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				PRAISE FOR BOOK OF DAYS

				Wow. A brilliant book. Perfectly paced, incredibly engaging, and entirely satisfying. It's one of those rare stories that settles comfortably in the deepest corners of your imagination and simply will not leave until long after the final page has been turned. With Jim's first book, Rooms, we were introduced to a budding talent; Book of Days establishes Jim as the real deal. If you love suspense, intrigue, adventure, romance, and a solid dose of spiritual wonder, then this book is a must read.

				—The Miller Brothers, award-winning authors of the Hunter Brown book series



				I devoured Book of Days by Jim Rubart in one sitting. It is an exciting but poignant novel about how truly important our memories and choices are to who we become. It's still resonating in my heart. Highly recommended!

				—Colleen Coble, author of The Lightkeeper's Bride and the Lonestar series



				No sophomore slump for James L. Rubart! Book of Days is actually better than his best-selling debut, Rooms. Rubart crafts a terrific story that is equal parts fast-faced thriller, thought-provoking allegory, and moving drama. Don't miss this one!

				—Rick Acker, author of When the Devil Whistles



				It's very rare that a novel makes me cry—really have tears running from my eyes, but Book of Days did. I laughed and cried right along with Cameron on his quest to find the Book of Days. And just when I thought the plot couldn't possibly be wrapped up in a way that would satisfy, Rubart pulled out all the stops to create the perfect ending to a heartfelt story. This is a journey not to be missed!

				—Robin Caroll, author of Deliver Us From Evil and Fear No Evil



				Great cover, great concept, and great fun to read! Book of Days blends Peretti's The Visitation and Jordan's The Miracle of Mercy Land and explores biblical ideas in a modern context. Rubart is for real and his writing is fast-paced and readable.

				—Eric Wilson, New York Times best-selling author of Fireproof, Expiration Date, and Valley of Bones



				A story intricately woven with God's truth and human frailties, Book of Days is what I call a "living book"—a story able to reach across time to significantly effect the hearts of its readers. James L. Rubart is a master storyteller with an unparalleled style and oomph that drags you back to his stories time and again.

				—Ronie Kendig, author of Dead Reckoning and Nightshade



				James Rubart is officially now one of my favorite writers. He takes grand concepts, weaves them together with mystery, suspense, some mischievous fun, and a serious thread of hope. Book of Days is a great read . . . why people buy novels.

				—Dan Walsh, award-winning author of The Unfinished Gift and The Homecoming



				James L. Rubart's stories are clever and creative. He's a storyteller who pricks the heart of our generation and causes us to think about where we've been and where we're going. He weaves it all in the cotton of a great book. Book of Days is a must read.

				—Rachel Hauck, best-selling and Carol award-winning author



				Book of Days is an imaginative, adventurous, and compelling read. Rubart's attention to plot and character, while weaving in spiritual truth, gives an already terrific premise dimension and depth. Rubart's talent is undeniable, and his ideas are pure wonderment.

				—Rene Gutteridge, award-winning author of Listen
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				PROLOGUE

				Summer 1853

				A stone slammed into the side of Hassun's head, sending him to his knees. Pain exploded like lightning and streaked down his back as he slumped forward onto his hands. Careless. His moccasins must have left a trail. Foolish. How could he have let that happen?

				Have to move! His assailant's next attack would most likely be to his ribs.

				Hassun spun to his left, sending up a thin curtain of dust from the ledge overlooking the cliff, and caught the man's dark leather moccasin as it flashed toward his face.

				Hassun twisted his attacker's leg and the man sprawled on the ground, his head inches from striking a rock.

				Not close enough.

				The man leaped to his feet, stepped back five paces, and snatched a bow and a pine shaft with a brilliant black arrowhead off the ground. By the time Hassun staggered to his feet and shook his head, the man had nocked the arrow.

				"Nukpana? Why?"

				"You are surprised?"

				"You were my friend."

				"I am still your friend and ever will be." Nukpana drew back slightly on the bowstring, the arrow pointed at Hassun's chest, and laughed. "Do not worry, I am not going to kill you. I could have done that easily with a larger rock a moment ago." He released the pressure on the bowstring and stroked the arrow's white feathers. "You never could hide your tracks. I only need to know where the Stories are and I will leave you."

				Hassun should have seen it. The rage two summers past when he was chosen guardian instead of Nukpana, then the false praise for having been given the honor. Being badgered almost daily ever since in a half-joking, half-serious manner about the location.

				"And if I do not tell you where they are?"

				"I will see how much pain you can endure before you die. But know before you join our ancestors, you will tell me."

				"The Stories are not for your eyes."

				"But they are for yours?"

				"I am not the one who made that choice."

				"And who is?" Nukpana pierced the tip of his forefinger with the point of the arrowhead and a drop of blood seeped out.

				"You know."

				"But those who chose you are gone, and the understanding now only remains with you."

				Hassun nodded, his long black braids hanging over his muscled shoulders.

				"What if something happens to you? Another must retain the knowledge."

				"That is not for any man alone to decide. You know this also."

				"Think, Hassun. We could use its power for so much good. Together. You and I. Blood brothers since our youth. We could wield the insights and foretelling it offers to—"

				"No. That is not its purpose."

				"If you will not tell, then give me the stone." Nukpana spread his feet wider, one in front of the other, renocked the arrow and drew it back.

				"I cannot. Even if you do not yet know how to decipher the markings, it would be the same as telling you." Hassun massaged the small stone that hung from his neck on a thin leather cord under his buckskin shirt. "You know this."

				"Enough. Give me the stone." Nukpana drew the bowstring back further, his first two fingers turning a deep red where the string bit into them.

				Hassun stared into Nukpana's eyes as he lifted the stone from around his neck and let it hang from his upturned palm.

				"Yes, throw it to me and there will be peace between us."

				"No." Hassun wrapped the cord around the stone and closed his fist around it.

				"One more chance. Tell me where the Stories are or give me the stone. Either one and you will live. Now."

				Hassun closed his eyes. "For You, I choose." He opened his eyes and gauged the distance between Nukpana and the edge of the cliff. Three paces, maybe four. The distance might be short enough. Nukpana would not shoot to kill, only to maim. "As I have told you already, it is not possible."

				"Is it worth your life?"

				Hassun drew in a deep breath and whispered, "Yes."

				"So be it."

				Nukpana drew back fully on the bow at the moment Hassun lunged forward and sprinted toward his friend, little puffs of dust rising from where his feet dug into the ledge above the cliff.

				Nukpana's fingers loosed the arrow and time slowed.

				As Hassun hurtled toward the arrowhead streaking toward him, he hurled the stone over the edge of the cliff.

				Nukpana's head snapped to the left to follow the arc of the stone against the blue sky, shock splashed across his sun-browned skin. "No!"

				The arrow entered Hassun's chest just above his heart, making him stagger, the darkness of unconsciousness rushing into his mind. No, he wouldn't give in.

				Two paces to go. Yes. He would make it.

				Nukpana turned back the moment Hassun slammed into the bigger man, driving him back, then over the edge of the cliff.

				Sound vanished as Hassun wrapped his arms around his friend and the forest floor spread out below him.

				"I have protected that which was entrusted to me. Now I come."
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				CHAPTER 1

				Cameron Vaux stepped into his dad's room and tried to push the regrets into a dark corner of his mind. They'd never go on the backpacking trip he'd planned for his dad's fiftieth birthday. Never take the sailing trip from Seattle to Alaska. The cruise around Italy would be a grand intention never fulfilled.

				The what-should-have-beens had vanished.

				Just like his dad's mind.

				It had been a year since his dad knew who Cameron was. The doctors said the grains of sand still in the top of the hourglass were few, which made the call he'd received that morning from one of the nurses surprising.

				"Your dad is more coherent than we've seen him in a long time. He keeps saying, 'I need to see him now. Right away. I must tell him.' But when we ask who 'him' is, he says he doesn't know. We're guessing it's you."

				Cameron stood just inside the door, stared at the back of his dad's graying head, and watched him study the business section of the paper as he'd done his whole life. Pouring over the stock charts to see who was up and who was crashing. Ready to steer Cameron's economic choices down the straight and financially rewarding. His house and his healthy IRA were due to his father's fiscal acuity and passion to share what he'd learned with Cameron.

				He sighed. There would be no more lessons on navigating the investment waters.

				"Hey, Dad, how are you?" Cameron eased over to the windows and pulled open the beige curtains. Early May sunshine filtered through the emerald leaves on the maple tree outside and filled the room.

				His dad sat next to the window in his dark blue leather chair, feet propped up and covered with the Washington Huskies slippers Cameron bought him last Christmas.

				"Well, I'm still alive. It's so good to have you here." His dad adjusted his glasses and squinted. "Now tell me again who you are . . . ?"

				"It's me, Cameron. Your son. You asked for me?" He couldn't help hoping the tumblers inside his dad's mind had magically clicked back into place, and he could have one last conversation where his dad knew him. Please?

				His dad set aside the business section he'd probably read twenty times already that day and stuck out his hand. "Put 'er in the vise, pal."

				Cameron took his dad's hand and cried out in mock pain. "Ahh, wow, you haven't lost your strength, Dad."

				His dad smiled, a hint of water in his eyes.

				"You know, sometimes I look in the mirror and say, 'Hey, you old buzzard, what are you still doing here?'" His dad's eyes lit up and he laughed like stones skipping on a pond.

				"You're not old." Forty-nine was not old. Certainly not old enough to have a disease that made Swiss cheese of his dad's memories.

				"We'll be home before dinner at this pace." His dad nodded. "Yep, we're making good time."

				The familiar sadness tried to rise from Cameron's heart and smother his mind, but he blocked it. He didn't need the emotion. He didn't need tears right now. There had been enough of those over the past six years to fill Puget Sound.

				"The nurses said you needed to see me."

				"Well, it is so very good to see you."

				"They said you needed to tell me something, Dad."

				His father lifted his glass of orange juice and toasted Cameron. "Have I told you how proud I am of you?"

				Cameron smiled, closed his eyes, and let the words sink in. His dad used to say those words ten times an hour two years back, but the frequency had dwindled to almost nothing. It was a gift to hear the phrase again.

				Cameron glanced at the pictures on the walls. Of family. Of friends. Of his mom and dad playing tennis when they were first married. Cameron picked up a photo sitting on the coffee table of his mom and dad swimming across the Smith River in the redwoods and drew his finger across the surface of the glass.

				"I miss her so much."

				"Who?"

				"Mom." He held out the frame for his dad to see.

				His dad took the picture and stared at it. "That's me! Isn't it? And who is that with me?"

				Cameron closed his eyes and sighed. Not mom, he couldn't let his dad forget her.

				"It's mom. You have to remember her. You loved her very much."

				"I did? And what did you say her name was?"

				How could he forget the woman he'd been married to for twenty-seven years? Yes, the disease, but their passion for each other was the type that nothing should ever be allowed to steal. There had to be something he could say to trigger his dad's memories of their love.

				"Camping in the redwoods. The Big Rock. We went there every year till I was ten. You can lose all the other memories, but not of her. You have to remember Mom. You always said living without each other would be a Siberian existence."

				"Okay, and I'm living here with you right now, pal."

				Cameron slumped into a chair next to his dad and dragged his teeth over his lower lip. "Where have your memories gone, Dad?"

				"Well, I don't know, but you're here and I'm so glad you stopped by."

				Cameron stared into his dad's eyes until his father looked away.

				"Are they lost forever? Maybe when this life is through you'll get them back. Maybe you'll find them in whatever comes next."

				His dad smiled, the hint of laughter playing at the corners of his mouth. "Heaven is coming, you know."

				"You looking forward to heaven, Dad?"

				"Oh yes, indeed. He's coming for me." His dad glanced around the room until his gaze settled on Cameron. "Well, I'm glad you've come by, but remind me again, how are we acquainted?"

				Cameron's chest tightened and he tried to smile. "I'm just a kid who loves his dad with all his heart."

				"That's good. Very good."

				Cameron scooted his chair closer to his dad and leaned forward. "I'm sorry, Dad. Sorry you have to go through this. I don't think I could handle getting this disease of yours. I'd be tempted to end things early, you know? Did you ever consider it?"

				Not a chance. His dad would have obliterated the thought the instant it appeared. "At least you have your God-thing going on, so you feel like you know where you're headed."

				"God is so good."

				"Yeah." If only God was real. Maybe He was, maybe He wasn't. It took a leap of faith to believe, his dad always said. But how could you know for sure before leaping? And Cameron wanted to know. A never-ending circle.

				Cameron picked up the myrtlewood cribbage board that sat on the coffee table next to his dad's chair. "We played a few hundred on this board, didn't we? Or was it a few thousand? I'd love to play one more game. Wouldn't you?"

				"We could play now if you like."

				"Should I set up the board?"

				His dad grabbed Cameron's hand and smiled wide. "Tell me exactly what are we doing here today."

				"Talking. Just two guys hanging out together talking."

				"And you are?"

				Cameron set down the board, rubbed its smooth surface with his finger, and circled the word Finish carved into the end of the wood. "The product of an awesome father."

				Outside his dad's room an orderly's tennis shoe squeaked on the linoleum as she passed the door. At the sound his dad jerked his head up and his eyes cleared.

				"When it starts happening to you, you must find the book with all your days in it, Cameron. It might cure you. Do you understand?"

				Cameron raised his head. "What did you say?"

				"When you start losing your memories, you must find the book. Everything will make sense to you then. Find it for me, will you? Promise me you'll find it."

				"Are you with me here, Dad?" Cameron's mind reeled. He couldn't tell if his father was lucid, but his eyes were clearer than he'd seen them in ages, and the countenance of his face said he knew exactly what he was saying.

				"Did you know you can see the future? I saw it once. It's not a real book, of course. I even touched it, when I was a kid. Did you know that?" His dad rubbed his hands together and chuckled. "Of course you didn't. I never told you that. I never told anyone except one person right after it happened. People would have thought I was crazy. But that doesn't matter now."

				"What are you talking about?"

				"Do you understand? Find the book, Cameron." His dad took Cameron's face in his hands. "Did you hear me? The book of all days. Find it for me. Find it for you." He released Cameron's face and rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hand.

				Cameron shook his head, as if it would cause his dad's words to make sense. Was this real? Did Dad have any idea what he was saying? "Why do you think it will happen to me?"

				"Not a question. It will happen; it will. I've seen it." His father patted Cameron's hand. "I'm so sorry."

				Cameron blinked and a trickle of fear wound through his mind. He wasn't ready for a conversation out of Alice in Wonderland.

				"What is this book? Where would I find it?"

				His dad grasped Cameron by both hands and nodded once. "You know what I love about us? We both have beautiful blue eyes."

				Cameron leaned in. "Why do I need to find this book?"

				"You know what I love about us?" A smile lit up his dad's face as he squeezed Cameron's hands. "Both of us have beautiful blue eyes."

				"Stay with me, Dad. You just told me I'm going to start losing my memories like you and about a book I have to find. Where is the book?"

				"Well, I'm very proud of you, you know."

				Cameron let his head fall back and he closed his eyes. It was over. No matter how hard he tried to massage the conversation back to whatever this book was, and why his dad thought Cameron would get the disease, it wouldn't happen.

				He wanted to have one last conversation with his dad about the important things in life, so why did he end up with his dad rambling about nonsensical things instead?

				A few minutes later Cameron let it go and told the story about the two of them skiing from nine in the morning till ten at night up at Stevens Pass without a break.

				"Do you remember the next day? We couldn't move!"

				For the next half hour Cameron didn't stop the tears when they pushed out and didn't stop the laughter when his dad talked about some random comical event from decades back.

				After the light outside his dad's room had grown black, Cameron slid his arms around his father and whispered in his ear, "I love you, Dad. Always have. Always."

				His dad held him for a moment, then patted Cameron on the back and took him by the shoulders, a wide grin on Dad's face, moisture in his eyes.

				A week later his dad was gone.
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				CHAPTER 2

				Eight Years Later

				Come on, remember!"

				Cameron stared at the phone number on the yellow sticky note, willing himself to recall who it belonged to. He pressed the Post-it note onto the middle of his MacBook's screen.

				What was wrong with him? It was his handwriting. No one else had scrawled those numbers half an hour ago. He remembered jotting it down. It was someone he needed to call back. But the memory of whose number it was had disappeared.

				His face grew hot.

				"Remember what?"

				Cameron looked over at Brandon slumped in front of his computer, a pen whirling around his fingers like a minibaton on steroids.

				"Where'd you learn to do that?"

				"YouTube." Brandon glanced up at the clock on the wall of their production studio. "If we're going to get this vid finished, we gotta jam. You're almost done with edits, right? Tell me yes."

				"Another hour at the most."

				"Cool." Brandon sat up and whacked away on his keyboard. "So have you decided, Cam? Are you headed to the fifteen-year this weekend?"

				"We just had a ten-year reunion. Besides, July is too early to have a reunion. It should be in August."

				"Did I ask you if you'll do a couple of tunes again? Just you and a piano up there onstage, nothing fancy."

				"No chance. I haven't played for eons." Cameron rubbed his eyes. "I can't believe high school is already fifteen years in the rearview mirror."

				"Thirty years is coming in a flash." Brandon grinned. "Old man time will be here before you know it. Hey, remember, I need you to get that voice-over on the Crystal Mountain video laid down by the end of the day."

				"Right."

				Cameron turned back to his screen and stared at the number. What if old man time had already shown up? He tried to laugh at the idea. So he'd been forgetting a few things lately. Big deal. It was probably the stress of working sixty-plus hours every week and still finding time to coach Little League baseball.

				Plus the added bonus of the anniversary date looming like a storm over his heart. Less than a month away. Couldn't the pain stay buried till a few days before the seventeenth arrived?

				But it hadn't been a few things he'd forgotten and it hadn't been lately. It had been going on for at least a year. And it was getting worse.

				Go to the reunion? Yeah, it would be a blast answering questions about Jessie's death.
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				"Cameron! What is going on?"

				He turned toward the sound of the voice.

				A bald guy ducked under a sagging streamer that said, "Class of '95, About to Come Alive," threw open his arms, and grinned as he stutter-stepped up to Cameron in black dress shoes that were out of place with his jeans.

				"These reunions can't come fast enough for me. I love seeing everyone. I can't believe you and I haven't seen each other since the last one. That's just a wrong song."

				"Hey," Cameron said. Not even a glimmer of recognition. "Great to see you. You are . . . ?"

				"You crack me up, Cam." The guy grabbed him in a bear hug, and when he pulled away the grin left his face. "Hey, I heard about Jessie. Sorry, man. Really."

				"Thanks." Why couldn't people read his mind and realize he didn't want to talk about Jessie? Maybe he should have worn a sign that said, I'm doing as well as I can, but my heart was shredded when she died, and I'd rather not talk about it with you because the pain is still extremely ripe even after two years.

				"Are you still climbing?"

				"Yeah." Had he gone rock climbing sometime in the past with this guy?

				"It seems like yesterday you and I and Jessie and Gina Stewart learned to climb together. When was that? Two summers out of high school? You'd just met Jessie and her sister—what was her name? Ann? And if I remember right, you couldn't decide which one to ask out." The guy gestured up and down with his palms like a scale. "Then Jessie asked you to take the class, and you didn't want to go 'cause you're scared of heights. But you liked Jessie so you decided to gut through it. That cracked me up, you pretending the whole time that you weren't terrified so Jessie wouldn't know, but I knew you were freaking out . . ."

				Ann, Jessie's foster sister.

				Cameron hadn't thought about her for at least six months. She probably hadn't thought of him since the funeral. He'd tried to get along with her the whole time Jessie and he dated, but Ann had never warmed up to him. She'd stood there, maid of honor at Jessie's and his wedding, glaring at him through the entire ceremony.

				". . . and Jessie blows all three of us out of the water the way she took to climbing. And I loved her laugh; it was so totally uninhibited, you know? She's hanging out over a two-hundred-foot cliff cracking up like she's at a party, telling us to climb faster."

				A rock-climbing course after high school? Is that when he started? Images flitted through his brain, then the memory of the summer rushed in. Yes. Jessie calling him with an invitation to take the class together. Him deciding that was a sign to pursue her instead of Ann even with his aversion to heights.

				How could he forget that? It was his first date with Jessie, if you could call it a date. He didn't want to learn to climb, but he wanted to get to know her. So he went and fell in love with both the sport and Jessie.

				"I remember." Cameron pursed his lips, nodded, and rubbed his face.

				"Hey, I'm an idiot, I shouldn't stir up . . . talking about Jessie . . . I mean, I don't want to—"

				"It's okay, really."

				They said good-bye and Cameron watched his old friend dance up to a group on his left.

				"There he is," said a voice to his right.

				Cameron turned to face a man with slicked-back blond hair and a goatee already flecked with hints of gray.

				"Hey . . . hi." Who was he? Here we go again.

				"Cameron, how are things going for you? It's my fault for not calling you. It's been too, too long since we talked."

				"Yeah, it's been a while."

				"When Jessie, uh . . . I should have called, and really I should have come to the service, but I'm just weird when it comes to—"

				"Death." Think, Cameron. He knew him. "It's all right."

				As they talked Cameron tried to picture the guy fifteen years younger. They were in some kind of group together . . . weren't they?

				"Are you doing your films yet? I bet you are."

				He jerked his head back. "What?"

				"Aren't you making films and doing the Steven Spielberg directing thing? You always said you'd have your first one finished by the time you reached the age of thirty-two. You were so convincing. Some of the stuff you did back in high school was pretty impressive, so I figured thirty-three means you're a year overdue, if you haven't done one yet."

				A chill washed over Cameron. That was indeed the plan. Two years ago he was on track to jump into the Hollywood circus, but the plan didn't include losing Jessie. The dream crashed and burned after that.

				"No, I'm behind schedule."

				"I understand." The man nodded. "You ever want to talk about it, call me. I mean it."

				As the man sauntered off, the pieces inside Cameron's brain snapped into place.

				A moment later Brandon came up to him with two drinks in his hand.

				"That was Donnie Taggart," Cameron said.

				"Uh, yeah it is."

				"It took me a second to remember—"

				"Well, he's pretty forgettable. We only played in a band with him for two years."

				Donnie Taggart was in their band? What? No. Wait. That's right. How could he forget that? "He played bass. Sang a killer version of 'Better Man' for us and sounded just like Vedder. He lived a few miles away from you in a house painted a muted yellow. Didn't he have a boxer that snagged Frisbees out of the air no matter how far you threw it?"

				"Look out Jeopardy, here comes Cameron. Nice to know your steroid-strength memory is still functioning. You know I hated you in high school 'cause of that. I don't think you ever studied."

				If only it were as simple as taking steroids to get his memories to return and fix whatever was malfunctioning in his mind.

				Brandon clapped him on the back. "Have fun, bro. I'm going to go catch up with all my old girlfriends."

				"That'll take, what, five, ten seconds?"

				"Ha." Brandon punched him in the arm. "Be good."

				Cameron breathed deep and it seemed to clear his head. As he scanned the room, he recognized almost every face. He remembered names and even the classes he'd taken with them. The memory loss had to be due to stress and lack of sleep more than any kind of encroaching disease.

				His gaze settled on a dark-haired woman who stood next to the small stage they would probably use for giving out awards for having the most kids, the farthest distance traveled to get here, and married the longest.

				As he studied her profile, a wave of heat washed over him. He should know her. Concentrate. Something about their junior year. She was part of it.

				She turned and spotted him.

				Oh no. He needed to figure it out before she reached him. But his mind was blank.

				She shimmed up to him and gave him a sideways hug. "Hey, handsome. I was hoping you would be here."

				"I was hoping the same." Cameron bit his upper lip, as if the shot of pain would tell him who this woman was.

				"It is so great to see you. You know, I meant to come to the ten, but life was pretty crazy in those days." She pulled on her earlobe. "I'm so sorry about your wife. I read about it. It was a small plane accident, right?"

				Cameron nodded.

				She stepped back a few paces. "Let's see, your black hair is just as black and thick, no discernible extra girth around the middle yet, and only a few laugh lines around your gray-blues." She laughed and leaned closer to him. "I thought all the guys were supposed to come to the fifteen-year reunion bald and overweight."

				A moment later he knew her. "Tonya!"

				"Cameron!" She pointed at him, smiled, and studied his face. "You okay?"

				"I'm just tired; my job has been nuts lately. For the past year actually."

				By the time they'd finished talking, he remembered every one of their dates. But it didn't help the big slug of lead in his stomach get any lighter.
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				Two weeks later on a sun-soaked Saturday afternoon, Cameron packed the last of his climbing gear into the back of his MINI Cooper and fired up the engine. He felt good. Strong. His mind hadn't shifted into hibernate mode even once since the reunion, and he tried to believe the incidents were over.

				But part of his brain still felt like he was watching a 3-D movie without the glasses.

				He hit Highway 2 out of Monroe at two o'clock and glanced at his watch. Should be to Leavenworth by four or four thirty. He might even be able to get a climb in before dark and make camp on top.

				As the little town of Gold Bar slid by, his dad's words from eight years earlier echoed in his mind: "When you get it . . . when you get it . . . You will . . . you will . . ."

				"No, Dad, I can't believe that." Cameron popped his steering wheel with his fist. "It's just the anniversary of Jessie's death and the pressure of work. That's all."

				The stress-O-meter had been pegging red for far too long. Brandon and he had become master jugglers with twenty video projects in the air at all times. That extracted a high price at life's tollbooth.

				"Nice try," said the other side of his brain. Stress alone wouldn't make his mind take as many vacations as it had during the past twelve months. Neither side of his mind could claim victory. But in his heart there was already a clear winner.

				The fingers of his right hand started shaking, and he clamped his left hand on top it. That didn't accomplish anything except make both hands quiver. Relax! His mind was fine. He probably just needed food.

				A burger at the Alpen Drive-In took care of his hunger pains, but it didn't quell the gnawing feeling running through his mind.

				As he waited to pull back onto Highway 2, Cameron stared at the license plate in front of him and played the game he amused himself with on long car rides when he was a kid.

				LIO A33.

				Liking intelligent orangutans after thirty-three.

				Launching igloos over a thirty-three.

				Life is over at thirty-three.
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				CHAPTER 3

				Cameron sat on a cliff overlooking Icicle Creek watching the glacier-fed stream wind its way toward the Wenatchee River.

				He stared at the outline of a boulder buried under the surging river as he pulled off the stone hanging around his neck and massaged its smooth surface. When had Jessie given it to him? Not long before she died, he was sure of it.

				Why hadn't two years taken away more of the pain from Jessie's death?

				Two years?

				The accident felt like two days ago.

				Like two seconds ago.

				Fragments of the scene tried to rush into his mind, but he forced them into the deep recesses of his heart like he'd been doing for the past twenty-four months. He wouldn't let himself relive it again. Ever. Jessie's accident was the one memory he wished he could forget completely.

				Hadn't someone told him after the accident that it would be okay?

				Okay?

				It would never be okay.

				Fairy-book marriages snuffed out after only five years were not okay.

				Wild Turkey whiskey should have given him an award for the amount of their booze he bought and drowned in after Jessie's death.

				Then on a Friday night, a little over half a year after he lost her, he quit drinking. When he came within inches of hitting an SUV head-on, he was convinced. Part of him wished his Mini Cooper had wound up the size of a microwave—with him inside.

				That same weekend he started rock climbing again. It didn't cause his forehead to split open the next morning like drinking did, and although the sport wasn't quite as adept at helping him blunt the pain, it was a way to be with Jessie.

				He looked up from the edge of the craggy rock face as the last sliver of a mid-July sun vanished behind the Enchantments, leaving strains of orange, cotton-candy clouds. The temperature dropped and Cameron rubbed his bare upper arms. Tank tops were ideal for climbing but not for watching the sun set.

				Six months after he stopped drinking, well-meaning friends started the blind-date merry-go-round. He went on three dates. The first yakked about her divorce two hours nonstop; the second spent the evening asking herself questions, then laughed at the answers like a bored late-night talk-show host. The third woman was perfect. Smart, funny, pretty, and she loved the outdoors.

				But she wasn't Jessie.

				Nobody could be, and after he turned down the next five setups, his friends stopped playing matchmaker.

				In the movies when the hero loses the love of his life, another perfect girl comes along full of liquid light and fills all the dark places. It didn't work that way in the real world.

				Three or four times a week a dream of Jessie wrenched him from sleep. In those moments he wondered if his memories were true, or if the passage of time had made their marriage more wonderful than it really had been.

				And now he'd started losing those memories of her. And some days—he clenched his teeth—he couldn't quite capture her face.

				These days when he pulled up photos of Jessie and him together, he sometimes couldn't even remember where they'd been taken. Most times when he concentrated, the memory rushed back into his mind like the ocean filling a tide pool. But other times . . .

				Cameron lingered on the edge of the cliff a few more minutes and gazed at the valley three-hundred feet below. He sucked in a breath and held it as long as he could before releasing the air.

				Wasn't heaven in the clouds? He massaged his arms and stared at the darkening sky. Was that where Jessie was?

				To his right a squirrel screeched. Cameron squatted and peered at the animal who sat ten yards away at the base of a western larch. The life of a squirrel. Simple. No pain. No maddening mysteries. Few questions and an answer with every acorn. He dug into his day pack, pulled out a large handful of trail mix, and tossed it toward the creature.

				"You'll be able to feed all your kids for a week on that."

				The animal squealed and skittered around the trail mix and stuffed its cheeks full before scampering off.

				Cameron reached down and grabbed a baseball-sized stone, stood, and hurled it with all his strength at a quaking aspen. It smacked into the tree and tore off a section of bark. Strike. He picked up another rock. Then another.

				Smack! Strike two.

				Strike seven, eight, nine. You're out.

				He ignored the pain knifing through his arm and shoulder and didn't stop throwing stones till the water in his eyes blurred his vision too much to see.

				First Dad, then Jessie. People died. Why couldn't he get over it and move on?

				Cameron slumped to the ground and massaged his eyes with his palms and tried to recall the first time Jessie and he had met.

				The memory wasn't there.

				Here we go again.

				Cold sweat broke out on his forehead. What was going on with him? Impossible. How had his dad known? How could this be happening to him at thirty-three?

				Cameron pounded his forehead with the flat of his palm. "You can't lose your mind, Cameron! You can't."

				A few seconds later their first date surfaced like the sun cresting a mountain ridge at dawn. It didn't help the panic pinging through his mind.

				One year for Christmas he'd framed a collage of all their most memorable days leading up to their wedding. First real date . . . their trip up to Vancouver, B.C., where they'd visited Flintstone Land and he danced with Wilma and stepped on her toes three times. First kiss . . . Larrabee State Park in Bellingham, wasn't it? First time they'd said I love you. First . . . The canvas of his mind went blank after that.

				He used to know all the dates better than Jessie ever had.

				Now all he had were fragments.

				Cameron trudged back to his amber one-man climbing tent, pulled his iPhone out of his climbing pack, sat, and scrolled through his favorite pictures of Jessie and him.

				"Where are you now? If you're in some blissful afterlife, can you see what's going on down here?"

				A picture of Jessie holding her pilot's license, a big grin on her face, slid into view. Immediately he was back at the scene of the crash, and the memory surged up from his heart like a flash flood.

				This time he couldn't stop it.

				"Let me talk to her!" Cameron shouted into his cell phone. Through the phone he heard a siren wail through the night.

				"I'm sorry, sir. Her condition isn't . . . she can't—"

				"Please put her on the phone. Please."

				Cameron heard muted voices and then rustling.

				"Hey." Her voice sounded soft and muffled, as if she were speaking through a thick blanket.

				"Jessie!"

				"Hi, Sweet-dream." A labored breath. "I love you." Silence. Then barely a whisper. "Hurry, baby, please?"

				He hung up and tossed his cell phone onto the passenger seat.

				Sweat dripped off his forehead into his eyes as he alternated between crushing the accelerator and mashing the brakes. Swerving around and through light traffic on I-5, he felt like he was in a movie chase scene on double speed. Rain hammered against the windshield and "Don't Fear the Reaper" played on the radio, the perfect soundtrack to the nightmare he was living.

				Breathe, Cameron.

				This couldn't be happening.

				But it was.

				He wanted to call her back, tell her something, anything, to keep her alive.

				Jessie was dying.

				No. Impossible. They were meant to be together always—till they were old and gray and it was time to lose their minds.

				This wasn't the end. It couldn't be. There was so much life left to live.

				By the time he reached the off-ramp that would take him to Paine Field, the rain had shifted from a downpour to a fine mist, as if a giant spray bottle pumped out little bursts overhead.

				As he skidded around the final corner leading to the air strip and straightened his MINI Cooper, the lights of the police cars and ambulance lit up the horizon like the Las Vegas strip. But the lights pulsed with death.

				He rolled down his window as he approached the scene, and the silence struck him like a wall. No sirens sliced into the night. No one spoke, no one shouted, no one ran back and forth between the ambulance and the mutilated metal that had been Jessie's midnight blue and white Cessna Skylane.

				As Cameron got out of his car, he tried to take slow breaths. He'd imagined running for Jessie the moment he arrived, but his feet felt bolted to the asphalt.

				A medic squatting next to the wreck glanced at him, then nodded toward the inside of the ambulance and spoke to someone inside.

				A medic appeared from the ambulance, jogged up to Cameron, and stuck out his hand. Cameron didn't take it.

				"Mr. Vaux?"

				"Yes."

				"She only has minutes left. You need to come."

				"Now?" As Cameron uttered the word he realized how stupid it must sound. But everything was out of rhythm, out of body, far past surreal.

				"Yes, you need to come now. Right this way." The paramedic took his arm and guided him toward the mangled Cessna.

				Part of him wondered why he didn't sprint to the plane, cradle Jessie in his arms, and somehow pull her back into this life.

				"How did it happen?" Cameron mumbled as the medic guided him toward Jessie, his hand still on Cameron's arm.

				"You need to talk to her now."

				Cameron scuffed up to the plane and stopped just before reaching it.

				"Is she . . . ?"

				"Her body has been . . . her upper body is okay. She can talk to you."

				Jessie lay inside the plane, her head resting on the passenger's seat, eyes closed. No cuts, no bruises, dark hair framing her face like a work of art. A tiny speck of blood on her chin was the only imperfection.

				But what must have been the cockpit lay buried in her torso, her blouse dark red from blood already starting to dry.

				As Cameron reached out with his pinky finger and stroked her chin, Jessie's eyes opened.

				"Hey, baby. You're here." She coughed lightly.

				"I'm here, you're going to be—"

				"Shh, only moments now." She coughed. "I was never completely sure it was real, but it was. What I saw. Death brings clarity. It sweeps away all the doubts, you know?"

				"What—?"

				She laughed but the blood mixing in her lungs made it sound like she was gargling. "Mortality makes many things clear, my love." She swallowed. "One is I love you more than life. The other is, the book is real. I know it is. I saw it."

				Cameron braced himself against the plane's frame. The book? Too weird. The memory of his last conversation with his dad flashed into his mind. Dad had talked about a book he'd seen that he wanted Cameron to find. It was a nightmare version of déjà vu. It couldn't be the same book, could it?

				"Jessie, are you talking about a book with all days in it?"

				"No time." She coughed again. "You have the stone, yes?"

				"What stone?" He stared into her eyes, as if he could do it with enough intensity to climb inside her mind.

				"I gave you . . . before I left . . . this afternoon." She sucked in a stilted breath. "You must not lose it. It's the key."

				"Yes, I have the stone, but a key to what?"

				She closed her eyes and her head slipped back.

				"Jessie!"

				Her eyes fluttered open and she gasped for air.

				"Use it to find the book, okay?" She blinked and drew another breath.

				"What book? My dad's book?"

				"He saw it too? You never told me." She coughed out a barely audible laugh. "That's God. He loves you so much, Cameron."

				"I thought Dad was crazy."

				"Promise you'll find it." Her eyes closed. "It's okay."

				Tears fought their way onto his cheeks.

				"No. No tears, Aragorn." The most precious name she had for him.

				"You can't leave me, Jessie."

				"I have to. It's going to be all right, I promise." Her grip on his hand faded. "Someday you'll know that it's okay."

				Jessie drew one more breath and locked her eyes on his. "I love you, Cameron. Always and forever."

				He blinked back tears as he shook his head.

				Unbelievable.

				Jessie and his dad both saw this book, whatever it was, or at least they believed they saw something.

				Cameron stood and wiped his moist palms on his shorts as he paced back and forth on the top of the cliff near his tent. Was the book real?

				He had to find out.

				Now.

				And he needed help.

				But from whom?

				Someone who wouldn't think he was nuts when he told his dad's and Jessie's story. Someone he could trust. Someone who knew Jessie almost as well as he did.

				He sighed and slumped forward.

				No, he wouldn't call her.

				But he had no choice. He picked up his iPhone and scrolled through his contacts. If she was still in Portland, her number would be in there.

				"Hello?"

				"Hi, Ann, it's Cameron Vaux."

				"Yeah, I saw that on caller ID."

				"It's been a long time. How are you?"

				"Fine."

				Cold as ever. What was he doing? He could hang up right now and Ann wouldn't call back. He needed another option. If only there was one.

				"Cameron?"

				"Yeah, I'm here. Are you still doing investigative reporting?"

				"No, I'm hosting Adventure Northwest. For almost two years now."

				"That's right, I'd heard that." He rubbed his forehead. "Today's the anniversary of Jessie's—."

				"What do you need, Cameron?"

				"I thought maybe you would want to talk about—"

				"I'm sorry, I don't mean to be rude, but we haven't had a conversation in two years, and it seems a little strange that you want to talk about Jessie all of a sudden."

				Cameron massaged the back of his neck and walked to the edge of the cliff. No choice. He had to tell her. "I have to talk to you about something important."

				"Okay."

				"When my dad was forty-two, forty-three, his mind started slipping."

				"I remember Jessie mentioning something about that, but I never knew the details."

				Did he really want to get into this with Ann? Cameron glanced at the river below surging with the spring runoff. No choice.

				"Are you there, Cameron?"

				"I'm not sure I want to talk about this."

				"So why'd you call?"

				"I don't know." A red-tailed hawk soared above him screaming kee-eeee-ar as he tried to make a decision.

				"Do you want to call me back?"

				"I . . ."

				"Look, Cameron, I know we've clashed in the past, but if you want to talk I'm willing."

				He pressed his lips together and drew a deep breath. "I need to tell you the last thing my dad said to me."

				"Okay."

				"It was bizarre at the time, but now I'm not so sure." Cameron paused. This he needed to remember with as much accuracy as possible. "He said I would get the same disease he had. Not if, but when."

				"I'm sorry."

				"I went to my fifteen-year reunion a few weeks ago and didn't remember people."

				"I'm going to mine next year. I'm sure I'll forget people too. You hadn't seen some of them in fifteen years."

				"I didn't remember a girlfriend I had for a year, a guy I played in a band with for two years."

				"You had no memory of them the whole time?"

				"No, I mean, yeah I did . . . but it took a while each time for the memories to kick in. It's like it was locked up somewhere in my mind. I stared at this person, knowing I should remember them and just couldn't."

				"And now you're thinking you're going to go down your dad's path?"

				"Yeah, but there's more. At the same time he told me my mind would start going, he said I had to find a book with all the days in it. That he saw this book when he was a kid. That when I found it, everything would make sense; everything would be all right."

				Ann didn't respond.

				Great. He needed video conferencing on his phone. Was she surprised? Amused? "Are you there?"

				"You're saying he was coherent when he laid all this Twilight Zone stuff on you?"

				"He was clear, Ann. It was only for a few moments, but he was all there."

				"It's been eight years since you had that conversation with him. Is there any chance time has tainted your memory of it? Given what you've, uh, been going through lately?"

				Maybe. It was a fair question. But Cameron knew what his dad had said.

				"No, I remember." He kicked at a rock, then said, "Here's where it gets a little bizarre. Jessie said the same thing on the day she died. She said I had to find a book, and if I did, it would be okay." Cameron swallowed hard. "What if they were talking about the same book?"

				"Jessie was on the verge of dying; the mind can come up with fantastical things in those moments."

				"But they both came up with the same story." Cameron shuffled back to his tent and sat next to it. "Jessie also said her stone was one of the keys to finding the book."

				Again, Ann didn't answer.

				"Did Jessie ever talk to you about a book or her stone?"

				"What does all this have to do with me, Cameron?"

				"I have to find the book. For my dad, for Jessie, for myself."

				"But why are you calling me about it?"

				"I need someone who knew Jessie to help me. Who might know something more about her story."

				"I don't think I'm the person you're looking for."

				"You know you are. Who else can I trust?" He scratched at the dirt with his forefinger. "Who else do I know who has a background in investigative reporting?"

				The silence lasted more than thirty seconds.

				Ann sighed. "What do you want me to do?"

				[image: ]

				The next morning his cell phone shattered the silence. Who was calling this early? He fumbled through his pack to find his phone. Ann. Cameron unzipped his tent and glanced outside. Not a hint of dawn. He might be able to get back to sleep.

				He slid his Bluetooth over his ear. "Why are you calling me at this hour?"

				"I thought you wanted answers."

				"It's four forty-five, Ann."

				"My foster dad always said, 'Never any point in burning daylight.'"

				"It's not light," Cameron muttered.

				"Do you want to know what I've discovered or not?"

				He blinked and shook his head to wake up. "I want to know."

				"Your dad said he found this thing when he was a kid?"

				"Yes."

				"Did he ever talk with you about his childhood? His early childhood when he lived in Central Oregon, in a town called Three Peaks?"

				"No, I knew he grew up in Oregon . . . and I remembered him saying it was a strange time for him, but I didn't remember where. Where is Three Peaks?"

				"I just told you, Central Oregon."

				"Hey, I'm still waking up." Cameron crawled out of his tent and sat cross-legged.

				"How long did he live there?"

				"Till he was nine. What does this have to do with—?"

				"Remember what he said to you?"

				"About?" He scratched the back of his head.

				"Wake up, Cameron. You need to be on point for this. Your dad said he saw this book thing as a kid."

				"Yeah."

				"I got up early and dug through the Internet, grabbing everything I could find on Three Peaks, which wasn't a lot. But I did find one item worth mentioning."

				"What?" Cameron massaged his feet and slipped on his shoes.

				"Have you ever heard of Future Current?"

				"No, should I?"

				"Probably not. It's not that well known outside of New Age circles. But in that subculture it's pretty well known. Their whole focus is unlocking memories from the past as well as trying to look into the future. Know it, tap into it, control it, use it to shape future events. And their headquarters are in—"

				"Three Peaks, Oregon."

				"Yep. For them to choose to locate in a town of only seventeen-hundred people . . . seems like a pretty interesting coincidence. Why there, you know what I mean?"

				Cameron started breaking down his tent.

				"So what's next?" Ann asked.

				"When can you meet me in Three Peaks?"

				She sighed through the phone. "Sorry, Cameron. Why don't you check it out and call me if you need help once you get there."

				"Ann? Please?"

				"I'll think about it."

				"Ann, I really—"

				"I said I'll think about it."

				The line went dead.

				He didn't need her to think about it; he needed her to come. Cameron dug his fingers into his knotted shoulder and stared at the horizon, now a lighter gray streaked with hints of gold.

				I have to find the book, huh, Dad? That will bring my Jessie memories back and keep them intact for the rest of my days? Will it keep me from losing any more of my mind? He rubbed his brow as the cords in his neck tightened. I can't afford to lose my brain, Dad.

				Cameron finished breaking down his camp and glanced at his watch. He could be back to Seattle and packed for a trip to Three Peaks by early afternoon.

				As he stuffed his tent into his pack, Jessie's stone around his neck fell out of his shirt. He dropped his pack and held the stone, staring at the markings on its surface.

				This was the key?

				All right, Jessie, if the wild goose is running, I'm ready to go on a chase.

				All he needed to do on Monday morning was convince Brandon he could handle an extra fifty hours for the next couple of weeks.

				Piece of cake.

				Yeah, right.
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				CHAPTER 4

				Cameron sat in his office on Monday morning, chewing espresso beans and getting more irritated by the second. Brandon and he played tug-of-war over his going to Three Peaks, and Cameron was getting tired of the rope burns.

				"You can't go now, bud, we've got five jobs on the front burner. They're jumping off the stove, they're so hot. I'm supposed to shoot, edit, write, and do the voice work all by myself? Oh, that's right, I forgot, I don't do voice work. And I can't animate like you can. But other than that, sure, count me in for a 120-hour week. Sign me up, lock and load, make it happin' captain." Brandon did a bad version of The Twist.

				"Stop."

				"Huh, what? Say again. One more time?"

				"Stop talking. Now. You're not funny and your dancing makes you look like you've got the dry heaves."

				"That's your big comeback for why you have to go?"

				"I have to do this, Brandon."

				"Listen, sarcasm aside, I get it. Great. Go. That's why we started this biz. Have the freedom to get out of here and go without checking with some corporate suit. But hello, uh, not when we're in the heart of the game. Two months, then you're outta here for three weeks. Four. Six. Whatever."

				"I need to go now."

				"Okay, okay, I'm with you. Just give me a good reason why, and I'm on the team."

				"I think I'm . . ." Cameron stopped himself. Right. As if he could tell Brandon he was losing his mind. And his dad's whacko last words and a recent recollection of Jessie's accident were about to send him on an insane goose chase to find some book that would restore his memories, cure his mind, and maybe answer ninety-nine of the other one-hundred questions of life.

				"I can't tell you."

				Brandon slouched back in his chair and locked his fingers behind his head. "Oh, great. Let me guess. It's some weird trek, like the time you were convinced Bigfoot had visited your campsite up near Tumwater Canyon and you needed to hang out up in the pine trees for three days trying to get his picture."

				"I was seventeen when I did that. I was a little more impressionable in those days."

				"So you don't believe in Bigfoot anymore?"

				"No, I've shifted my focus to something fully based in reality—the Loch Ness Monster."

				Brandon laughed and slumped back in his chair. "It's hard to stay ticked off at you, even when you're being an idiot."

				Cameron smiled. "Thanks, I think."

				"So why can't you tell me what's going on?"

				"Three Peaks is where my dad grew up till he was nine. Something he said to me might be a clue as to why he died so young. I need to check it out."

				"You're killing me, Cam."

				"I have to go now."

				"You already said that." Brandon sighed and pulled up a calendar on his computer. "How long?"

				"A week, maybe two."

				"This be July 19." Brandon pointed to the date on his computer monitor and then moved his finger down two weeks. "This be August 2. You gotta be back at de veddy, veddy latest by that date, cool?"

				"It'll probably be sooner than that. I just want to see if there's anything of my dad's history there that will explain how Jessie and he ended up talking about the same . . ."

				"How Jessie and he ended up talking about the same what?"

				Cameron dug the nail of his forefinger into his thumb. He needed to be careful. He wasn't ready to tell Brandon what was going on. He had hardly come to terms with it himself. "I need some space on this one. Okay?"

				"You got it. No worries."

				No worries? Right. They were the only thing filling his mind.
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				An hour later Cameron checked to make sure his mountain bike was securely mounted on top of his MINI Cooper, then slipped behind the wheel. He tossed his briefcase into the passenger seat on top of a couple of books on Central Oregon history and buckled up.

				The backseat was stuffed with his laptop, video camera, clothes, and climbing gear: ropes, carabineers, tapered wedges, SLCDs, harnesses, shoes, and chalk. Always lots of chalk, so he wouldn't slip. Climbing safe meant climbing in control. No emotion, only execution.

				Even the adrenaline rush that coursed through him when he climbed wasn't emotion. It was a drug, an endorphin high that buried his pain. A way to keep the loss of Jessie at bay for at least a few hours. And a way to be close to her at the same time.

				His mind shifted to Ann. She had finally relented and agreed to meet him, saying she'd been meaning to come to Three Peaks anyway on a personal matter. She would arrive in Three Peaks in a couple days but could only stay for a week at the most. Fine with him. All he needed was a little help.

				He fired up his car and headed south on I-5 toward Oregon. Wispy clouds moved across the sky, covering and uncovering a brilliant sun framed by a sapphire sky. That old sixties song nailed it: the bluest skies were in Seattle. He glanced at his dashboard temperature gauge. Seventy-seven degrees. A perfect summer day.

				He'd read that depressed people killed themselves more often on sunny days. They were supposed to feel better when the sun was out. When they didn't, any remaining hope died, and so did they.

				He'd traveled that road hundreds of times in his imagination. When Jessie died, the idea shoved its way into his mind at least a few times a day.

				The blackness had tried to draw him in. It invited him to a place with no pain, no emotions, no longings—nothing but sweet relief from despair, so thick every day felt like he was slogging through waist-high tar.

				The past year had been better. His mind said ending his life wasn't the answer, even if his heart continued to argue back.

				These days whenever the dark thoughts surfaced, he shoved them underwater till they drowned.

				He shouldn't worry about it. If he ever got serious about the idea again, Jessie would probably swoop down from heaven or wherever she was, stop him and say, "How can you think about destroying your life? You have a destiny. One that no other life can fill. Live free, Aragorn."

				A king that loses his mind. Yeah, what a great tale that would be.

				"Where are you, Jessie? Are you and Dad together? My heart is so barren without the two of you."

				[image: ]

				Cameron pulled into Three Peaks late that afternoon looking for Dream It, Do It Hardware, the place he'd get his first shot at finding answers.

				A hair salon anchored the corner of the first building. Midway down the street was Bronco & Buster's Grill & Saloon and a sporting goods store with rubber canoes out front and a basket of clearance items spread out on the sidewalk.

				On the other side was Palino's Pizza, the town hall, and Java Jump Start. At least he'd be able to get a decent caffeine jolt each morning.

				At the end of the next block was the Ponderosa Lodge Best Western. He glanced at the name of the hotel on his itinerary. Yep. The Ponderosa would be home for the next two weeks.

				Across the street stood the hardware store. He pulled into the parking lot on the side of the building and sat in his car, fingers tapping lightly on the steering wheel. One minute. Two. Probably the place where his journey would end before it started.

				Jessie loved her dreams and visions. About God, about life, about all things spiritual.

				Maybe the book was just another one of her fantasies.

				Maybe his dad's words were the final ramblings of a mind shutting down forever.

				Only one way to discover the truth. Start asking questions.

				Lots of questions.

				As he stepped through the door of Dream It, Do It Hardware, chimes announced his arrival. He scanned the store. No customers. To his right a small fan pushed a faint smell of sawdust and grease into his nostrils.

				"How can I be of help to you today?" said a man with thinning, dirty-blond hair. He sat behind a low counter on a tall maple stool and pecked at a computer keyboard with his forefingers. He wore a rumpled blue polo shirt with a Benjamin Moore logo and khaki shorts. Cameron guessed the man was in his late fifties, early sixties.

				He eased toward the man. "I'm looking for Mayor Kirk Gillum."

				"Mind if I tell him who it 'tiz that's searching for him?" The man stepped out from behind the counter, his eyes narrow.

				"My name's Cameron Vaux, I'm—"

				"Right, we met on the phone. I'm Kirk." He folded his arms across his chest. "You don't look like you sound on the phone, Mr. Vaux. You've got one of those deep radio voices, so I thought you'd be six foot ten or something. Of course, I probably don't look like I sound either. People rarely do." He unfolded his arms and gave Cameron a weak handshake. "I suppose I should offer you a drink."

				Kirk moved back around the counter and opened a small refrigerator. "I've got Diet Mountain Dew; that's about it."

				"Mountain Dew is fine."

				He tossed a can to Cameron who snagged it with one hand.

				Kirk stepped back to the counter and leaned forward on his elbows. "You mentioned you're a videographer, right? Will you be doing any filming while you're down here?"

				"Probably not."

				"Too bad. It would be a real treat to have someone make a documentary about our town," Kirk said.

				"Treat?"

				"The wonderful things about a small town outweigh the downsides, without question, but one of those downsides is wheelbarrows full of monotony. Three Peaks is great for tourists, but sometimes we locals like a little shot of excitement. Having a film crew here would be kinda fun."

				Cameron took a swig of Mountain Dew. "Sorry to disappoint you, but maybe someday."

				"No problem. So you want some history on Three Peaks, huh?"

				Kirk didn't wait for Cameron to answer. "Like I said when you called from Seattle, I'm not much of a historian, but a few folks around here can tell you everything, from the highest and lowest temperatures for the past fifty years to who won the Doggie Dash ten summers back. I've already told them you'd be coming."

				Kirk yanked a folded piece of paper from his back pocket and handed it to Cameron. On it were three names with addresses and phone numbers.

				"They're looking forward to meeting you. First is Arnold Peasley. He's a little off center—most folks around here would say he's certifiably peculiar—but he knows his history like I know nuts and bolts.

				"Next is Laura Moon. She was the mayor here before me and owns the crystals store in town. She runs the local theater and writes her own plays sometimes. Her plays are about as exciting as bird-watching, but we like her too much to complain."

				"I know some people who really enjoy birding."

				"Sorry to hear that." Kirk almost smiled. "Just kidding."

				He tapped the next name on the list. "Then we've got Susan Hillman, the best of the bunch. She works at the library, so she can point you to the history books. She's a rock, solid as they come, and is one of the keenest observers of people you'll ever meet. A little whacked out when it comes to her spiritual beliefs, but we overlook that as best we can."

				"Thanks, I appreciate all the help."

				"No problem, young Cameron." Kirk attempted another smile. "Anything else you want to know before we say good-bye?"

				Should he tell this guy the real reason he was here? Kirk Gillum wasn't exactly heating up the hardware store with his warmth. But what could it hurt?

				"I want to talk about my dad."

				"Your dad?"

				"He lived here till he was nine."

				Kirk rubbed his chin. "Interesting. It is indeed a small world. Is this the first time you've visited Three Peaks?"

				Cameron nodded. "First time."

				"And you wanted to see where he spent his early years? Is that what this history thing is about?"

				"That and hopefully a little bit more."

				"More?" Kirk leaned back and folded his arms again.

				"My dad died eight years ago, but before he did, he said something strange. His mind was gone at the time so I didn't pay much attention then. But some recent . . . circumstances have made me think again about what he said and take it a little more seriously."

				"And what did he say?" Kirk titled his head.

				"That I needed to find the day's book. I have to find out if it exists."

				"The day's book? Hmm . . . ?" Kirk squeezed the tip of his tongue between his lips and looked like he'd taken a bite of lemon pie without any sugar.

				"Does that mean anything to you?"

				The mayor stared at him with a condescending smile. "Don't take this the wrong way, Cameron, but why in the world would you want to go searching for something like that? Trust me, leave it alone."

				"So it does mean something to you."

				"Of course it means something to me, or I wouldn't have suggested you drop it." Kirk stood and strolled toward the front door of the store. "But since I'm one of the friendliest people you'll meet in this town, young Cameron, I'll say it again. You might consider just leaving it alone."

				Cameron planted his hands on his hips. "Mind telling me why?"

				"You are a free citizen and can do whatever you want within the confines of the law." Kirk pushed open the front door. "But I do hate to see anyone in my town, especially a fine new friend, waste his time chasing down some fairy tale that is none of his business when he could be out doing so many other interesting things." He motioned through the door toward Cameron's car. "Thanks for coming by."

				Cameron took the not-so-subtle hint and walked out. He climbed into his car and fell back in his seat.

				Until that moment, he hadn't given his dad's and Jessie's words more than a fifty-fifty chance of having any validity. No longer.

				A fairy tale? Not to Kirk it wasn't. So what was this book?

				Cameron pulled Gillum's list out of his pocket. Time to meet quirky Arnold Peasley.
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