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CHAPTER ONE

Greybrook, N.C.  

Not many people came to his side of the mountain.  When they 
did, it was for hunting excursions or camping trips.  They would 
mostly stay clear of his home overlooking the sprawling landscape 
from atop the hill, and the beautiful shimmer of the lake below.  

Sometimes, however, he would find a kayak making its way 
across the water.  Last summer, a group of Boy Scouts happened 
upon the lake and managed to turn it into a swimming party.  The 
fact that he wasn't the only one to enjoy the lake didn't bother him 
one bit.  What did bother him was when they would scare away all 
the fish.

The market wasn't what it used to be, but it was the only time 
that he would come into town outside of visiting the local grocery.  
People used to snatch up the herring and bass that he caught, with 
enough return to get him through the winter.  These days, people 
wanted their product either already cooked and packaged, or served 
to them by a waiter.  

Henry Spader was sixty one years old, and not a day went by in 
his life that he would consider being served by a waiter.  The cost of 
a couple dishes at a restaurant could feed him breakfast, lunch and 
dinner for a week at the grocery store.  Fast food chains, or trash 
food as he was fond of calling them, wasn't in his character to 
indulge.  

He thought about these things while casting a line into the brown 
colored water.  The grayness of the weather and gusting of the bitter 
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October wind made him tighten his jacket about him, and the little 
boat rocked to the rhythm of the waves. 

Something took interest in the lure after a few quiet moments, 
and he grunted and shifted his position to better steady himself 
inside the boat.  He allowed just enough slack to make the catch feel 
as though it were getting away before tightening and retracting.  

Abruptly, the line broke free and Henry very nearly toppled 
backward into the water.  He landed on his rear end instead, and he 
pulled his baitless line back inside the boat with no shortage of 
cursing to accompany it.

His hands trembled as he rummaged through the tackle box 
tucked into the corner before producing a more reliable bait.  While 
placing it onto the end of the line, a sharp shimmer broke his 
concentration.  

Something metal reflected the sunlight in the shallow water 
towards the shore.  

Henry furrowed his brow and squinted his eyes.  Something was 
moving.  Slowly, he lay down his rod and began rowing towards the 
glare.  His heart skipped a beat when he was close enough to 
recognize what had caught his eye.

It was a hand, white as porcelain, that broke the heaving of the 
water.  There was a watch around the wrist.  Henry's breathing 
quickened, and he swallowed hard before reaching over the edge of 
the boat.  He pulled and pulled, and nearly tipped the boat with his 
effort.

Wide, glazed eyes stared back at him from the planking.  It was a 
girl.  He had pulled a girl from the lake.  

Horrified, Henry sank down next to the lifeless body.  Her long 
auburn hair had fallen away from a ghostly face that seemed to be 
gazing upward at the deep, scudding clouds.
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