back to him.

Liam took the towel, dried his
hair, then placed it over the chair.

“What time is it?”

“Almost six.”

“I don’t think I can sleep
anymore; can we get up?”

“All right,” said Liam reaching
for his shorts and T-shirt then putting them on. “I’ll make some
coffee.”

Rebecca watched him leave, then
put her face in her hands and wept momentarily, before taking in a
deep breath and getting dressed. She noticed the pot of boiling
water on the stove and went inside the large tent. “Where did you
get the pot from?”

“It was next to the stove in a
plastic box, there’s a couple more, and a frying pan,” he replied
putting coffee into the cups before grabbing the pot from outside,
coming back in, and filling them up.

Rebecca placed the milk and sugar
on the table then added them to her coffee and waited till Liam
finished. “What’s next I wonder?”

He gently grabbed her hand. “I
don’t believe we will have that vision, dream, again.”

“Why not?” she asked sipping her
coffee.

“We’ve seen all we had to see,” he
answered.

“What do we do now?”

“We should go through the police
report again while the vision is still fresh in our minds and see
if anything stands out.”

“You mean right now.”

“I can do it on my own if you
like.”

“No, how about after our
coffee?”

“Of course,” he said squeezing her
hand.

After their second cup, they went
through the report.

“It doesn’t mention anything about
the Mustang he was messing around with or the woman screaming in
her house,” noticed Rebecca.

“Or him burning her body with
charcoal lighter fluid from her pubic mound to her neck then
putting it out with dirt.”

“Or the duct tape on her mouth
that he removed and put in his bag.”

“Why not?” he asked.

“Maybe they don’t know about the
Mustang or the woman,” she offered. “But they definitely know about
the lighter fluid, dirt, and duct tape.”

Liam nodded in
agreement.

“And there’s only one way to find
out,” she said with a grin. “Let’s call Deputy Sheriff
Murphy.”

After breakfast, Liam called and
put him on the phone’s speaker.

“Good morning, Deputy Sheriff,
it’s Liam and Rebecca.”

“Good morning, how did your first
night go?”

“With this fresh air, we went out
like lights.”

“Good. How can I help
you?”

“We just have some questions about
the police report?”

“Sure, what’s on your
mind?”

“We were hoping you could come by,
and we could speak in person.”

“No problem, I have to drop
something off in Auburn and will head over there afterwards, say
around one.”
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