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Part I

A Young Man and a Strange
Man





Chapter 1

A Hot Day in the Hometown

AFTER WIPING THE SWEAT FROM HIS FOREHEAD , Charley MacGregor

looked at his sister and asked, “Why do you do all that ironing when

it’s so hot out, Helen?”

The twelve year-old boy was sitting at the kitchen table, his

forearms resting upon the table, his chin resting upon those fore-

arms. Helen looked down upon her half-brother nearly fifteen years

younger than her. She smiled and then reached down for the small

towel hanging from her apron strap. After she wiped some of the

sweat from her forehead and her cheeks and her throat, she told

him, “It’s got to be done, and I have to cook dinner later and then

do the dishes and then the darning has to be done. You poke holes

in your socks faster than anybody in town.”

He shrugged, not in the mood to be teased, not even by the

half-sister who’d been more his mother than a sibling, his own

mother having died when he was only six, days after the birth of

his youngest sister, Margaret.

“Why don’t you grab your fishing pole and head up to one of the

ponds, Charley?”

“Fishing would be no good in this heat.”

“By the time the heat calms down, Father will be home and he’ll
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have you out weeding and pruning in the garden.”

No more than a shrug came from the lad who’d already weeded

the vegetable garden two nights before and had even taken all the

suckers off the young tomato plants. It would take only minutes

to pull any weeds that had popped up in the meantime though the

suckers seemed to grow awfully fast on their dozen tomato plants.

“Anyway,” he informed his sister in his finest lecturing voice, “late-

night fishing or early morning fishing is best when the summer

heat is on us. The water stays hot through the evening.”

“You promised me a load of those ugly fishes with the sweet

white meat.”

“Bullheads. They’re more likely to bite at night.”

“And Father is not likely to let you head up fishing in the middle

of the night. And, if he did, the constable might grab hold of you

and bring you right back. Twelve year-olds belong in bed at that

time.”

Charley was staring at his sister, thinking she looked a lot like

both Helen’s mother and his own mother, sisters and not the same

woman. Helen was his cousin as well as his sister, his father hav-

ing married his sister-in-law after his first wife had died. That

was the reason for William MacGregor’s move to the New World, a

move that had occurred more than ten years before the influx of

Scottish immigrants, mostly experienced textile workers who were

brought to the United States by the Jenckesville Mill Company.

Some of those later immigrants had been loaned the money for

the trip, some had merely been provided with letters saying they

had jobs ready—such letters making it easier, sometimes simply

making it possible, to get through Ellis Island instead of being put

back on the ship to return to the Old Country. William MacGre-

gor had been a prosperous skilled worker, a tinsmith, and had not
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needed a subsidy to move to the New World; in fact, he had bought

a house shortly after settling in Jenckesville. And he’d had a choice

of several jobs, working for the mill company only because it was

convenient; they had also offered him a bit more money than any

other metal-worker in the mills.

It had been Helen who had once explained to her young brother:

by Scottish law, a man could not marry the sister of his dead wife.

And so, Mr MacGregor had come to the United States, bringing his

daughter from that first marriage which had proven to be so short.

In those days, it had been easy for a respectable man to get through

Ellis Island, so long as he was not actually indigent or obviously ill.

And so long as he was from England or Scotland or Wales. Helen

had said the authorities assumed such a man was coming to the

country to take advantage of the nearly boundless opportunities.

It had taken him only a year or so to establish himself in the New

World, at which time, his once and future mother-in-law came over,

bringing her younger daughter.

“How about this, young man,” suggested Helen, “why don’t you

run down to the train-station. It’s five past one. The train should

be pulling in ten minutes from now. I’m expecting a parcel some

time this week.”

With eyes wide and ears perked up, Charley stared at his sister

wondering what she might be getting in the mail. Parcels didn’t

arrive every day and usually they contained something very spe-

cial, such as the package which had been sent by Aunt Bea at

Christmas-time. She had gone to San Diego with a cousin of hers

from Boston who had a son stationed out there on the Navy base.

Aunt Bea sent back a box with two dozen large, juicy oranges in it.

He had been sure that they were a lot better than the oranges they

sold near Christmas-time in the downtown department stores. Not
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that he’d had many chances to eat those fancy-store oranges, but

the two he’d had in different years had been a little dry and the

ones sent by Aunt Bea had been juicy and delicious.

“Don’t bother asking, Charley. I don’t know what’s in the parcel.

It’s something Aunt Bea is sending to me. She spoiled the surprise

a little by writing to warn me so I could keep a lookout for it.”

Having worked himself into a lazy mood and not even interested

in checking on a parcel. . .

He thought a second time and jumped up from the chair, head-

ing for the door and nearly knocking over a basket of linens to be

ironed. He pushed the basket back onto its chair and ran to the

door. After pushing open the screen door, he jumped off the porch

and turned to run alongside the house, heading towards the street.
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Chapter 2

A Stranger Comes to Jenckesville

THE VOICE CAME OUT OF THE SHADOWS of the covered porch in front

of the Jenckesville Inn: “Charley, aren’t you going to come over to

greet an old friend?”

The voice was that of Mr Cormier, one of his father’s friends, but

Charley had to fight to move his eyes from the two horses being

led from the stables across the street and on the other side of the

railroad tracks from the Jenckesville Inn. Sometimes Charley had

gone down to watch the grooms take care of the horses, even doing

free work a few times so they wouldn’t kick him out. He’d not yet

had many chances to ride saddled horses and only rarely got to go

in a carriage, but he knew something about horses. Those horses

being walked out of the stables were Morgans. Clearly, those beau-

ties were high spirited by the standards of that calm breed, but

they were reddish and his father was always telling him that red-

heads were like that: spirited and prone to anger and other forms

of excitement. “If you want a life of excitement, lad,” he’d said more

than once, “find yourself a woman with red hair and flashing green

eyes.”

Turning towards the Inn, the twelve year-old told himself that

red horses were much more interesting than red-haired women,
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though he’d found his eyes straying the past year at school towards

the pretty blonde hair of that Polish girl, Katia Chrzan. Mrs Browne

had even caught his eyes once and had given him a silent warning

to pay attention that she not have to embarrass him in front of

the class. Not that that mattered much since it had already been

decided that this past year was to be his last year in school. After

all, he knew how to read and write and do arithmetic. His father, a

tin-smith just like he was going to be, had even taught him a little

bit of trigonometry that he would need for some of his work with

metal and with cutting machines. Mostly, from Charley’s viewpoint

and that of his father as well, six years of sitting in the classroom

were more than enough.

Charley climbed the stairs and went over to smile at Mr Cormier,

an Englishman who’d traveled over with his father on that first

journey from Glasgow, shortly before Mr MacGregor’s sister-in-law

and future wife had come over with her mother. Mr Cormier ges-

tured to the chair next to him, “Rest your weary bones here, lad.

You might be young but these muggy days in this New Land will

take the strength right out of the toughest Englishman. Or even a

Scotsman, no matter how tough you people claim to be.”

Thinking to protest that he was an American and not a Scots-

man, he kept his tongue, remembering that Helen had once laughed

after Mr Cormier had just left their house. “After all these years,

he’s an American with a Birmingham accent,” she’d said, adding,

“He even jokes like an American. I’ve watched as his dry English

sense of humor had been plenty moistened by American waters

over the past twenty years or so. But he still thinks he’s as English

as the King himself.”

As Charley sat down, Mr Cormier asked him, “What are you up

to, lad?”
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“I’m down here to see if Helen’s package comes in on the morn-

ing train, Mr Cormier.”

“Ah, she’s expecting a package, is she? Material for a new dress?

Or maybe a gift from your Aunt Bea?”

“Aunt Bea is sending something, Sir.”

“She knows not what?”

The twelve year-old boy shook his head but then remembered

his manners, “No, Mr Cormier.”

The train whistle sounded just then, relieving Charley of his

fears he’d have to sit by Mr Cormier’s side and listen to him tell

stories for a while. Sometimes that was fun, but the boy had felt

restless as soon as he’d gotten moving, as lazy as he’d felt while

sitting in the kitchen watching his sister iron.

“Did I ever tell you about the buffalo hunt I saw when I first

came to this country?”

And the train whistle sounded louder, giving a stronger excuse

to head right out to the platform. Mr Cormier laughed and waved

Charley on, and the lad ran down the long porch and onto the

platform where passengers disembarked and personal freight items

were unloaded. Sometimes the train would then pull down to the

lumber-yard where all large items were unloaded on the more mas-

sive dock with its ramps and built-in hoist, but sometimes the train

was long enough that the freight cars could be down at the lumber-

yard even while the passenger cars were at the dock near the inn.

Shooting by some of the town’s lounge-abouts, Charley was at

the edge of the platform only to hear the voice of Mr Toland, “Hey,

boy!!” Looking over, he saw the station-master waving him back.

The few steps he took backwards made little difference to his view

of the incoming train since he stood near the corner of the platform

closest to that direction of approach; he could see the smoking lo-
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comotive a hundred yards or so down the track. It was crossing

North Street and running along parallel to Winsor Street and Hub-

bard Street, about halfway between the two. Once he’d been with

Tommy Dunn in his backyard right there on Hubbard Street when

the train had come through. The fireman had left his usual du-

ties to stand at the door to the engine, hanging out a little ways so

that he provided an extra set of eyes as the train rode through the

heavily populated area. As the train had been passing, the big, red-

headed man had called out a good morning to Mrs Dunn, calling

her by name. It had been impressive to a young boy who’d thought

his friend’s mother actually knew one of these men who traveled all

over New England, running the big coal-eating and smoke-belching

engines, taking people from Springfield to Boston, and bringing

parts for the mills on the return trip. His heart had sunk just a

little when Tommy had explained, “We never so much as shook

hands with Mr Kernighan. He’s just real friendly when he rides by,

hanging out of the engine’s cab and looking for stray cows or little

children. When it’s moving slowly, we talk to him a bit, so we got

to know his name and he got to know ours.” In an effort to reclaim

some of the prestige thrown away by his honest ways, Tommy had

added, “Mr Kernighan lives up in Palmer and rides the train in to

work every day.”

As the train rolled slowly towards the platform, crossing onto

Sewall Street, it wasn’t Mr Kernighan but rather a short and slen-

der man with dark hair who was lending the engineer another set

of eyes. Those two men, with their soot-spotted overalls and their

black-smudged faces waved and smiled as they rolled past the plat-

form. The cow-catcher of the engine was edging past the start

of the freight platform before Mr Toland gave the signal to stop.

The engineer disengaged the lowest of the gears, a sound of magic
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to Charley’s ears, as was the shrieking complaint of the big coal-

burning engine, upset as it was suddenly kept from doing its job

of hauling people and freight around the countryside at terribly

exciting speeds, thirty miles an hour. Some folk said that trains

sometimes went above forty miles an hour on straightaways.

As the train had come to a halt, the cars had been positioned so

that the passenger car, and there was only one, had stopped right

in the center of the platform. Charley wandered back the short

distance to where the station-master was talking to the train’s con-

ductor while signing for a couple small bags of mail, bags not look-

ing as if they contained the sort of package Aunt Bea usually sent,

but he wasn’t really sure what she might have sent to Helen and

he waited, at the back of the platform, his boredom returning. He

was wondering if he should maybe head up and pretend to fish

for the rest of the afternoon, figuring he would be digging up more

garden when his father got home from the mill, probably at about

quarter to four, but maybe an hour or so later if there was over-

time. The year before the mills had laid off a lot of the regular

workers, porters and sorters and loading-dock workers, and even

skilled metal-workers like his father had not gotten their full hours

every week. Things had improved but overtime wasn’t coming often

enough for his father’s tastes. And that was why there were going

to be more cabbages and carrots going in for late fall harvesting.

A few seconds later, the lad was watching as the downtown post-

master came onto the platform, heading for the station-master and

the bags of mail when. . .

There were sounds a commotion on the passenger car. A mix-

ture of grunts and sounds of protest could be heard though the

only distinguishable word was “rude,” and then the conductor broke

away and rushed the short distance to the steps of the passenger
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cab. He was turning and about to climb onto the steps when a man

came out of the car, rushing, no. . .

That man wasn’t rushing. So far as Charley could tell, he was

simply moving along, not paying much attention to what was in

front of him. The conductor was brushed to the side, not violently,

not with any signs of malice on the man’s slack face. It was the

same way a fisherman might have pushed aside a branch while he

was making his way along the edge of a waterway, looking for a

good place to cast his line in. And the man strode across the plat-

form, heading for the stairs which would take him to the sidewalk

on Sewall Street, though nearly everyone walked to the porch at

the Jenckesville Inn and then onto the sidewalk by the Inn’s stairs.

The conductor was looking at the man’s retreating back, a cloud

over his face, but he spoke not a word when the station-master

asked, “Who was that?”

The man had gone by, not fast but it had still been hard to

see him well, as if he were surrounded by some sort of mist or

maybe some magical spell. On an impulse, the twelve year-old

lad headed after the man who was now making his way up Sewall

Street towards the empty lot standing next to St Paul’s Methodist

Church. As he descended from the platform, the boy could hear the

sounds of protest: “How rude can a person be?” asked one woman

whose voice he couldn’t identify. But he wasn’t even interested

enough to turn and look. Charley was striding down the street,

keeping pace with the man now about twenty feet ahead of him.

The old man, for he looked old to a youngster, turned sharply

just as he was about to take a step onto the empty lot next to

the church. Left he headed, towards North Street perhaps, though

the boy wasn’t sure. There were a couple of small streets which

he could take and still reach North Street, by slightly shorter dis-
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tances, if he knew the layout of this neighborhood. As the old man

had turned, Charley had seen he had a beard, mixed gray and

brown, that went halfway down his chest. His hair also looked a

bit long. In his denim pants and heavy wool shirt, the old man

looked a lot like the prospectors in picture-books about the Old

West.

The lad had loved those books back when he’d been real young,

in the days when he’d thought there were still wild Indians and

herds of buffalo that covered the plains for miles. Mr Cormier, who

was full of all sorts of tales of those days, had spoken words of dis-

appointment: “No, lad, in the last century, there were Arapaho and

Sioux and Comanche. There were herds of buffalo that blackened

the entire state of South Dakota. There were men like Buffalo Bill

and Wild Bill Cody and the Earp brothers. But times have changed.

We’re in a new century and all of that is gone. Nowadays, there are

farms and towns and even a lot of fast-growing cities, some of them

with a lot more people than Springfield. There might even be some

with more people than Boston.”

For a while, Charley hadn’t believed Mr Cormier, even when his

father had told him it was so. Mr MacGregor could always be taken

at his word for he was a man who could laugh heartily at a good

tall-tale but told none of his own. He was the sort of man who

mostly told the plain and honest truth.

The old man walked by Elm Street and Charley figured he was

heading directly for North Street. He was wondering which way the

fellow would turn when Hubbard Street came to an end, but then

the fellow surprised him by turning right on Maple Street, a block

short of North Street. At the end of Maple, a short street, the fellow

turned left, heading back towards North Street. To no surprise on

the young boy’s part, the strange man reached North Street and
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headed right with no hesitation at all.

The man was walking north, as if headed for the marshlands

that lay a half-mile away. Heading up North Street, he would have

to travel through a good two miles of wilderness, relatively dry that

year because Spring rains had been light. On the other side of

the wilderness lay Jenckesville Center where lived many of the old

Yankee families which had founded the town shortly before the

American Revolution. Farmland and pastures with a scattering of

large white houses surrounded by flower gardens and well-trimmed

forsythias and rhododendrons. No one had to actually wade though

the marshland because there was a pretty good road for the dairy-

men and other farmers to carry their goods to downtown Jenck-

esville and to Springfield.

Jenckesville Center, as the up-country region was known, was a

mysterious area to most of the downtowners. The up-country farm-

ers came to downtown Jenckesville on a regular basis, not quite

mixing with the Scottish immigrants or those from French Canada;

those dour men, for the women rarely came to downtown, mostly

went about their business of selling or delivering milk and cheese

and fresh vegetables. Some of them were a little friendlier if a young

lad made clear his admiration for men who drove horse-drawn

wagons around for a living. Mr Chapin, in particular, let Charley

ride on his wagon sometimes, when he was up early enough. By

eight in the morning, Mr Chapin had finished making his down-

town trips and deliveries and was up-country for the rest of the

day. Each of the two regions even had its own Congregationalist

church, though the downtown area also had a Methodist church

and a small Catholic for the French-Canadians who were served by

priests who came through at least once a month.

Charley had followed the man a minute or so up North Street
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when the stranger turned and looked back. Figuring he had been

caught, he was about to turn to the side, pretending he’d just

been coming up to go someplace, rather than coming up to fol-

low the bearded man. There was no place to go hereabouts, but

the stranger wouldn’t have known that.

But the bearded fellow didn’t turn and get angry; he didn’t so

much as focus his gaze upon the lad. Instead his eyes panned the

area as if looking for something suspicious, but those eyes passed

right by his pursuer as if he were no more than one of the blueberry

bushes growing in the boggy land just off the road.

The boy shivered and remembered that story about the invisible

man. Had he become invisible? Maybe the fellow was blind? But

no, he was making his way as if he could see fine.

The stranger finished panning the area that lay behind him and

then ran his gaze quickly back across that same area, as if thinking

he might catch something he’d missed the first time. Frozen in

place, Charley imagined he could feel the man’s eyes pass over

him, and the fellow’s head movement did jerk the tiniest bit as his

vision arrived at the lad. But then he continued looking the land

over that second time. As if he’d not seen anyone following him up

the road, he turned and continued north, walking up to the land of

the Old Yankee farmers.

Hesitating for just a few seconds, the young fellow burned with a

vague curiosity and he decided to continue following the man. After

all, his sister had tried to send him up to this very area—where his

favorite fishing holes were. And he wasn’t very far from downtown.

He’d often gone farther even when he wasn’t supposed to be away

from home. He wasn’t like some of his friends who’d never been

more than a few minutes walk away from downtown Jenckesville.

It wasn’t for nothing that he already had the reputation as being
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a boy who knew these marshes and woods as well as any grown

man in town, as well as any of the fishermen and hunters. Charley

had even explored some of the fields and woodlands near Jenck-

esville Center, occasionally running into the farmers and managing

to have a conversation with some of those stone-faced fellows.

Up the road strode the man, though he didn’t so much stride as

just mechanically move, seeming almost like a puppet being moved

about rather than a man moving through the world, purpose per-

haps lying behind the movement but not being part of the body.

A pleasantly fearful shiver passed up the twelve year-old spine as

Charley imagined himself an invisible boy following a thing that

looked like a man but was really one of those mechanical contrap-

tions like that duck that his father and Mr Cormier had discussed:

a long time ago in Europe someone had built a duck out of metal

that could quack and walk about and eat grain and even take a

dump after the grain had been ground up in its stomach of steel

or copper or whatever metals the inventor had used. His father,

a skilled metal-worker had thought about looking into the matter

further, but had decided he’d do better by adding more ground to

his garden.

A Gypsy?

Maybe the stranger was a Gypsy?

Never having seen one, Charley was pretty sure they looked

more exotic than this fellow. His father had been apprenticed to

a Gypsy when he’d learned the tin-smith trade back in Scotland.

Several times, he’d heard his father tell people that there were no

people more skilled with metal than those wandering folk but he’d

never spoken to either deny or confirm their reputation as a strange

people.

Having followed the bearded man for nearly fifteen minutes, the
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lad was back to wondering if this man was an Old West prospec-

tor. In the books they looked just like this fellow. Denim pants,

wool shirt. A heavy belt around his waist and it looked to be no

more than a partially tanned strap of leather with a simple hook

attached, the same sort of a hook that they used in the mills and

at the railway loading dock when they were strapping something

up to lift it. His boots looked to be the same sort that the common

laborers wore when they were digging out the foundations for a new

house. That reminded Charley that the mill’s crews were putting

up new houses up off of East Street on some new roads which had

been cleared and paved early in the Spring.

He paused, thought about turning around to go watch the con-

struction workers, but then decided to follow the stranger. He had

nearly the whole of the afternoon. When his father came home,

some time between 3:30 and 5:00, Charley would have to do some

work and then get ready for dinner at 6:00, maybe followed by some

more digging and hoing. He looked up and saw the sun was still

approaching the high point in the sky. There was plenty of time

to walk up nearly to the up-country farms and back before his fa-

ther would get out of the metal-shop, even if he had no overtime.

Five miles would take him to the border of Belchertown and he had

timed himself often. He could go a mile in twenty minutes walking

at a comfortable pace, fifteen minutes if he double-timed it, and as

fast as ten minutes if he were running several miles at once. If he

moved too fast, he might be too tired to work as hard in the garden

as his father would expect, but he would take the chance.

Nearly an hour after the pursuit had begun, they reached and

passed the First Congregationalist Church which was already a

mile or so into the domain of the Old Yankee families. The street

had changed name by this point, becoming Center Street though it
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was pretty much a continuation of North Street. The boy drifted a

little towards the side of the road, putting himself in the shade of

the trees which had been left standing to line the road when most

of up-country Jenckesville had been cleared for fields or pasture

land. Not really wanting to start talk amongst the farmers and their

wives, he was hoping the shade would keep him out of sight of the

up-country folk. Many of them knew Charley, at least by sight,

as a downtown boy. Though they were somewhat accustomed to

seeing him in the wilderness or, rarely, in the up-country region,

they might still be wondering what he’d be doing up here on this

particular day. Those who didn’t know him might well be more

suspicious at the sight of a strange man followed by a strange boy.

Downtown folk would mostly gossip about a stranger who didn’t

seem harmful; up-country folk might well summon the constable

or maybe pick up a shot-gun and go out to ask some questions

themselves.

Onward the man traveled, followed and not seeming to care, if

he even noticed. Charley was wondering if he hadn’t made himself

more suspicious by trying to stay out of sight. Still, he hadn’t seen

anyone and wasn’t sure if anyone had seen him. A half-hour or

so after the pair had passed the First Congregationalist Church,

Turkey Hill came into plain view off to the left, lying between the

reservoir and Belchertown. He’d only seen the reservoir twice since

it had been completed the prior summer and was reminded of his

plans to fish it soon, though there were signs posted at the gates to

the grounds saying that no one except authorized personnel were

to enter. It might be a little risky to go into that forbidden territory

since there were workers on the grounds much of the time during

the day and also a care-taker who had a house on the grounds, but

Charley could move fast and freely through the woods.
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Charley was bored and his mind was wandering as he walked

along. “What is happening back at home?” he asked himself only

to be answered, “Not much at all. Maybe Helen is cleaning the

living-rooms or maybe she’s headed out for the store to buy some-

thing for supper. Five year-old George is probably trying to take

something apart, or maybe he’s already done it and is putting it

back together.”

There was no sense to thinking much about his little sister.

Though he loved little Margaret dearly, her little-girl cuteness didn’t

interest him him much. George was more fun. And he was young

enough that people mostly laughed at his antics, like the time he’d

taken apart a pump that his father was supposed to fix for one of

the up-country farmers. It had been an important piece of equip-

ment since the farmer used it to fill the water-troughs for his dairy

cattle, but Mr MacGregor had only laughed when he’d gone out into

the back-yard where he’d left the pump on a canvas tarp the prior

night. George had managed to get the gaskets out, damaging them

a little but they were needing replaced anyway. He’d also gotten

some of the casing bolts out; no one could figure out how a five

year-old could have had the strength to. . .

Detecting an important change, Charley pushed aside his line

of thought and watched the stranger walk across Center Street as

they drew near Turkey Hill. Feeling the journey was coming to an

end pretty soon, Charley barely hesitated before crossing the street

and following the stranger onto a road that led into the woods. The

road was as much an immediate curiosity as the odd fellow moving

into the woods. Since no one had ever shown any interest in clear-

ing Turkey Hill, why had someone cleared a road into the woods?

Did that road climb up the hill, at least partway if not all the way

to the top? He was thinking it would be a tremendous view. He’d
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probably be able to see all the way to the town-center in Belcher-

town, where he’d been only once, the prior September when he had

helped his father repair a metal roof on a church steeple. From the

top of Turkey Hill, a person would certainly have a panoramic view

of downtown Jenckesville with the large brick mill buildings lying

along the Chicopee River and enough clear spots in the trees to let

him identify the areas most heavily built up with houses. In fact,

the areas with the newer houses had often been stripped of trees to

make the construction easier, making it easier to pick those areas

out from afar, so long as you were looking from a high spot.

A couple hundred yards up the road, the sound of buzz-saws

could be made out not much further up the road; someone was

clearing some trees in this area, likely to provide some lumber for

the construction in downtown. The stranger stopped and looked

in the direction of the wood-cutting operation, but then turned to

his right and took a step towards the lower slopes of Turkey Hill.

He took only that step before looking back. For just a second,

Charley thought the fellow had seen him; after all, the boy was

standing in the open in the middle of the logging trail cut wide

enough for a large wagon to haul equipment in and lumber out.

No. The stranger looked back in his pursuer’s direction, looked

to his left and to his right, even above his head as if expecting to

see something in the trees overhead. And then his head jerked

downwards and he looked right at the boy, but he blinked and

seemed to lose sight of Charley once more. And he turned and

walked up the wooded slope of Turkey Hill.

Needing to get back and feeling a bit nervous about following

the fellow up the hill, Charley turned around and headed back to-

wards downtown Jenckesville, fearing he might already be in trou-

ble if anyone had seen him wandering about way up-country. He
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would have had an excuse if he’d only had a fishing-pole in hand,

along with a can of worms, but what could he say under the cir-

cumstances? Would it have been sufficient, or even polite and de-

cent, to say he’d been curious about another human being, a rather

strange one at that?
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