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For Jen,


who showed me how,


and


for Jackson,


who showed me why







Man has places in his heart which do not yet exist, and into them enters suffering in order that they may have existence.


—LEON BLOY


Genuine tragedies are not conflicts between right and wrong. They are conflicts between two rights.


—G. W. F. HEGEL
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Chapter 1





Darby McCormick grabbed Melanie by the arm and pulled her into the woods with no trails. Nobody came out this way. The real attraction was behind them, across Route 86, the biking and hiking trails along Salmon Brook Pond.


“Why are you taking me out here?” Melanie asked.


“I told you,” Darby said. “It’s a surprise.”


“Don’t worry,” Stacey Stephens said. “We’ll have you back at the convent in no time.”


Twenty minutes later, Darby dropped her backpack on the spot where she and Stacey often came to hang out and smoke—a sloping wall of dirt littered with empty beer cans and cigarette butts.


Not wanting to ruin her new pair of Calvin Klein jeans, Darby tested the ground to make sure it was dry before sitting down. Stacey, of course, just plunked her butt right down in the dirt. There was something inherently grubby about Stacey, with her heavy mascara, hand-me-down jeans and T-shirts always worn a size too tight—nothing was ever quite able to mask the sense of desperation that hovered around her like Pig-Pen’s dirt cloud.


Darby had known Melanie since, well, since forever, really, the two of them having grown up on the same street. And while Darby could recall all the events and stories she had shared with Mel, she couldn’t for the life of her remember how she had met Stacey, or how the three of them had become such good friends. It was as if Stacey had suddenly appeared one day. She was with them all the time during study hall, at football games and parties. Stacey was fun. She told dirty jokes and knew the popular kids and had gone as far as third base, whereas Mel was a lot like the Hummel figurines Darby’s mother collected—precious, fragile things that needed to be stored in a safe place.


Darby unzipped her backpack and handed out the beers.


“What are you doing?” Mel asked.


“Introducing you to Mr. Budweiser,” Darby said.


Mel fumbled with the charms on her bracelet. She always did that when she was nervous or scared.


“Come on, Mel, take it. He won’t bite.”


“No, I mean, why are you doing this?”


“To celebrate your birthday, dumbass,” Stacey said, cracking open her beer.


“And for getting your license,” Darby said. “Now we have someone to take us to the mall.”


“Won’t your dad notice these cans are missing?” Mel asked Stacey.


“He has six cases in the downstairs fridge, he won’t miss six lousy beers.” Stacey lit a cigarette and tossed the pack to Darby. “But if he and my mom came home and caught us drinking, I wouldn’t be able to sit or see straight for a week.”


Darby held up her can. “Happy Birthday, Mel—and congratulations.”


Stacey drained half her beer. Darby took a long sip. Melanie sniffed her beer first. She always smelled anything new before tasting it.


“It tastes like soggy toast,” Mel said.


“Keep drinking, it will taste better—and you’ll feel better too.”


Stacey pointed to what looked like a Mercedes snaking its way up Route 86. “I’m going to be driving one of those someday,” she said.


“I can totally see you as a chauffeur,” Darby said.


Stacey shot Darby the finger. “No, shitbird, somebody’s going to be drivingme around in one of those ’cause I’m going to marry a rich guy.”


“I hate to be the one to break this to you,” Darby said, “but there are no rich guys in Belham.”


“That’s why I’m going to New York City. And the man I marry is not only going to be drop-dead gorgeous, he’s going to treat me right. I’m talking dinners at nice restaurants, nice clothes, any kind of car I want—he’s even going to have his own plane to fly us to our fabulous beach house in the Caribbean. What about you, Mel? What kind of guy are you going to marry? Or is your heart still set on being a nun?”


“I’m not going to become a nun,” Mel said and, as if to prove her point, took a long sip.


“Does that mean you finally gave up the goods to Michael Anka?”


Darby nearly choked on her beer. “You’ve been making out withBooger Boy ?”


“He stopped that back in the third grade,” Mel said. “He doesn’t, you know, pick it anymore.”


“Lucky for you,” Darby said, and Stacey howled with laughter.


“Come on,” Mel said. “He’s nice.”


“Of course he’s nice,” Stacey said. “Every guy acts nice in the beginning. Once he gets what he wants from you, he’ll treat you like yesterday’s garbage.”


“That’s not true,” Darby said, thinking about her father—Big Red, they used to call him, just like the gum. When her father was alive, he always held open the door for her mother. On Friday nights, her parents would come home from dinner and Big Red would put on one of his Frank Sinatra records and sometimes dance with her mother, check to cheek, as he sang about how those were the days.


“Trust me, Mel, it’s all an act,” Stacey said. “That’s why you’ve got to stop being so mousy. You keep acting that way, they’ll take advantage of you every time, trust me.”


Then Stacey started in on another one of her lectures about boys and all the sneaky things they did to trick you into giving them what they wanted. Darby rolled her eyes, leaned back against a tree and looked off in the distance at the big, glowing neon cross overlooking Route 1.


As Darby drank her beer, she watched the traffic zipping across both lanes of Route 1 and thought about the people inside those cars, interesting people with interesting lives off to do interesting things in interesting places. How did you become interesting? Was it something you were born with, like your hair color or your height? Or did God decide for you? Maybe God chose who was interesting and who wasn’t, and you just had to learn to live with whatever you were handed.


But the more Darby drank, the stronger and clearer that inner voice of hers grew, the one that told her, with some sense of authority, that she, Darby Alexandra McCormick, was destined for bigger things—maybe not the life of a movie star but something definitely better and a whole lot bigger than her mother’s Palmolive world of cleaning, cooking and cutting coupons. Sheila McCormick’s biggest thrill was the greedy hunt for bargains on the clearance racks.


“You hear that?” Stacey whispered.


Snap-snap-snap—the sound of dry twigs and branches being crunched by footsteps.


“It’s probably a raccoon or something,” Darby whispered.


“Not the branches,” Stacey said. “Thecrying.”


Darby put her beer down and poked her head up over the slope. The sun had gone down a while ago; she saw nothing but the faint outline of tree trunks. The dry, snapping sound grew louder. Was someone really out there?


The snapping and cracking sounds stopped, and then they all heard the woman’s voice, faint but clear:


“Please let me go, I swear to God I won’t tell anyone what you did.”









Chapter 2





“Take my purse,” the woman in the woods said. “There’s three hundred dollars in there. I can get you more money, if that’s what you want.”


Darby grabbed Stacey by the arm and pulled her back behind the slope. Melanie huddled up against them.


“This is probably just a mugging, but he might have a knife, maybe even a gun,” Darby whispered. “She’ll hand over her purse, and then he’ll run away and it will be over. So let’s just keep quiet.”


Both Mel and Stacey nodded.


“You don’t have to do this,” the woman said.


As scary as it was, Darby knew she had to look over the slope again. When the police came with their questions, she wanted to be able to recall everything she saw—every word, every sound.


Heart beating faster, she poked her head back over the slope and looked around the dark woods. Blades of grass and dead leaves brushed against the tip of her nose.


The woman started crying. “Please. Please don’t.”


The mugger whispered something Darby couldn’t hear.They’re so close, she thought.


Stacey had decided to take a look, too. She moved closer to Darby.


“What’s going on?” Stacey whispered.


“I don’t know,” Darby said.


A car was heading up Route 86. The headlights formed a pair of eerie white circles that were now sliding and bouncing across the tree trunks and the sloping ground full of rocks, leaves, and downed tree limbs and branches. Darby heard music—Van Halen’s “Jump,” David Lee Roth’s voice growing louder along with the worrisome voice in her head telling her to look away, look awaynow. God knows she wanted to, but some other part of her brain had taken control, and Darby didn’t look away as the headlights washed over her, David Lee Roth’s booming voice singing to go ahead and jump, and she saw a woman dressed in jeans and a gray T-shirt kneeling by a tree, her face a deep, dark red, eyes wide and fingers desperately clawing at the rope tied around her throat.


Stacey jumped to her feet and knocked Darby backward against the dirt. A rock smacked the side of her head hard enough that she saw stars. Darby heard Stacey pushing her way past branches, and when she rolled onto her side, she saw Mel running away.


Next came the dry crack of branches and twigs snapping—the mugger was coming toward them. Darby scrambled to her feet and ran.


 


Darby caught up with Stacey and Mel at the corner of East Dunstable. The closest pay phones were the ones around the corner from Buzzy’s, the town’s popular convenience store, pizzeria and sub shop. They ran the rest of the way without talking.


It seemed to take forever to get there. Sweating and out of breath, Darby picked up the phone to dial 911 when Stacey slammed down the receiver.


“We can’t call,” Stacey said.


“Have you lost your goddamn mind?” Darby shot back. Behind her fear was a severe and growing anger directed at Stacey. It shouldn’t have come as a shock that Stacey had pushed her aside and run off. Stacey always put herself first—like last month, when the three of them made plans to go to the movies only to have Stacey cancel at the last minute because Christina Patrick called and invited her to some party. Stacey wasalways doing stuff like that.


“We were drinking, Darby.”


“So we won’t tell them.”


“They’ll smell the beer on our breath—and you can forget about chewing mint gum or brushing your teeth or gargling with mouthwash, because none of that works.”


“I’ll risk it,” Darby said, and tried to yank Stacey’s hand away from the receiver.


Stacey wouldn’t let go. “The woman’s dead, Darby.”


“You don’t know that.”


“I saw the same thing you did—”


“No, you didn’t, Stacey, you couldn’t have seen the same thing I did because you ran away. You pushed me aside, remember?”


“It was an accident. I swear I didn’t mean—”


“Right. As usual, Stacey, the only person you care about is yourself.” Darby ripped Stacey’s hand away and dialed 911.


“All you’re going to get is punished, Darby. Maybe you won’t get to go down the Cape with Mel, but your father won’t—” Stacey stopped herself. She was crying now. “You don’t know what goes in my house. None of you do.”


The operator came on the line: “Nine-one-one, what is the nature of your emergency?”


Darby gave the operator her name and described what had happened. Stacey ran behind one of the Dumpsters. Mel stared down at the hill where they used to go sledding as kids, her fingers touching each of the charms on her bracelet.


 


An hour later, Darby was walking back through the woods with a detective.


His name was Paul Riggers. She had met him at her father’s funeral. Riggers had big white teeth and reminded Darby of Larry, the slimy next-door neighbor fromThree’s Company.


“There’s nothing here,” Riggers said. “You kids probably scared him off.”


He stopped walking and shined his flashlight on a blue L.L. Bean backpack. It was unzipped all the way and she could see the three Budweiser cans lying inside the bottom.


“I take it that’s yours.”


Darby nodded as her stomach flipped and squeezed and flipped again, as if it were trying to tear itself away to find a place to hide.


Her wallet had been removed from her backpack. It was now lying on the ground, along with her library card. The money was gone, and her learner’s permit, printed with her name and address, was missing.









Chapter 3





Darby’s mother was waiting for her at the police station. After Darby finished giving her statement to the police, Sheila had a private talk with Detective Riggers for about half an hour and then drove Darby home.


Her mother didn’t talk. Darby didn’t get the sense Sheila was mad, though. When her mother got this quiet, generally she was just deep in thought. Or maybe she was just tired, having to pull double shifts at the hospital since Big Red died last year.


“Detective Riggers told me what happened,” Sheila said, her voice dry and raspy. “Calling nine-one-one—that was the right thing to do.”


“I’m sorry they had to call you at work,” Darby said. “And I’m sorry for the drinking.”


Sheila put her hand on Darby’s leg and gave it a squeeze—her mother’s signal to let Darby know everything was okay between them.


“Can I give you a piece of advice about Stacey?”


“Sure,” Darby said. She had an idea what her mother was going to say.


“People like Stacey don’t make good friends. And if you hang out with them long enough, at some point they’ll end up dragging you down with them.”


Her mother was right. Stacey wasn’t a friend; she was dead weight. Darby had learned the lesson the hard way, but the lesson was learned. As far as Stacey was concerned, good riddance.


“Mom, the woman I saw…Do you think she got up and ran away?”


“That’s what Detective Riggers thinks.”


Please God, please let him be right,Darby said to herself.


“I’m glad you’re okay.” Sheila squeezed Darby’s leg again, only this time it felt harder, the way you grip something to keep from falling.


 


Two days later, on a Monday afternoon, Darby came home from school and found a black sedan with tinted windows parked in her driveway.


The door opened and out stepped a tall man wearing a black suit and a stylish red tie. Darby spotted the slight bulge of a sidearm under his suit jacket.


“You must be Darby. My name is Evan Manning. I’m a special agent with the Federal Bureau of Investigation.” He showed his badge. He was tanned and handsome, like a TV cop. “Detective Riggers told me about what you and your friends saw in the woods.”


Darby could barely get the words out. “You found the woman?”


“No, not yet. We still don’t know who she is. That’s part of the reason why I’m here. I’m hoping you can help me identify her. Would you mind taking a look at some pictures?”


She took the folder and, with a sense of falling, opened it to the first page.


The wordMISSING ran across the top sheet. Darby looked at a Xeroxed picture of a woman wearing a nice string of pearls over a pink cardigan sweater. Her name was Tara Hardy. She lived in Peabody. According to the information printed under her picture, she was last seen leaving a Boston nightclub on the night of February 25.


The woman in the second picture, Samantha Kent, was from Chelsea. She had failed to report to her shift at the Route 1 IHOP on March 15. Samantha Kent had a painfully toothy smile and was the same age as Tara Hardy. Only Samantha was heavily into tattoos. She had six of them, and while Darby couldn’t see any of them in the picture, the description and location of each of the tattoos were listed.


Both women, Darby sensed, carried the same desperate quality as Stacey. You could see it in their eyes, that bottomless need for attention and love. Both women had blond hair—just like the woman from the woods.


“It might be Samantha Kent,” Darby said. “No, wait, it can’t be her.”


“Why not?”


“Because it says here she’s been missing for over a month.”


“Look at her face.”


Darby studied the picture for a moment. “The woman I saw, her face was thin and her hair was real long,” she said. “Samantha Kent’s face is round and she has short hair.”


“But it looks like her.”


“Kind of.” Darby handed the folder back and rubbed her hands on her jeans. “What happened to her?”


“We don’t know.” Manning gave her a business card. “If you remember anything else, even the smallest detail, you can call me at this number,” he said. “It was nice meeting you, Darby.”


 


Her nightmares didn’t stop until about a month later. During the day, Darby rarely thought about what happened in the woods unless she happened to bump into Stacey. Avoiding her was easy enough—too easy, really. It just went to prove how they’d never really been true friends.


“Stacey said she was sorry,” Mel said. “Why can’t we go back to being friends?”


Darby shut her locker. “You want to be friends with her, that’s your business. But I’m done with her.”


 


One thing Darby had in common with her mother was a love of reading. Sometimes on Saturday mornings she’d join Sheila on her yard sale trips, and while her mother was busy haggling over the price of another stupid knickknack, Darby would be on the prowl for cheapo paperbacks.


Her latest find was a book calledCarrie. It was the cover that had grabbed her attention: a girl’s head floating above a town in flames. How cool was that? Darby lay on her bed, deep in the part where Carrie was going to the prom (only the popular kids were going to play a sick, cruel joke on her) when the living room stereo kicked on and Frank Sinatra’s booming voice started singing “Come Fly with Me.” Sheila was home.


Darby glanced over at the clock on her nightstand. It was almost eight-thirty. Her mother wasn’t supposed to be home until eleven or so. Sheila must have knocked off work early.


What if it isn’t your mother?Darby thought.What if the man from the woods is downstairs?


No. This was the writer’s fault; that stupid Stephen King had gotten her imagination all worked up. Her mother was downstairs, not the man from the woods, and Darby could prove it by simply taking a walk down the hallway to her mother’s bedroom and looking out the windows at the driveway where Sheila’s car would be parked.


Darby dog-eared her page and walked into the hallway. She leaned over the banister and looked into the foyer.


One dim light was on, and it was coming from the living room—probably the banker’s lamp on the table next to the stereo. The kitchen lights were off. Had she turned them off on her return trip upstairs? Darby couldn’t remember. Sheila had this thing about leaving lights on in empty rooms, always made it a point to say she wasn’t working all these extra hours to put Lester Lightbulb through college—


A black-gloved hand gripped the downstairs banister.









Chapter 4





Darby jerked away from the railing, her heart hammering so hard and fast she felt dizzy.


Instinct took over, and with it came an idea. Her boom box radio was set on top of her bureau, right next to the door. She turned it on, clicked her bedroom door shut and slipped inside the spare bedroom across the hall as a shadow on the stairwell grew larger.


The man from the woods was coming up the stairs.


Darby wiggled underneath the bed, over boxes of shoes and stacks of old decorating magazines. Through the three-inch gap between the dust ruffle and the carpet she saw a pair of work boots come to a stop outside her bedroom door.


Please God, let him think I’m in there listening to my music.If he went in there, she could make a run for the stairs—no, not the stairs, her mother’s bedroom. The nearest phone was in her mother’s bedroom. She could lock the door and call the police.


The man from the woods stood in the hallway, deciding what to do.


Come on, go into my bedroom.


The man from the woods stepped inside the spare bedroom. Darby watched in horror as the boots came closer…closer…oh Jesus no, he was standing only a few inches from her face, the boots so close she could see and smell the grease stains.


Darby started to tremble.He knows. He knows I’m hiding under the bed—


A crude mask of stitched-together, flesh-colored strips of Ace bandages fell to the floor.


The man from the woods picked up the mask. A moment later, he walked out of the bedroom and back into the hallway. Her bedroom door burst open to bright light and dance music.


Darby scrambled from underneath the bed and ran into the hallway. The man from the woods was standing in her room, looking for her. She ran into her mother’s bedroom and swung the bedroom door shut, catching a glimpse of the man chasing after her, a real-life Michael Myers dressed in greasy blue coveralls, his face covered by the mask of Ace bandages, his eyes and mouth hidden behind strips of black cloth.


She locked the door and then grabbed the phone from the nightstand. The man from the woods kicked the door, rattling it against the frame. Her hand was shaking as she dialed 911.


There was no dial tone.


Thumpas he kicked the door. Darby tried the phone again. Still nothing.


Thump.The phonehad to work, there was no reason why it shouldn’t work.Thump. She flipped over the phone, and in the dull white light coming from the outside street lamps Darby saw the plug, nice and snug, in the back of the phone.Thump.


Darby jammed her finger on the receiver again and again and still no dial tone andTHUMP andCRACK as the one of the door panels split open.


A jagged line ran down the panel, a foot or so above the doorknob.THUMP andCRACK and the wood split wider as a black-gloved hand reached through the hole in the door.


Sheila’s blue plastic toolbox, the one she used for her small projects around the house, sat on the edge of the TV stand. Inside the toolbox full of old plastic medicine bottles holding tacks, small nails and hooks, Darby found her father’s hammer, the big Stanley he had used around the house.


The hand was on the doorknob. Darby swung the hammer and hit him on the arm.


The man from the woods screamed—an ungodly howl of pain Darby had never heard another human being make. She went to hit him again and missed. He yanked his hand back through the hole.


The doorbell rang.


She dropped the hammer and opened the window. The storm window was still down. As she worked on opening it, she remembered her mother’s words about what to do when you were in trouble: Never yell for help. Nobody comes running when someone yells for help, but everyone comes when someone yells fire.


Screaming coming from inside the house. The song ended and Darby heard a woman crying hysterically.


“DARBY!”


Melanie’s voice, coming from the foyer.


Darby stared at the hole in the door, sweat running into her eyes as Frank Sinatra sang “Luck Be a Lady Tonight.”


“He just wants to talk,” Melanie said. “If you come downstairs, he promised to let me go.”


Darby didn’t move.


“I want to go home,” Melanie said. “I want to see my mother.”


Darby couldn’t turn the doorknob.


Mel was sobbing. “Please. He has a knife.”


Slowly, Darby opened the door and, crouching low, looked through the banister and into the foyer.


A knife was pressed against Melanie’s cheek. Darby couldn’t see the man from the woods; he was hiding around the corner, against the wall. She saw Mel’s terrified face and the way her body shook as she sobbed and struggled to breathe around the arm clutched tightly around her throat.


The man from the woods moved Mel closer to the bottom steps. He whispered something in her ear.


“He just wants to talk.” Black tears from Melanie’s mascara ran down her cheeks. “Come down here and talk to him and he won’t hurt me.”


Darby didn’t move, couldn’t move.


The man from the woods cut Mel’s cheek. She screamed. Darby moved down the steps.


Drops of blood, bright and red, ran down the wall near the kitchen. Darby froze.


Melanie screamed,“He’s cutting me!”


Darby took another step, her eyes on the wall, and saw Stacey Stephens lying on the kitchen floor, blood spurting between the fingers clutched against her throat.


Darby ran back up the stairs. Melanie screamed again as the man from the woods cut her.


Darby slammed the bedroom door shut and opened the window facing the driveway. The branches from the hedges tore up her bare legs and the soles of her feet something awful. She limped her way to her next-door neighbor’s house. When Mrs. Oberman finally answered the door, she took one look at Darby and immediately ran to her kitchen to call the police.


[image: space]



Darby had overheard two things: the phone lines to the house had been cut, and the spare key her mother kept under the rock in the garden was missing. The key had been there a little over two weeks ago. She had last used it after locking herself out of the house and definitely remembered putting it back.


To know about the hidden key, the man from the woods must have been casing the house for some time. Nobody would come right out and say it, but Darby knew it was true.


She sat in the back of the ambulance parked in Mrs. Oberman’s driveway. The back doors were open, and she could see the shocked and curious faces of her neighbors in the revolving blue and white lights from the police cruisers. Policemen armed with flashlights were searching her backyard and the wooded area separating Richardson Road from the nicer homes on Boynton Avenue.


All the lights in her house were on. Through the downstairs windows Darby could see part of the foyer, the blood on the pale yellow walls. Stacey’s blood. Stacey was still lying inside the house because she was dead. Police were taking pictures of her body. Stacey Stephens was dead and Melanie was missing.


“Don’t worry, Darbs, your mom will be here any minute.” The deep but calming voice belonged to the patrolman standing next to the ambulance door. This huge intimidating bear of a man was a close friend of her father’s named George Dazkevich. Everyone called him Buster. Buster had helped out around the house after her father died, taking her to movies and to the mall. His presence helped calm her.


“Have you found Mel yet?”


“We’re working on it, kiddo. Now try to relax, okay? Can I bring you something? Some water? A Coke?”


Darby shook her head and looked at the car parked against the curb, a beat-up Plymouth Valiant. Melanie’s car.


Melanie’s going to be okay. The man from the woods was in a lot of pain. I’m pretty sure I broke his hand. Melanie would have figured that out and would have fought back and escaped. She’s probably hiding someplace in the woods. They’re going to find her.


Sheila arrived just as the EMT finished stitching up a particularly nasty gash on the inside of Darby’s thigh. The blood drained from her mother’s face as she stared down at the Frankenstein mess of stitches on Darby’s legs and feet.


“Tell me what happened.”


Darby fought the urge to cry. She needed to say strong. Brave. She sucked in air and then broke down in tears, hating herself for it, for being small and scared and weak.









Chapter 5





The next morning, Melanie was still missing.


With the house now a crime scene, the police moved Darby and Sheila to the Sunset Motel on Route 1 in Saugus. The room Darby shared with her mother had shag carpeting and a hard mattress with coarse sheets. Everything smelled of cigarette smoke and desperation.


For the next week, Darby looked through binders packed with mug shots. The police were hoping a face might spark something. It never did. They tried hypnosis more than once and finally gave up when detectives were told she wasn’t a “willing subject.”


Darby went to bed each night with her head stuffed with mug-shot faces and unanswered questions. The police wouldn’t tell her anything beyond variations of “everyone’s working real hard.”


Both the newspapers and TV had talked about the vicious stabbing of Stacey Stephens and the frantic search efforts for Melanie Cruz, who had been abducted from the house of a friend. The friend was a minor and her name couldn’t be released, but an “unnamed source close to the investigation” stated this “friend” was believed to be the intended target. The only piece of evidence ever mentioned was a chloroform-soaked rag the police found in the woods behind the house.


By the end of the week, with no new information coming in on the case, reporters started focusing on Stacey’s and Melanie’s parents. Darby found she couldn’t read their tearful pleas, couldn’t face the anguished looks captured in the pictures and video footage.


One evening, after Sheila had left for work, the FBI agent, Evan Manning, stopped by with a pizza and two cans of Coke. They ate on a rickety table near the pool. They had a lovely view of the liquor store and trailer park.


“How are you holding up?” he asked.


Darby shrugged. The droning sound of traffic and the smell of exhaust filled the warm air.


“If you don’t want to talk, that’s fine,” Manning said. “I’m not here to pump you with questions.”


Darby thought about telling him about school, how everyone, including most of her teachers, stared at her as though she had stepped off a UFO. Even her friends were treating her differently, talking to her in cautious tones, the way you’d speak to someone afflicted with some rare, terminal disease. Suddenly, she was interesting.


Only she didn’t want to be interesting. She wanted to go back to being her old boring self, back to being a normal teenager looking forward to a long summer of reading books and pool parties and hanging out with Mel down at the Cape.


“I want to help find Mel,” Darby said. The way she figured it, if she helped find Melanie, then all would be forgiven, and people would stop staring at her as though what had happened to Mel and Stacey were her fault.


Manning placed a hand on her arm, squeezing it. “I’ll do everything in my power to help find Melanie. And I’m going to find the man who did this to you. That’s a promise.”


After Manning left, Darby headed to the vending machine for another Coke. She saw the pay phone outside the office door. The words she had practiced saying over and over again this past week were now burning to get out.


She dropped a quarter into the pay phone.


“Hello?” Mrs. Cruz said.


I’m sorry for everything that’s happened. I’m sorry for Mel and I’m sorry for what you’re going through I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry.


As hard as she tried, Darby couldn’t get the words out. They were stuck in her throat, lodged in there like hot stones.


“Mel, is that you?” Mrs. Cruz said. “Are you okay? Tell me you’re okay.”


Mrs. Cruz’s hope, bright and so alive, made Darby hang up and want to run someplace far away, someplace where nobody, not even her own mother, would ever find her.


 


Sheila couldn’t afford the motel anymore. The house still hadn’t been released by the police, and when it was, there would be cleanup and repairs. Darby was going to spend the summer at her aunt and uncle’s beach house in Maine. Sheila was going to stay in town with a coworker. She would drive to Maine on her days off.


Darby went with her mother to a grocery store in Saugus to stock up on food for the long drive. Taped inside the grocery store window, right near the front door so no one would miss it, was a poster board holding a blown-up picture of Melanie. It was yellowed from the sun. The word MISSING was written in big, bold red letters above her smiling face. A reward for $25,000 was listed, along with a toll-free phone number.


Sheila was rummaging through her coupon folder when Darby turned the corner near the cash registers and spotted Mrs. Cruz talking to the store owner. He took the rolled-up poster board from Melanie’s mother and walked toward the front window.


Mrs. Cruz saw her. Their eyes locked, and Darby felt the full weight of Helena Cruz’s stare, only this stare carried something that made Darby want to duck and run: hatred, cold and hard and fixed on her. If given the chance, she was sure Mrs. Cruz would, without a moment’s hesitation, trade Darby’s life for Melanie’s.


Sheila slipped her hand around her daughter’s shoulder, and Mrs. Cruz’s stare withered and died.


The store owner handed Mrs. Cruz the old poster board with the sun-faded picture of her daughter. Melanie’s mother walked away, taking small, deliberate steps as though the floor were a thin sheet of ice that might break. Darby recognized that walk. Her mother had moved the same way when she had walked to Big Red’s casket that final time to say good-bye.


Maybe there was still time. Maybe Evan Manning would still find Melanie alive. Maybe he would find the man from the woods and kill him. At the end of the movie, the hero always killed the monster. If Special Agent Manning found Mel and brought her home, life would be okay—definitely not the way it was before the monster had arrived, and certainly not back to being normal, but okay.


 


On Saturday morning, the start of Labor Day weekend, Darby woke up early to help her uncle dig the fire pit for the annual lobster bake. By noon, they were sweating. Uncle Ron put his shovel in the sand and said he was heading up to the house to grab a couple of sodas.


Darby kept digging. As she breathed in the cool, salty air blowing off the water, she kept thinking of Melanie, wondering about the kind of air she was breathing right now, if she was still breathing at all.


Three more women had disappeared back home. Darby had found out two weeks ago when Uncle Ron and Aunt Barb had taken her to breakfast. While they were waiting for a table, Darby had spotted a copy of theBoston Globe lying on a table. The phrase “Summer of Fear” was stretched across the top page above the smiling faces of five women and a teenage girl in braces.


Darby recognized Melanie’s picture right away, along with the pictures of the first two women, Tara Hardy and Samantha Kent. Darby had held the exact same photographs in her own hands.


The information on Hardy and Kent was pretty much a rehash of everything she already knew. The article’s main focus seemed to be on the three women who had disappearedafter Melanie—Pamela Driscol, twenty-three, from Charlestown, going to school nights for her nursing degree and last seen walking through a campus parking lot; Lucinda Billingham, twenty-one, from Lynn, a single mother who went out for cigarettes and was never seen again; and Debbie Kessler, also twenty-one, a Boston secretary who went out for drinks one night after work and never made it home.


The police handling each of these investigations wouldn’t comment on what evidence linked these women together, but they did confirm that a task force had been established headed up by a special agent who belonged to the FBI’s newly formed unit called Behavioral Science. The agents who worked in this group, the article said, were specialists in studying the criminal mind, especially those who were serial murderers.


“Hello, Darby.”


Not Uncle Ron but Evan Manning, holding out a can of Coke. She caught the sad, almost empty look in his eyes and knew, right then, what he was here to say.


She dropped the shovel and ran.


“Darby.”


She kept running. If she didn’t hear him say the words, then they couldn’t come true.


Manning caught up with her near the water. The first time she broke free of him. The second time he grabbed her by the arm and spun her around, hard.


“We caught him, Darby. It’s over. He can’t hurt you.”


“Where’s Melanie?”


“Let’s go back to the house.”


“Tell me what happened!”Darby was shocked by the sudden anger in her voice. She tried to pull it back, but the fear was already humming through her limbs, telling her to go ahead and scream it out.“I don’t want to wait anymore, I’m sick of waiting.”


“The man’s name was Victor Grady,” Manning said. “He was an auto mechanic and he abducted women.”


“Why?”


“I don’t know. Grady died before we got a chance to speak with him.”


“You killed him?”


“He killed himself. I don’t know what happened to Mel or any of the other women. Chances are, we’ll never know. I wish I had a better answer for you. I’m sorry.”


Darby opened her mouth to speak, but no sound came out.


“Come on,” Evan Manning said. “Let’s go back to the house.”


“She wanted to be a singer,” Darby said. “For her birthday, her grandfather bought her a tape recorder and one day Mel came to me in tears ’cause she had never heard her voice on tape and thought she sounded ugly. She came to me because I knew she wanted to be a singer. Nobody knew it but me. We had a lot of secrets like that.”


The FBI agent nodded, urging her along in that quiet, confident way he had.


“She loved Froot Loops but hated the lemon ones and always picked them out. She was always this real picky eater—she couldn’t have her food touching, thought it was gross. She had this really great sense of humor. She was really quiet, but she could—there were all these times when she’d say something, and it would get me laughing so hard my stomach would hurt. She was…Mel was just a really great person.”


Darby wanted to keep talking, wanted to find a way to use her words to build a bridge that would take Special Agent Manning back through time and show him how Melanie was more than chunks of newsprint and two-minute sound bites. She wanted to keep talking until Melanie’s name carried the same weight in the air as it did in her heart.


“I shouldn’t have left her there all alone,” Darby said, and the tears came again, harder this time, and she wished her father was standing here with her right now—wished he hadn’t stopped to help that driver, a schizophrenic man who was on early probation after serving a three-year jail sentence for trying to kill a cop. She wished she could have her father back with her for one minute, just one lousy minute, so she could say how much she still missed him and loved him. If her father were here, Darby could tell him everything she was thinking and feeling. Her father would understand. And maybe, just maybe, he would carry her words back with him and share them with Stacey and Melanie, wherever they were now.
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Chapter 6





Carol Cranmore lay back on her bed, panting, as Tony collapsed on top of her.


“Jesus,” he said.


“I know.”


She ran her hands up and down the small of his back. His sweat smelled of cologne and beer and the faint but sweet and pleasant odor of the marijuana they had smoked out on the back porch. Tony was right. Making love when you were high wasunbelievable. She started giggling.


Tony popped his head up. “What?”


“Nothing. I love you.”


He kissed her cheek, about to push himself up when she wrapped her legs around the small of the back. “No, not yet,” she said. “I just want to lie like this for awhile, okay?”


“Okay.”


Tony kissed her again, harder this time, and lay back on top of her. Carol’s mind ran to those ridiculously sappy love songs she heard onAmerican Idol. Maybe those lame-o songs were about this feeling she had with Tony, this perfect feeling of coming together and forming one person that could take on the world. Maybe all the crap and disappointment you went through on a daily basis—especially if you lived here, in the armpit of the universe—Belham, Massachusetts—maybe it made moments like she had just shared with Tony all the more special.


Smiling, she listened to the rain drumming against the roof and drifted off to sleep.


Carol Cranmore woke up from a dream where she had been named prom queen—totally ridiculous because she had no interest in proms. Both she and Tony had boycotted this year’s junior prom and went to dinner and the movies instead.


Still, there was one aspect of the dream she liked, the part where she felt accepted by everyone gathered around the front stage, clapping for her. And she might have stayed there, wrapped in that warm memory if it wasn’t for the noise that sounded like a car backfiring. She reached across the dark for Tony.


The other side of the bed was warm but empty. Had he gone home?


Carol had told him he could stay over. Her mother was heading over to her new boyfriend’s house in Walpole after her shift at the paper factory. Walpole was a closer ride to her job in Needham, so that meant Carol had the house to herself to do whatever she wanted, and what she wanted was for Tony to spend the night. He had called his mother and told her he was crashing at a friend’s house.


The candles were still burning on her nightstand. Carol sat up. It was almost two a.m.


Tony’s clothes were still on the floor. He was probably using the bathroom.


Carol had a case of the munchies from the pot. A bag of Fritos and a Mountain Dew would hit the spot.


She pulled back the sheet and stood naked, a tall girl for her age, her body long and lean, developing curves in the right places. She didn’t put any clothes on, didn’t mind being naked around Tony, who kept telling her how beautiful she was. He couldn’t keep his hands off her. She opened the bedroom door, the night-light from the bathroom cutting the darkness in the hallway.


“Tony, you mind making a run to the 7-Eleven?”


He didn’t answer. She peeked inside the bathroom and saw that he wasn’t in there.


Maybe he was using the downstairs bathroom for some privacy.


There were some Ritz crackers in the kitchen cabinet. She could snack on those until Tony was done in the bathroom.


A cold draft was coming from the hallway. She put on her underwear and Tony’s white shirt. Walking made her feel dizzy. Several times she had to reach out and touch the wall.


The kitchen door was wide open, as was the door leading to the back porch. Tony hadn’t left; his car keys and wallet were inside his Red Sox baseball hat sitting on top of the counter.Probably went outside for a smoke, she thought. Her mother didn’t have many rules, but she was dead set against smoking in the house, hated the way it stunk up the furniture.


Carol poked her head out into the small hallway and saw the rain pounding the street, the sound hard and unrelenting, a steady throbbing hum in her ears. Parked in front of Tony’s car was a black van that had seen better days. One of the van’s back doors was wide open, swinging in the driving wind that was blowing curtains of rain across the street. She thought she heard the creak of the door’s hinges, knowing she was imagining it. Good Lord, she was high.


The van probably belonged to her next-door neighbor’s son, Peter Lombardo, who had a habit of disappearing for months at a stretch only to return home, miserable and broke, then staying long enough to save up enough money to disappear again. Peter must have forgotten to lock up, probably in a rush to get inside, out of the rain.


Carol was thinking about going outside and shutting the doors—there was a raincoat in the front door closet—when she heard Tony step up behind her. He grabbed her hard around the waist and lifted her up. Carol giggled as she turned to kiss him.


A hand came up and clamped a foul-smelling cloth over her mouth.


Carol turned away, clawing at the man’s wrist as he tried to carry her back inside the kitchen. Her foot hit the wall and, using it as leverage, she kicked the man backward against the doorjamb. He let her go. She dropped to the floor.


Dizzy, she felt dizzy because there was something on the rag. She could barely move, but she saw the rag on the floor. The man reached into his pocket and came back with a small envelope and a plastic bottle.


He dropped a tiny piece of string or something on the floor, near the kitchen door, and then took the plastic bottle and squirted some cold red liquid onto her fingers.It looks like blood, she thought as he took her hand and used it to smear the red liquid across the hallway wall.


The man picked up the rag. Carol drew in a breath to scream, sucked in chloroform and heard a crack of thunder rumble and die.





OEBPS/Images/halftitle.jpg
T4k

MISSIMG





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
n

... L.





OEBPS/Images/space.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
THE

MISEGING

A THRILLER

CHRIS MOONEY

ATRIA BOOKS
NewYork * London * Toronto * Sydney





