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URGENT WEATHER MESSAGE
WEATHER SERVICE CARIBOU MAINE


FOR INTERIOR HANCOCK-COASTAL HANCOCK-CENTRAL WASHINGTON-COASTAL WASHINGTON-INCLUDING THE CITIES OF … EASTPORT … PERRY … PEMBROKE … CALAIS … LUBEC … MACHIAS


 … WEATHER ADVISORY IN EFFECT UNTIL MIDNIGHT EDT TOMORROW NIGHT …


THE WEATHER SERVICE IN CARIBOU HAS ISSUED A WEATHER ADVISORY FOR HEAVY RAIN AND POSSIBLE GALE FORCE WINDS.


* PRECIPITATION TYPE … RAIN HEAVY AT TIMES. LOCALLY AS MUCH AS 1 INCH PER HOUR.


* ACCUMULATIONS … RAIN 3 TO 5 INCHES TOTAL EXCEPT WHERE DOWNPOURS FREQUENT.


* TIMING … TODAY INTO TOMORROW NIGHT.


* TEMPERATURES … IN THE LOWER 40S.


* WINDS … NORTHEAST 35-65 MPH. WITH POSSIBLE HIGHER GUSTS ESPECIALLY COASTAL.


* IMPACTS … EXPECT SOME TRAVEL DIFFICULTIES. WIND DAMAGE POSSIBLE. POWER OUTAGES POSSIBLE. LOCAL FLOODING LIKELY.


PRECAUTIONARY/PREPAREDNESS ACTIONS …


TRAVEL DELAYS MAY OCCUR. PLAN EXTRA TIME TO REACH YOUR DESTINATION. SECURE LOOSE OBJECTS. POSTPONE TRAVEL AT HEIGHT OF STORM IF POSSIBLE. DO NOT DRIVE THROUGH FLOODED AREAS.


THIS IS PRIMARILY A COASTAL STORM. WIND EFFECTS WILL BE STRONGEST ON ISLANDS AND ALONG THE SHORE. INLAND AREAS NEAR TIDAL RIVERS AND STREAMS MAY SEE FLOODING AT TIME OF HIGH TIDES. HIGH WINDS MAY IMPACT COMMUNICATIONS TOWERS. EXPECT OUTAGES.
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“Carolyn, if you’re going to lie to me, you could at least make it a good one,” Chip Hahn said sorrowfully into the phone.


He sat by the window in the upstairs front guest room of the big old house on Key Street, looking out at a late-night view of Eastport, Maine. Through the wavery antique panes in the elderly wooden windows, the full moon seemed to wobble liquidly.


Or maybe that was because he was seeing it through tears. Angrily he swiped them away, then closed his hand reflexively on the rabbit’s foot hanging from a thin chain on his belt loop.


Not, he realized miserably, that the talisman he’d carried around for years was going to give him any good luck tonight. How could it? After all, it wasn’t as if he hadn’t known what he was getting into, becoming involved with Carolyn.


In the blue-white moonlight downhill beyond the houses of town, Passamaquoddy Bay was a pewter-colored disk. Above, a plane’s contrail streaked thinly northeast through the indigo night, the aircraft itself already racing out over the Atlantic.


“Carolyn?” Two miles distant across the bay on the Canadian island of Campobello, a car’s headlights appeared, then vanished.


“Carolyn, are you still there?”


She said something in reply, but he couldn’t make out what. He’d forgotten how poorly his cell phone worked here in remote downeast Maine; his city phone plan was wrong for the area. But he hadn’t wanted to use the landline. Someone in the house might pick up an extension and overhear this conversation.


Its tone, especially: the ragged pain in his own voice, which he tried to hide, and the carelessness in hers, which she didn’t. The CD player on his laptop played the Roche sisters’ first album, nearly as old as he was but in its wry lyrics and harmonies the perfect background music for him now.


“I had dinner and then a few drinks with Siobhan,” Carolyn went on unconvincingly. “It got late, she let me sleep on her couch. End of story, okay?”


Through the window, he watched clouds begin streaming in gauzy tatters over the moon. Something ugly was coming, according to the weather forecast he’d heard earlier. Something …


“Chip?” The leafless branches of the ancient maples lining Key Street were elongated fingers, reaching out for something they could never have. Like me, he thought miserably, still clutching the rabbit’s foot.


“Yeah,” he said. “End of story.” But of course it wasn’t.


Silence from Carolyn, who after two days of not answering her cell or responding to his messages had at last taken his call. Now he imagined her sitting cross-legged in the oversized leather easy chair he’d bought for their apartment in Manhattan, a year ago when they’d first moved in together.


Her slim frame clad in a black leotard and a smock dress—the purple corduroy one, maybe, now that it was November and getting chilly—and her glossy dark hair falling in waves over her shoulders, she would be tapping her long nails impatiently on the chair’s soft leather arm. Her high-heeled boots would be on the thick Persian rug nearby, probably, flung where she’d shed them.


“Have you eaten lately? I mean today?” he asked. She wasn’t lazy, and she could be very well organized. But Carolyn had never learned to take care of herself.


She had him for that. “No,” she said guiltily. “But I will. Chicken and corn, maybe. And a baked potato.”


Yeah, right. The idea of her cooking a meal for herself in his absence, let alone a decent one, was beyond far-fetched. More likely she was subsisting on takeout until he got back.


If she was even eating that. But he didn’t press it. “Sounds good,” he told her instead, not wanting to start a quarrel. “Drink some fruit juice with it,” he advised, knowing she wouldn’t do that, either. In her simple obduracy Carolyn was like a stone, impenetrable unless you wanted to crush it, or break it.


And he’d never wanted to. After nearly three years’ working together, he as the researcher and she the writer of a string of best-selling true-crime books, they’d become a couple, and Chip had briefly thought his life was complete. Even before they began sharing the same address he’d imagined them curled together in the leather chair, large enough to hold them both comfortably.


Just how comfortably, he had also pictured in considerable detail. But once it was delivered, Carolyn had claimed the chair as her own, her pointy knees and sharply jutting elbows fencing it off from him silently but definitively.


“Chip? You believe me, right? About last night?”


His hand felt cramped. Tucking the phone awkwardly in the crook of his neck, he heard the signature opening fanfare of The Tonight Show with Jay Leno coming on in the background at her end.


Good old Carolyn, the original multitasker. “Sure,” Chip said, absently worrying the cuticle on his right thumb. “Like you said, you were at Siobhan’s.”


This too was improbable, however. Siobhan was Carolyn’s editor, and in that role had proven to be an honorable, reliable friend. But she was about as likely to have a writer sleeping on the sofa in her elegant apartment overlooking Gramercy Park as she was to have bedbugs infesting it.


“I believe you,” he said, since what good would it do to say otherwise? Carolyn was in Manhattan, over five hundred miles away, and he was here visiting his old friend Sam Tiptree in a place so different from the city, it felt like some other planet.


“Good.” He heard relief in Carolyn’s voice. It was this faint whiff of her caring that he clung to, knowing she depended on him not to give up on her or forsake her. He’d never done that either, even when he’d known her only as his employer, the writer of crime literature.


Which it was: What she wrote was never just another hack job on yet another wife-murder, child disappearance, or greed-fueled parent-slaughter, turgid tomes mixing sex, cash, and subnormal IQs to predictably gory effect. Instead, word by word and sentence by carefully crafted sentence, she presented the human elements behind the headlines, delicately and in their subtlest colors.


It was what he’d loved first about her, this freakish genius she had for communicating the emotions and motives of others while—the tragic irony of this did not escape him—possessing almost no insight into her own. But there was more.


Much more. Even now, if he’d been there he’d have gathered her in his arms, brushing aside the jutting knees and the sharp little elbows, and that would’ve been the end of it. For a long time her mercurial side had seemed a small price to pay for the rest of it.


All the rest of it. “You should get some sleep,” he told her gently. “You’re okay? You’re going to be able to?”


Sleep, he meant. She wasn’t any better at that than she was at eating, when he was away.


He heard her put her drink down on the low marble table that had been her only contribution to the room’s decor, the little click of the glass striking stone. Even that had been grudging; if he’d left it to her they’d still be using stacked milk crates.


“I’m okay.” Then: “Chip?”


“Yeah,” he exhaled. All the rest of it … which he’d adored, and still did. The trouble was, something was changing. And in the week since he’d been away from her it had gotten worse, this feeling of not being able to bear the few things he didn’t adore.


A lot worse. “Chip, could you do me a favor? Call up Maury Cahill for me, ask if I could go in and see him for a minute?”


Chip felt his mental eyebrows rising; Cahill was a criminal lawyer specializing in the kinds of scandalously illegal antics rich people’s kids got up to, keeping them out of Rikers and off the front pages of newspapers.


Maury’s son had been Chip’s classmate at prep school; they still got together for a beer once in a while. But why might Carolyn need his old school pal’s dad?


“It’s for a friend,” she assured him hastily but unconvincingly. Still, if she or her “friend” needed a lawyer, she had picked a good one.


And a request from Chip would indeed produce the desired appointment. So he agreed to phone Maury Cahill in the morning, then made a mental note to check in with him again later in the day. The old attorney wouldn’t violate any oaths, but if Carolyn was in real trouble he’d probably give Chip a general heads-up.


“Thanks,” said Carolyn. “I’m sorry I didn’t call you.”


“Right.” He knew she was sorry. That wasn’t the point. “Get some rest. Just … go on to bed. You’ll be all right tomorrow.”


Would he be, though? The trouble was, he was beginning not to be sure how much longer he could take the situation before something bad happened. He drew his gaze from the moonlit rooftops, skeletal tree shapes, and the few warmly lit windows still visible in the village of Eastport at this late hour, and from the metallically gleaming bay. Here in this room the softly hissing radiator and the wallpaper’s faded florals lent the sense that everything might still be fine, that he could get through this somehow.


His shirts and slacks hung on hangers in the tiny closet, but his socks and underwear were still in his suitcase, open on one of the plain pine twin beds. The room-size rug was a threadbare Persian long missing its fringes, indigo and red.


The bedspreads, white chenille, smelled of soap and bleach. “Listen,” he told Carolyn. “Tomorrow you’ll work, and you’ll feel fine. And when I come home, we’ll look at my new research together, all right?”


Across the room on a round wooden table were heaped his open laptop, stacks of papers, and spiral notebooks, preliminary materials having to do with a series of killings in Milwaukee two years earlier. If all went well, the crimes were to be the subject of his and Carolyn’s next book.


Atop the heap lay a photograph of a human torso, or what was left of it after someone got done with the acts he’d committed upon it. All told—if indeed all had been told; the perpetrator had died in jail of a heart attack before he finished confessing—there were a dozen photos like this. All were taken by the killer while committing the crimes, about one per month during the time he had been active.


Which was another thing nobody was sure of: How long? And its corollary, How many? The accused man had said a year, but his methods were sophisticated. His staging of tableaux, especially, was what the FBI analyst out of Madison had termed “fully developed.”


“Yes, Chip, I’ll sleep,” Carolyn agreed, sounding subdued. “And work sounds good.”


The victims in the dozen photographs had all been young women. These were the only known photographs in the series, but a new cache of them might yet turn up, Chip believed, because the police weren’t the only ones who had seen the pictures. Long before his capture, the killer had also posted them on the Web, in private chat rooms Chip had found while following obscure links the way a hound sniffs scent.


He’d phoned and emailed the Wisconsin authorities in case they didn’t already know about the websites, but hadn’t heard back yet. He’d never have found the sites himself if his own research talents weren’t as prodigious as Carolyn’s writing chops.


But through long practice and stubborn persistence, Chip could click his way unerringly to a needle in an electronic haystack; thus he’d discovered the forums where the gruesome pictures had resided, and since then memories of what else he’d seen and read there clung dankly to the inside of his head. Chat rooms for killers, he thought, what a concept.


“Good night, Chip,” Carolyn said. “I love you.”


“I love you, too,” he answered, because he did.


He truly did. “Good night,” he added, and hung up.


Only then did he realized that while he and Carolyn were talking, he’d torn off the strip of cuticle he’d been worrying without even feeling it, and now the rabbit’s foot he always carried was smeared with his own bright red blood.


Just across the hall in his own room, Chip’s old friend Sam Tiptree was also having problems with women.


Two women, to be precise.


WHERE R U? W8TNG W8TNG W8TNG


The first one, pretty and fun-loving Carol Stedman, had been texting him all evening. She wouldn’t take no for an answer, which under other circumstances he tended to find attractive.


He supposed he should have known that she was going to be a difficult girlfriend; from the start, she had not by any means been a safe bet. He’d met Carol while she and a guy she’d been traveling with were wreaking small-town havoc—no violence, and the money and stolen car were recovered, but still—in Eastport, and this had been an omen of things to come, relationship-wise.


I HV SMTHNG 4 U …


I’ll bet, Sam thought. He’d never been convinced by the new leaf Carol had sworn she’d turned over.


Still, she was lively and irreverent and game for all kinds of delightful adventures. Tall and athletic, she’d even sampled new-to-her activities like kayaking and camping, things that involved getting dirty, wearing clunky boots, or carrying your toilet paper along with you into the woods (or all three), and she had ended up really liking the outdoorsy stuff.


Or at least she did as long as it was liberally diluted by weekends in downtown Portland, on tours of bars, clubs, films, concerts by bands he’d never heard of, and plenty of time in bed.


“Sam? Are you still there?” The voice, not Carol’s, came from the phone he held to his ear, the landline handset because his cell was being occupied by Carol’s messages.


“Are you texting someone while I’m talking to you?”


This voice belonged to Maggie, the other young woman in Sam’s life. A longtime friend, she had gradually turned into much more; for a while there’d been a clear, unspoken sense between them that they would marry, sooner or later.


That it was inevitable, which was what had spooked him, he guessed. “Uh, no,” he managed while his thumbs moved deftly. “Why would you think that?”


TOLD U NOT COMING SORRY. He pressed Send.


“The way you breathe when you’re texting. And I can hear it, the way your sleeves rustle a certain way or something. So stop it. What’s she trying to do, anyway, get you to go out?”


Carol was at a party on the mainland, on the Golding Road near Boyden Lake in Perry. She’d been cajoling him to join her since nine-thirty. But he had early plans tomorrow, with Chip.


“She just wants somebody to drive her home,” he told Maggie, thus leaving himself an out in case he changed his mind, decided he did want to go. After all, as a recovering alcoholic himself, he couldn’t refuse a designated-driver request, could he?


“Uh-huh,” said Maggie skeptically. “She wants somebody to do something, all right. You’re just the handiest doer.”


Sam laughed. “You’re bad.” But he liked it. No one else he knew talked that way. Maggie was smart, way smarter than he was, and so thoroughly down-to-earth, her sense of humor embarrassed even him sometimes.


“No, just accurate,” she shot back. She took no guff, and she was talented, too, at the violin as well as at a number of other activities he very much enjoyed.


“Yeah, well,” was all he could muster. He never could win a verbal jousting match with Maggie, which was relaxing, actually, once he’d gotten used to it. And on top of all that, she was no-kidding gorgeous, a big, red-cheeked, luscious-lipped brunette with so many curves, he still hadn’t managed to find them all.


And he didn’t want to stop trying. “You’re not going to go, though, right?” she asked.


A tearful emoticon popped up in the text message box on his phone. R U COMING? MISS U. [image: ]


Unfortunately, this time Maggie heard the small bloop sound his cell made, notifying him of the new message.


“I thought you said you weren’t texting.” In the background at her place, a jazz violin CD was playing.


“But I can’t stop people from sending texts, can I?” he asked, realizing too late what the answer to that was.


“You could shut your cell off.” Genius, she didn’t add. “But I have to go now, I’ve still got some practicing to do.”


“Oh,” he said. He’d been about to suggest that he come over to her place. Just talking to her had reminded him pleasantly of all those curves, whose mysteries he now felt inspired to have another go at solving. His own room, with its plaid-covered twin beds and clutter of electronic gadgets looked down on by posters of sports heroes, seemed all at once unbearably male.


Maggie’s place was a lush cave of velvet upholstery, soft rugs, and the smell of Constant Comment tea. She kept apples in a bowl on her table, and a clean white terrycloth bathrobe in her bedroom closet especially for him.


R U COMING W8NG 4 U ??? NOT DOING GR8 PLZ


Also, as Carol’s tipsy-sounding new text message reminded him, Maggie didn’t drink. That wasn’t a biggie for Sam, whose taste for alcohol nowadays was (thankyouthankyou) just about nonexistent.


“Sam?” Maggie’s voice was gentle. “I’m hanging up now.”


Refusing to drive him into Carol’s arms by nagging him was what Maggie called this tactic—she was perfectly open with him about it—and he had to admit that so far tonight it had worked.


Unfortunately, it also meant that there was no chance of his getting to wear that white terrycloth bathrobe this evening, or pursuing activities that usually preceded his wearing of it, either. The sports heroes on his posters seemed to smirk down at him knowingly.


Chump, their looks seemed to say. This Maggie, she’s a line drive, right down the middle. So whatchoo want with a pop fly?


Easy for you to say, he thought at the poster athletes for whom pop flies were no doubt a regular occurrence. “Okay,” he said aloud, but once he’d hung up, he felt ridiculously lonely and unsettled. His phone blooped again; without looking at the text box, he shut the thing off.


The room was suddenly very quiet, and the big old house all around him was, also; in another hour, it would be midnight. Carol was still waiting, probably, but the idea of giving Maggie the idea that he was staying home, then going out to some party the minute he’d hung up, just didn’t hit him right.


Which was how Maggie had planned it, of course, but that didn’t change the fact: he was in for the evening. Idly snapping his penlight on and off—the blue plastic promotional item bore the name of his employer, Eastport Sailyard & Marina, Ltd.—as he leaned back in his office chair, propped his sneakered feet on the door-atop-two-filing-cabinets he used for a desk, and stared at the long crack in the plaster ceiling above him.


So. Here he was, all woken up and nowhere to go, or at any rate nowhere that he wanted to. In the bad old days, he could’ve solved this problem, toot sweet: fire up a joint, break out the Bushmills, and have himself a nice, companionable little party of one. But not anymore.


His landline phone jangled. He quickly shut the ringer off so it wouldn’t wake up the rest of the house: his grandparents, his mother and his stepfather, Wade Sorenson, and Sam’s houseguest, Chip, who’d gone to his room early and was by now probably sound asleep.


The caller was almost certainly Carol, wanting to try by her voice what she hadn’t succeeded at accomplishing via text. Getting up, he snapped off the lamp on his desk, leaving on only the lava lamp that Carol had given him for a joke of the “look what the old folks used to like!” variety.


Now the lamp’s tall glass cylinder seemed to smolder from within, its hypnotic swirlings of green, orange, and dark purple oddly pleasant in the dim room. Maybe the old hippies were on to something, he thought, but then the silence hit him again.


He didn’t feel like watching TV or playing video games, and his chronic dyslexia made reading for pleasure an oxymoron. But he enjoyed being read to, and he had the audio version of Simon Winchester’s Atlantic on his iPod. So he cued that up.


Fifteen minutes later, he’d washed and brushed his teeth. By some trick of light, the young man looking back at him from the bathroom mirror, with his curly dark hair and long lantern jaw, so much resembled his dead father that Sam had startled briefly, thinking he was seeing his dad’s ghost.


But of course he wasn’t. Now he padded downstairs; at this late hour, the big old kitchen with its tall bare windows and beadboard wainscoting was a shadowy, clean-smelling cave. Only a night light burned by the soapstone sink.


The woodstove in the corner made faint crinkling sounds as Sam passed it carrying his snack of cookies and milk. The two dogs curled in their beds near the stove shifted, muttering, but didn’t get up as Sam checked the door leading out to his stepfather’s workshop, where guns were repaired and where a variety of other weapons were stored, too, to make sure that it was locked.


His guest, Chip Hahn, had been fascinated with the hunting knives in the workshop when he’d gotten the tour from Sam’s stepdad this afternoon. Glancing out the kitchen window, Sam wondered idly if any of the knives or other implements his stepdad owned might make it into one of the books Chip researched and cowrote.


Or maybe Chip was just being polite as usual. Sam peered up at the sky where a full moon with a rainbow ring around it hung hazily, the ring promising rain though the sky was a moonlight-infused blue, the ragged clouds of earlier dissolved away.


But if the weather forecast held, that clear sky was only temporary, and the ring around the moon sealed the deal as far as Sam was concerned. Rats, he thought; he might have to postpone tomorrow’s kayaking trip with Chip, and he’d been hoping for at least a day away from both his unnervingly demanding girlfriends.


A week, actually, wouldn’t be too much. The strong wish for radio silence on the romantic front, building in him quietly over the past month or so, suddenly felt huge as he headed back down the hall past the massive old cast-iron hot-water radiators and under the front foyer’s antique chandelier, to the stairs.


Heaped near a metal stepladder leaning against the front hall radiator was a collection of patching and painting supplies that Sam’s mother was using to repair the hallway’s ornate acorn-and-grapeleaf-patterned tin ceiling: a roll of duct tape, a tin of white-tinted


Kilz metal primer, the painting tray, and a new, still-in-the-wrapper extra-thick paint roller and roller handle.


There were other collections like this one all over the old house, as his mother—a fervent if not necessarily very expert home-repair enthusiast—got ready for a long winter of indoor projects. If only he had some massive project planned, too, Sam thought as his hand slid along the curved oaken banister, its surface smoothed by two hundred years of people going up to bed in this house. Some excuse not to see Carol or Maggie for a while. Something he had to do, important and all-consuming …


But both young women knew his job schedule at the boatyard, and knew, too, that except for it, his time was his own. Or theirs, whichever one of them won the fight they seemed to be waging for it.


Flattering, he guessed, but also confusing; sighing, he climbed the stairs, got into bed, and put the iPod’s earbuds into his ears. As he settled back against heaped pillows, the audiobook began playing and the author’s own voice began narrating a story of an ocean voyage that he himself had taken when he was only eighteen, and of a curious incident that had punctuated it.


Sam sighed with happy anticipation: a curious incident! But then he noticed that he’d left the window shades up and the lava lamp on, its colorfully smoky swirls roiling lazily like the crayon-hued eruption of some miniature underwater volcano.


Drat, he thought, and crossed the room once more to snap the lamp off. He tucked a penlight into the pocket of the pants he’d be wearing tomorrow so he’d have it with him at work; the thing was surprisingly handy. Then he turned to lower the window shade.


Which was how he noticed that Chip Hahn was not sound asleep in his room at all but obviously wide awake, slipping silently down the front walk and away down the street, toward downtown and the gleaming bay.


The rabbit’s foot Chip had always carried ever since Sam had known him flashed whitely in the shimmering moonlight, the good-luck talisman dangling as it always did from the dully glinting chain clipped to his friend’s belt loop.
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If the huge bell hulking silently in the tower of the two-hundred-year-old All Faith Chapel in Eastport, Maine, had been working that night, none of the rest of it would have happened.


Or at any rate it wouldn’t have happened there, or to her, because she wouldn’t have been able to gain entry to the belfry at all and neither would the person who followed her in.


Decades earlier, when the bell still did ring out the hours and the half hours, the door to the enclosed stairs leading up to the slatted-in belfry was kept locked, because it was well known that the bell’s monstrous peal could flat-out kill a man unlucky or careless enough to experience it at close range.


But not anymore. All Faith Chapel, built in 1824 a stone’s throw from the larger and more respectable Hope Lutheran, was the second house of worship on the aptly named Two Church Lane. Meant as an alternative to the traditionally doctrined Hope, in its foursquare construction, white-clapboarded height, and towering spire, it resembled its huge neighbor so closely as to be almost a twin, right down (or up, in fact) to its massive (and massively troublesome, eventually) old bell.


Cast in 1819 and finally hung in the belfry at All Faith in 1825, the bell first malfunctioned while bonging out the news of World War II’s end in Europe. The tidings, so welcome at first, grew calamitous when the bell didn’t stop but instead clanged on deafeningly for hours, terrifying the horses and causing local farmers’ pregnant pigs to abort. People swore later they’d heard it in Bangor, and that it scared schools of codfish right out of the icy salt water of Passamaquoddy Bay, local people gathering up the still-flopping silvery victims in baskets.


Once the din stopped, the church’s custodian had scrambled up four flights and a rickety ladder to where the big bell still vibrated, the air inside the belfry humming, he said later, like a million maddened bees. He unhooked the flywheel from the clock-driven timing mechanism (praying all the while that the thing wouldn’t start up again before he got done, and scramble his own mechanisms) and was forever afterwards regarded as a hero.


But even though he’d stopped any chance of the bell ringing uncontrollably—that is, by stopping it altogether—he was not able to fix it. Oh, he got it jiggered around so that when it ran it would strike the hour, all right, but not the correct hour. The bell wouldn’t turn off for the night anymore, either, a problem for neighbors who wanted to sleep more than thirty minutes at a stretch.


Still, at first it was thought that the trouble might be simple. After all, the custodian wasn’t a clock expert, just a fellow in blue overalls with a big bunch of keys on his belt. A real clock man, people believed, would do the job up elegantly.


But over the next thirty years, every one of the skilled clock technicians who could be found (and persuaded to make a long trip by rail and ferry to a remote downeast Maine island town) tried his hand at the repair. After a while the bell became a grail and the journey a sort of pilgrimage, as one timepiece genius or revered clockworks sage after another threw his hands up in defeat.


Finally, sometime in the 1970s—the exact date isn’t known—the enormous white-faced clock on the outside of the tower was stopped, deliberately and for good. Afterwards, the huge Roman-numeraled face read perpetually 11:49 and the sound of the bell faded swiftly into Eastport’s collective memory.


Sadly, said some. Criminally, said others, who thought still more repair funds should have been found. But they were not, and subsequently the door leading to the bell tower, no longer a potentially fatal chamber, was left open or shut as the custodian (not the same one who had scrambled so bravely up the tower at the end of World War II) saw fit.


After a while, tattered hymnals and missals began to be stored on the narrow steps leading upward, as did lost scarves, umbrellas, and orphaned gloves whose owners might still come hunting. The way up and up to the tower became storage, then degenerated into a catchall area. One day a latch on the door to the stairway came loose, and then the key was lost, so it couldn’t be locked or even closed very tightly at all. Not that there was any real reason to do so; there was nothing of value in the stairwell, and the old church’s massive front door still did lock properly.


Or anyway it locked when people remembered to lock it, which on that particular day perhaps someone hadn’t.


All of which was why Karen Hansen, a local fourteen-year-old with big plans but few distinguishing qualities other than the fact that her father was the town drunk, had been able to get in. Then she made her way with the aid of a small flashlight to the narrow enclosed stairway’s first cramped wooden landing. But once she got that far, her courage deserted her suddenly and she sat, surrounded by lost gloves and hats and, inexplicably, a clutter of tools.


Claw hammer, pry bar, a retractable tape measure … Squaring her thin shoulders under the long-sleeved plaid flannel shirt she wore, Karen idly fingered the items that lay on the steps while trying hard to feel as romantically tragic as the main character in the Twilight series, books about vampires and werewolves that she and her friends all loved.


But the only emotion she could summon up was loneliness. That, and a trickle of fear … Oh, don’t be a dumbass, she scolded herself stoutly. Pulling a lighter and a pack of Marlboros out of her denim vest pocket, she lit up efficiently and sucked in a steadying drag. There, that was better …


But then she abruptly drew her blue-jeaned knees tightly to her chin and nearly busted out bawling. Karen the crybaby, her dad would’ve jeered, just a damned useless crybaby.


No good for anything. His harsh voice rasped in memory, its rough edges tearing at the already sore places in her heart. But the thought of the flat-handed slap that often followed his words got her moving again: I’ll show you. You’ll be sorry.


You’ll be very sorry. She swiped her sleeve across her nose, had a final drag off the cigarette, then pinched it out the way she’d seen him do often, between a spit-moistened thumb and forefinger.


That was when she heard the sound from somewhere below in the stairwell’s thick, musty darkness. A scuffing sound, like a shoe’s sole sliding just the tiniest bit as it landed on the next stair’s wooden tread. Not a loud sound.


But real. No question about it. And coming toward her. She stood up, listening, too frightened to shine her flashlight’s fading beam down the steps. Suddenly the vampires and werewolves from Twilight weren’t romantic at all, only hungry.


Hungry and mean. Who’s there? she might have ventured, but she couldn’t make her throat move. A need to pee seized her, along with a wish, deep and piercingly hopeless, to be home in her own bed with the covers pulled up and her flashlight illuminating the pages of a library book; her dad said reading at night was just a waste of expensive electricity.


And reading in the daytime’s a waste of eyesight, probably, she thought bitterly, since if it weren’t for her father and his drinking and his meanness, she wouldn’t be doing this at all, she wouldn’t be here.


But she was, and so was whoever—or whatever—had made the sound, down there in the darkness of the old wooden stairwell of the All Faith Chapel on Two Church Lane in Eastport, Maine.


No further sound followed. Gradually, her heart slowed. Her breathing, which had felt like an iron band was tightening around her chest, came a little easier, and her urgent need to relieve herself was no longer quite so acute.


She still couldn’t move, though. The sound didn’t come again but neither could she un-hear it. It had been there.


Hadn’t it? Gradually, she became less sure. Crybaby, one side of her mind jeered meanly at her. Useless little crybaby, dumbass, scaredy-cat. But the other side still knew … what?


Slowly, she turned. In the flashlight’s weakening glow, the stairs vanished into the gloom above. Three more long flights to go, and then a ladder for the last part of the climb, or so she’d heard. She’d never even been in the church before, her dad being more of a regular worshipper at Murphy’s Tap Room and her mother being dead.


Also, Karen was afraid of heights; luckily it was nearly midnight and pitch dark out, so at least once she got where she was going, she wouldn’t be able to see very well just how high up she was. Do it. Just do it and be done with it. And then …


Then she could get out of this hick town. Far away, where nobody would ever find her, not her dad or anyone else. The idea sent her scrambling up the bare, dim-lit wooden steps to the next landing, and the next. Her job was not so hard, after all: climb to the top, stick the flashlight out between the slanted wooden slats in the belfry, then snap it on and off so Harvey Spratt and his creepy friends could see that she’d done it.


The boys were hanging out on the breakwater, downhill and only a few blocks away from the church, waiting for her signal. Laughing, Harvey had promised her fifty dollars, betting she couldn’t accomplish the task he’d set her.


A thin, pimpled high school senior, Harvey had been selling pot and pints of Bushmills to his equally mangy buddies since he was in sixth grade. Now he was into the harder stuff, too, Oxys and other pills, and worse. Karen had learned this two nights earlier when sixteen-year-old Bogie Kopmeir, an awful little thief and Harvey’s ever-present sidekick since the school year started, had shoved her hard just to show Harvey how eager a sidekick he really was, and she had stumbled right into Harvey.


As she clutched at him to keep from falling, nearly pulling the Saint Christopher medal on the chain from his neck, a baggie of foil packets had tumbled from his pocket onto the damp concrete breakwater. His murderous look at her as he grabbed them back up told her that he was selling them, even if she hadn’t guessed.


So she knew he had money. And he would pay her, even though he wouldn’t want to, because Karen might be poor, what the people around here called mackerel-eating poor, and get her clothes from the thrift shop and school supplies from teachers who took pity on her, knowing who her father was and that he would rather spend money on beer than on pens and notebook paper.


But Karen had a way about her, she wasn’t sure what it was, exactly, but it made the other girls at school like her, and want to be friends. Harvey knew it, too, that if he wanted those girls to like him—which why any of them would, Karen had no idea, but if he did—well, then, he’d better not piss off Karen.


Reminding herself of this, she paused on the next landing for a deep, self-encouraging breath. The smells were different here: two centuries’ worth of old candle smoke, and the sweetish scent of lead-paint dust. Here, too, were more tools: a T square, a screwdriver with bits of rotted wood stuck to the blade, a string with the nut from a big steel bolt tied onto one end of it.


Also on the landing lay a small spiral notebook with a lot of measurements written into it in pencil. And somehow, it was the definiteness of these that reenergized her, rejuvenating her courage. Two flights to go; not four, or six.


Specifically: two. And with that her whole future, started off by the fifty dollars that Harvey would have to pay her, rose up wonderfully before her. First a hitchhike to Perry Corners, a five-minute ride off the island over the Broad Cove causeway to the mainland. She’d have no trouble getting a lift; everyone knew her, yet another of the reasons she wanted so desperately to get away. Making up a reason for the trip would be easy, too.


A friend’s mother was meeting her, she would say, or her father would be picking her up. The sweet, obedient girl that she was known to be wouldn’t lie.


So no one would suspect. After that: the bus to Bangor and a room at the YWCA, and a job. Dishwashing, yard work, Karen didn’t care. With winter coming soon, it could even be shoveling snow. All she needed was enough to get to New York and to a modeling agency, and then … well, she wasn’t entirely clear on the details of what her life in the big city would be.


But it would be fabulous, she knew. After all, she was tall, thin, and young; that she wasn’t quite pretty didn’t matter, since neither were the girls whose pictures she saw in the glossy fashion magazines. Instead, they had a look she recognized:


Direct. Dead-eyed, as if they’d gone way inside somewhere, no visible remains of what they thought or felt left on their faces at all. When Karen saw these girls in the print ads she pored over at the public library on Water Street, she found no more feeling in their expressions than in the clothing they wore or the accessories they displayed.


It was the same look she saw every day in the mirror, so she knew she was the type wanted by the men—even at fourteen, she knew they would have to be men—who took the photographs and would pay her for them. Karen felt confident that she could do whatever those girls had done to get where they were. All she had to do was try.


How hard could it be? Like now, for instance. Above, the last flight of steps angled sharply upward. At the top, the wavering beam of her flashlight picked out the bottom rungs of a ladder. Sighing at the sight of this last challenge, she took one step up toward it.


But then she froze, hearing a sound again in the stairwell below and behind her. “Hello?”


Silly. There’s no one here. But …


Not a scuffing sound, though that would’ve been bad enough. No, it sounded like someone breathing.


And then suddenly it didn’t. Karen held her own breath and waited, but the dark mouth of the stairwell as it curved down and away remained silent. Even the fluttery skittering of mice in the walls ceased.


She poked the flashlight’s faint beam one more time into the black maw yawning below, then turned sharply from it and climbed the rest of the steps. Dumbass. If she kept getting spooked like this, claiming her fifty dollars could take all night.


So let’s get to it. Grimly she tucked the flashlight under her arm and put a foot on the ladder’s bottom rung. Above her, the top rungs disappeared into the gloom inside the tower’s bell chamber. But beyond that, a faint glimmer hovered, the pale, silvery moonlight from outside coming through the tower’s wooden slats.


Up, up … she poked her head through the square, wood-framed trapdoor’s aperture. Around her, moonlight fell in bars on the dusty old floor. The huge, hulking shapes of the clockworks set into the walls loomed enormously, notched iron wheels and angled ratchets and massive pulley lines like the rigging on ships.


Karen had a sudden, bad thought that the mechanisms might start moving all by themselves in a nightmare meshing of gears, one that might seize her and grind her up. Fright made her hands loosen on the ladder’s rungs briefly, just for an instant.


But that was enough. The flashlight slipped from under her arm, its lens popping out and the bulb shattering as it smashed to the wooden landing below. It bounced clattering away down the stairs, leaving her in near darkness. Still clinging to the top rung of the ladder, she froze in horror, unable to believe what had just happened, trying to take it back, that careless moment.


Knowing she couldn’t. All this way, she’d come all this way, only to … but then a new thought struck her: the lighter. Her cigarette lighter would work, wouldn’t it?


Not in daylight. But now, in only the moonglow, its tiny flare was enough to be seen for two blocks, surely? Now, in the dead of night?


Well, it would have to be, was all. Just as she’d planned to do with the flashlight, she would creep over the dusty floor of the bell tower, stick the cigarette lighter out through the slats in the wall, and send a signal: SOS.


Get me out of here. Away, to a place where no one knew her as the charity case, poor drunk Hank Hansen’s daughter. Then she would be mysterious, exotic … free.


Oh, it would be elegant … Abruptly, the ladder shook and rattled as, shockingly, someone unseen scuttled rapidly up it. A hand clamped roughly onto her shoulder. A breathy shriek came out of her mouth before another hand clapped over it, cruelly.


Then, before she could fully comprehend what was happening, somebody shoved her upward, through the trapdoor’s small opening into the bell chamber. In darkness she staggered and fell, and her head hit the floor hard. Hands seized her legs and she heard the rich sound of thick tape ripping.


Swiftly, her ankles were shoved together and tied, tape was slapped over her mouth, and some rough, smelly cloth was tied over her eyes. Her hands were grabbed firmly and bound.


“Please …” It came out a gagging “mmmph.” But she swallowed back even that as another sound, this one very familiar, began. A bright, metallic ringing sound, over and over …


Not the church bell, which Karen had never heard. She willed it to ring now, prayed for the iron clapper to smack the bell’s massive side with a sound so explosive, it killed her on the spot and took her from the world this very instant.


Because one of the few things her father was good at, that he could do no matter how drunk he was, was game hunting. Moose, deer, bear, partridge, in or out of season, when he went hunting there was meat to eat. Steak, chops, stew in an iron pot …


But for all those animals to be turned into food, they first had to get dressed out: bled, skinned and gutted, then cut into pieces that got wrapped in butcher paper with labels written on in a black crayon kept specially for the purpose. Karen’s dad knew how to do all that, too, commandeering the whole kitchen for his bloody work.


And before he began, he always sharpened his knife. Zip, zop, the blade slid ringingly down the specially roughened surface of the sharpening steel, until with a narrowed eye he examined the glinting edge he had produced and pronounced it good.


Zip, zop … The sound now was of a smaller steel, pocket-sized, and the blade it moved on was shorter, too, she could tell from the sound. But she still recognized it. And the sound scared her into remembering that even with her wrists bound, her fingers were still free. So she could get the cigarette lighter out of her vest pocket.


Seizing it between her thumbs, pulling it out, then letting it slide down between her shaking palms, she found the friction wheel. Tears leaked down her cheeks, her throat aching with suppressed weeping, but if she let herself sob she knew she would choke, so she didn’t.


Instead, she waited for a hand to try to do something to her. When it did, she would thrust up the cigarette lighter, at the same time pulling her thumbs down over the friction wheel. The sudden flame would hurt someone, maybe even set them on fire, send them blazing down the stairs away from her …


Gulping back tears, she gripped the lighter with her thumbs poised tremblingly over the wheel. There would be a warning, some sound from her attacker, and she would be ready.


She held her breath, waiting until a tiny movement very near her face told her someone was there, right in front of her. Then, snapping the lighter and feeling the flare of heat as she thrust it up, she was rewarded by a yell of pain, followed by an angry curse.


Ha, she thought grimly, but then a sudden sharp blow to both her wrists knocked the lighter from her hands. As it clattered to the floor the rest of the attack came from behind, her hair gripped tightly and her head yanked painfully back to expose her throat.


After that there were more sounds, but they didn’t last long, and for most of the time that they went on, fourteen-year-old Karen Hansen was not even fully aware that she was the one making them.


It was a chilly night in November, and all over Eastport windows were closed against a breeze with a salt-sharp edge on it. So not everyone heard the church bell at first. On most of Moose Island, where Eastport was located—at the north end, looking toward New Brunswick, Canada, or the south, with its view of the town of Lubec and the International Bridge that linked it to Campobello—the sound was merely a far-off tolling that could have been a bell buoy bobbing on the dark bay.


But Eastport police chief Bob Arnold’s small two-story house on Clement Street stood only a few blocks from Two Church Lane. He had just put his head down on his pillow when the bell bonged for the first time, vibrating the glass in his closed bedroom window.


His wife, Clarissa, swung her feet out of bed; a strange sound in the night—strange anything, night or day—was her husband’s business until proven otherwise. “I’ll make coffee,” she said.


Bob sighed, contemplating his own bare feet, which he wanted very badly to tuck right back in under the toasty-warm covers. His little girl, Annie, had been up all the night before with an asthma attack, and both he and Clarissa were exhausted.


From Annie’s room came the tinkling of a sweet, lively tune from her new favorite musician, an artist with the (to Bob) unlikely name of Caspar Babypants. It had taken him a while, but now Bob thought he was beginning to get Caspar’s message, which boiled down to “Everything’s okay.”


He wished he could stay here and appreciate the music a bit longer. Perhaps the okay-ness had further levels, he thought; more to appreciate. But that ringing church bell needed investigating.


Also, it needed stopping. If he knew Eastport, half the town was on the phone with the other half by now, all mad about it. He pulled his pants on.


A few blocks away at the Eastport Boarding Hostel, Tiffany Whitmore put down the romance novel she was reading at a desk in the front hall. The Boarding Hostel was not a nursing home—Eastport already had one of those—but at night, the desk served as a nursing station because nighttime was when residents needed nursing.


Or some of them did, anyway. On a nearby mantel a portable radio tuned to the local station, WQDY, played what it called classic rock and Tiffany just called oldies; the tunes, after all, were from way back in the seventies, their artists now nearly as geriatric as Tiff’s patients.


Meanwhile, in Tiffany’s novel the heroine was learning that the hero was not a mild-mannered nursery school teacher as she had believed, but an international spy whose real name was Trace Savage. Trace had just swept the heroine, Maggie DeLorean, into his muscled arms and was preparing to ravish her in, Tiffany supposed, an appropriately savage way when the church bell’s loud bong rattled the wheeled medications cart across from the desk. The vibration sent eight small fluted paper cups full of sleeping pills and antacid doses shivering to the cart’s metal edge and over it, scattering the pills across the green linoleum floor.


As Tiffany, who was not a small person, bent heavily to try capturing the pills as they rolled away from her, the first loud cries of fear and consternation began emerging from residents’ rooms. And soon, so did the residents, alarmed by the clangor of a bell they had last heard when they themselves were of an age to be ravished or ravishing, or possibly both.


Residents who were ambulatory came tottering on walkers or canes to find out what was happening. The ones who weren’t ambulatory yelled for Tiffany.


Tiffany wanted to know what was going on, too. But when she straightened with an effort to peer out the hostel’s bay window—at one time it had been a sea captain’s mansion, its formal gardens now paved over for the employee parking lot—she saw only the twin churches of Two Church Lane.


Each enormous white clapboard building squatted massively on no more than a quarter acre of grass, its tower and spire rising into the night sky, which had been clear but was now beginning to thicken with fog. From where she stood looking out, Tiff could only see the whole of the closest one, the All Faith Chapel. Near its lofty top was the square, slatted belfry with the clock just below, its huge face ghostly-appearing, and above the belfry a spire capped by an elaborate brass weathervane shaped like a fat, feathered arrow.
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