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Prologue 

June 7, 1974 

She had never felt so grown up as she did holding the glass of golden liquid that 

fizzed and tickled her nose when she tasted it.  She knew it would be like this when he had 

asked her to join him after school.  He saw her as a young woman, not a child.  He talked to 

her like a woman, about things that mattered -- art, music, politics, where the world was 

heading.   

Dad would not be happy that she was drinking alcohol, but then again, how would he 

find out? She could never tell her parents about him, how he made her feel.  They wouldn’t 

understand. 

“Mary, don’t be in such a hurry to grow up.  You’ll be an adult soon enough.”  

Her mother’s voice rang in her ears.  Come to think of it, every sound in the room 

seemed to be ringing in her ears.  The buzz  came from within and the room, with its plush 

furniture and dark-colored walls, began to spin.  She felt herself falling, fading, and then she 

was gone. 



Chapter One 

Saturday, September 23, 2006 

The name Mary Jo Quinn was written neatly in faded blue marker on the front of the 

scrapbook, its gray edges frayed with age and wear, as though it had been handled often.   

Such a memento was a strange thing to find in a used bookstore, especially when one 

considered its contents.   I’d discovered the handmade tome buried on the bottom shelf on 

the back wall of a little musty-smelling shop in the tiny resort town of Copper Harbor.  This 

picturesque community is the gateway to Isle Royale National Park, an island in the western 

quarter of Lake Superior that beckoned to hikers, kayakers and canoers. Copper Harbor is 

the northern-most bastion of civilization in Michigan on a crooked finger of land called the 

Keweenaw Peninsula.  Its remote, pristine shoreline provided an excellent respite from a 

hellacious year for my best friend from high school and me on a late September weekend. 

 Michaela O’Bryan (or Mick, as everyone except her mother called her) and I had 

spent the morning touring the old army outpost at Fort Wilkins State Park and snapping 

photos of the Copper Harbor Lighthouse, accessible only by boat, and were now hitting the 

gift and specialty shops that lined the streets.  The bookstore had been my idea, tucked 

away at the end of a dead-end street and filled with antiques and musty, ancient volumes on 

every topic imaginable, most missing their dust jackets but still treasures to the person who 

loved to read.   

I opened my odd discovery, which crackled dangerously in my fingers, as though it 

would disintegrate at any moment if the handler were not careful with its contents.   I was 

confronted by a pair of golden brown eyes peering at me from the faded color photo of a 

pretty young girl on the verge of womanhood.  Her blonde hair fell in wheat-colored waves to 

her waist.  Her smile was tentative, shy, perhaps self-conscious about the braces on her 



teeth.  Underneath the photo, probably taken at school from the look of the plain gray 

background, her birth and death dates -- 1960-1974 -- were written in that same blue 

marker.  So young, yet those eyes were so full of life, soulful eyes that seemed to watch me. 

“Find anything interesting?” 

I jumped and gasped. 

“Michaela, jeez, don’t sneak up on me like that,” I said, and tapped her sandaled 

foot, planted next to me on the floor. 

“Jumpy, aren’t we? I’m not the boogeyman.  What are you looking at anyway?” 

“It’s some sort of scrapbook about a dead girl.” 

“Eww! Robin, that’s gross.  Why would anyone make such a horrifying thing?” 

“That’s exactly what makes it so interesting, doesn’t it?” I said and stood up, or at 

least tried, but stumbled forward, nearly dropping my discovery in the process. 

“Careful, you don’t want to end up in another cast,” Michaela said and reached for 

my arm. 

“I’m fine, but this damn ankle just isn’t cooperating.” I flexed my left foot and cringed.  

My ankle had broken when its panicked owner jumped from the second story window of a 

burning building two and a half months before.  The cast had come off on Wednesday; it was 

now Saturday -- too soon to be putting much stress on it, but I was tired of being treated like 

an invalid. 

I limped to the counter and put down the scrapbook along with a few hardcover Lord 

Peter Wimsey mysteries by Dorothy L.  Sayers, from the 1920s. 

“You’re not actually buying that thing, are you?” Michaela whispered as she dumped 

a bunch of Jackie Collins paperbacks next to my pile. 

“Why not? I’m curious.  There must be a good reason someone went through the 



trouble of making this and then got rid of it,” I said, then looked around the otherwise empty 

store.  “What happened to the clerk?” 

“I’m here,” called a voice from the back room. 

A petite woman in her mid-fifties with long curly graying hair tied back with a light 

blue satin ribbon trotted to the counter. 

“I see you found some things,” she said with a bright smile and a quick look at our 

selections.  Then the smile slowly faded.  “Oh, the scrapbook.  I’d forgotten all about that.” 

“What’s the story behind it? I didn’t really look through it, but it piqued my interest,” I 

said, lightly tracing the name on the cover. 

Michaela was eyeing a ghastly abstract painting of what I guessed to be Lake 

Superior during a summer storm.  She glanced at the proprietress with curiosity, and then 

shifted her gaze back to the painting hanging behind the counter. 

“Well, I remember it was in a box of books and papers I picked up at an estate sale in 

Houghton this spring.  Now, what was her name?” The woman squeezed her eyes shut and 

pinched her lower lip.  “Oh yeah, I remember.  Astrid Heikkinen.  She was 86 when she fell 

down the stairs with a basket of laundry.  Beautiful old house, too.  She was a retired school 

teacher, never married.” 

“Was the girl one of her students?” I asked, tracing the name on the cover again with 

my finger. 

“Could be.  That’s filled with news clippings about the girl’s disappearance.  I didn’t 

read them all, but she apparently vanished while walking home on the last day of school.  

They never found her body either, poor thing,” she said and shivered, as if imagining what 

horrible fate could befall a pretty young girl who didn’t come right home from school.  “I 

wasn’t going to sell it, but then I figured someone would come along who would be 



interested.  You’d be amazed at some of things people buy.  That‘ll be nine dollars and fifty-

four cents please.” 

I fished a ten-dollar bill from my pocket, not sure why I even wanted the tattered old 

thing.  Maybe it was something in the girl’s eyes, some unfinished business, but I felt she 

had a story to tell me.  Michaela stared at me pointedly, then at the books and shook her 

head.  Turning to the woman behind the counter, she pointed up at the painting and asked if 

it was for sale. 

“Of course, everything in here is for sale, even me if the right offer comes along.” She 

erupted in deep throaty laughter, and then added soberly, “Hundred bucks and it’s yours.” 

“Sold.” 

When we stepped into the bright morning sunshine, me carrying two plastic bags of 

books and Michaela balancing the hideous canvas, I said, “I don’t even know if that god-

awful thing’s going to fit in the back seat.  What is it anyway?” 

I opened the passenger side door of my aging white Jeep Wrangler and frowned. 

“Robin, you obviously don’t know anything about art, or books for that matter,” she 

said in exasperation and huffed a little as she shifted the weight of the painting from her hip 

and slipped it behind the front bucket seats so it leaned back, painted side up.  The frame 

was chipped and too ornate for the unusual style expressed. 

“I know the difference between a Claude Monet and a Norman Rockwell, and I know 

that thing is ugly.  What was that crack about the books? Dorothy L.  Sayers was one of the 

pre-eminent mystery writers of her day.” 

“Exactly.  You don’t realize that you practically stole those books.  I can tell from the 

bindings they’re early editions, probably worth a lot more than the three bucks apiece you 

paid.” 



I started to tell her that just proved what a good shopper I was when a Ford Explorer 

pulled into the parking space next to me and deposited a family of five, all talking at once. 

“This place is soooo boring.  There are no cute guys, no malls, nothing,” whined a tall, 

lanky blonde with a pouty face covered with too much make-up for someone barely out of 

middle school. 

“Shut up, why don’t ya? Dad, can we take the boat to Isle Royale? I want see a 

moose,” said a pre-teen boy wearing a Detroit Red Wings t-shirt. 

Their harried-looking father said, “We don’t have time,” and herded the pair into the 

store behind their mother and little sister. 

Rolling my eyes at Michaela, I got in the Jeep and started it.  “I missed out on all 

that,” I said as I buckled my seat belt. 

“What, bratty little brothers? Please, I had two of them.  You don’t know how lucky 

you are to be an only child,” she said, then cringed.  “Oh God, I forgot about Evan.  I’m so 

sorry.” 

“Don’t worry about it.  I barely remember him.  It’s almost like being an only child.  I 

was only three when he died.  Now, what’s the deal with this monstrosity?” I jerked my 

thumb at the painting. 

“That’s by a guy named Karl Maki.  His paintings caught the eye of a gallery owner in 

New York about four or five years ago and may be worth something someday.  His work is 

very moving, full of emotion.” She swept a strand of ketchup-colored hair from her pale 

forehead and turned up her nose. 

“Uh-huh, whatever,” I said with a snort and drove us back to the log cabin situated 

about halfway between the summer tourist havens of Eagle Harbor and Copper Harbor on a 

rocky Lake Superior shoreline.  As we headed west on the state highway, I hummed along as 



Stevie Nicks belted out a live version of “Edge of Seventeen” and Michaela watched the lake 

bathe the giant boulders of basalt lava rock along the shore. 

The cabin had been Michaela’s idea.  We hadn’t seen much of each other since 

she’d gotten promoted to an acquisitions editor position at Random House two years ago.  

The New York publishing scene suited her well, but it was hard on our friendship.  She had 

been in England working with a particularly recalcitrant author the week I buried my fiancé 

during an elaborate police funeral complete with a multitude of solemn-faced uniformed 

cops and a flag-draped coffin carried on the shoulders of six fellow officers near Chicago in 

April.  Michaela had tried to draw me out over a series of phone calls, but I wasn’t 

comfortable talking about the intimate details of my tragedies when all I had to look at and 

hold was a cold plastic receiver. For me, conversation was as much about seeing a person‘s 

expression as listening to his or her words. She finally gave up and suggested that when my 

cast came off we should spend a weekend catching up on each other’s lives.  Since we 

sought peace and quiet, it made sense for her to come back to Michigan’s remote but 

breathtakingly beautiful Upper Peninsula than for me to board a plane to New York.  With my 

basset hound, Belle, still in the care of my much put-upon father, I had picked Michaela up 

at the Delta County Airport in our hometown of Escanaba and driven three hours north to the 

Keweenaw Peninsula the previous afternoon. 

“You’ve been pretty quiet so far this weekend.  Usually you’re the one regaling me 

with tales of life among the privileged set in New York.  What’s up?” I asked as I turned onto 

the hard-packed gravel parking lot in front of the cozy log cabin. 

“I’d forgotten how beautiful it was up here in the fall.  I never really appreciated the 

U.P.  when I lived here.” She opened the door and slowly slid from her seat, chewing her 

bottom lip.  She took a deep breath, exhaled and turned toward the water, which was 



crashing in massive milky waves on the rocks.  After adjusting her retro-style horn-rimmed 

eyeglasses on her straight little nose (courtesy of a highly-skilled plastic surgeon), she faced 

me. 

“I have something to tell you.  I haven’t told anyone about this yet.  I don’t know how 

everyone will react.” 

I studied her slumping shoulders and wide blue eyes. 

“Mick, whatever it is, you know I’ll be okay with it,” I said and meant it, although my 

mind was playing over the possibilities -- gay, pregnant, both.  She was known for dropping 

bombshells, like the time between her freshman and sophomore years in college when she 

announced she was going to become a nun, even went to a convent in Wisconsin, but lasted 

a whole six days before calling me in tears at two o’clock in the morning, begging me to 

come get her, which I had done. 

“I got married three weeks ago.” 

“You mean when you were in Mexico? I thought it was a business trip and that you 

went alone.” 

“I did.  I met Miguel on the plane trip down there.  He teaches Latin American Culture 

at NYU.  He’s wonderful, Robin.”  

“I see.” I massaged the steering wheel.  “Um, what’s so wonderful about him that 

made you get married in the space of a week and not tell a soul?” 

“It just happened so fast.  We started talking before the plane was off the ground in 

New York.  Miguel is the smartest, most cultured man I‘ve ever met, and he‘s so romantic.” 

“Of course he’s romantic.  All men are romantic the first few months of a relationship.  

What do you really know about him?” 

“I know he’s the one I will spend the rest of my life with, and that’s enough.” 



I knew from the firm set of her jaw that she wouldn‘t hear any protests.  Besides, it 

was too late now.  I got out of the Jeep and began unloading our recent purchases. 

“So when do I get to meet this guy? Are there going to be little Michaelas and Miguels 

running around this time next year? Or are you going to do the honorable thing and name 

your firstborn after me? Robin can be a boy or girl‘s name, you know.”  

She laughed and came around the side of the Jeep.  Tears were streaming down her 

face as she wrapped her arms around my thin shoulders. 

“Stop it; you’re getting my shirt wet.  Look, are you going to take this thing or are you 

going to make me lug it inside?” 

“You’re the best, you know that?” she said and hauled her ugly painting into the 

cabin.   

-- -- -- 

Around noon we packed a lunch and drove up a winding road to Brockway Mountain, 

one of the highest points on the peninsula, with spectacular views of Lake Superior and the 

northern tip of the Keweenaw Peninsula.  Below us was a carpet of brilliant orange, gold and 

red leaves from birch, aspen and maple with shades of evergreen mixed in for contrast.  The 

sky was a crisp blue only seen in regions far from factories and heavy traffic.  We could see 

the southeastern shore of Isle Royale National Park about 50 miles to the northwest.  Much 

closer were the peaks of Mount Lookout, Mount Houghton, Mount Bohemia and Mount 

Horace Greeley, steep protrusions from the rocky earth mined by Native Americans a 

thousand years before and then by settlers from the Northeastern United States and Europe 

in the nineteenth century. 

We spread our picnic out on one of several stone slabs that served as a boundary 

along the south side of the road overlooking the peninsula.  The sun was high in the late 



September sky, but a brisk wind off the lake required visitors to the mountain to don 

lightweight jackets to ward off the chill.  After finishing the sandwiches and fruit we’d 

packed, Michaela trotted off to the gift shop that occupied the center of the mountain top 

while I pulled the scrapbook from my pack.  I read through each newspaper article, starting 

with Mary Jo Quinn’s disappearance and ending with an update of sorts on the twentieth 

anniversary.  Either nothing else had been written since June 6, 1994, or the scrapbook’s 

creator had stopped collecting articles.  Each of the roughly twenty stories was neatly affixed 

to its own page with the newspaper’s flag and date of publication pasted at the top.  Most of 

the articles were from the Daily Mining Gazette in Houghton, but a few were from the Detroit 

Free Press.  Every once in a while, the big Detroit daily would pick up a story in the Upper 

Peninsula. 

Car doors slammed and people milled around the mountain top “oohing” and 

“ahhing” at the view, snapping photos and sharing tidbits of information they’d picked up 

about the area.  I was oblivious to their conversations, though, engrossed as I was in the 

story of an ordinary fourteen-year-old girl, probably excited at the prospect of going to high 

school the next fall, but who never made it home from school on a late spring day thirty-two 

years ago.  According to the police, not a single person recalled seeing Mary Jo Quinn after 

she left school that day.  Although well-liked, she often walked alone to the house she 

shared with her parents, a preschool-age brother and her grandmother. 

Hundreds of residents and students from nearby Michigan Technological University 

had fanned out across the neighborhood, the town and the surrounding woods for days 

afterward but to no avail.  “Gone without a trace” was the headline on the twentieth 

anniversary article, which provided an in-depth look at the investigation including an 

interview with her parents, Joe and Mary Quinn.  They had been shattered by their only 



daughter’s disappearance.  Both coming from large families, their hope had been to have a 

houseful of children, but Mary had miscarried many times between Mary and Joe Junior’s 

births.  At the time the article ran, the son was in medical school, following in his father’s 

footsteps. 

The police speculated the girl may have simply run away from home, although no one 

would admit she had a reason to do so.  “People don’t just disappear into thin air, not 

around here.  This isn’t Chicago or Detroit,” the chief of police was quoted as saying in an 

article written a year after she vanished.  Typical small town attitude, I thought, nothing bad 

can happen here.  I snorted and shook my head. 

“You sound like a bull getting ready to charge.”  

I looked up to find Mick holding a couple of plastic bags of merchandise. 

“More stuff? You’re not going to be able to fit all that in your suitcase,” I said, 

snapping the scrapbook shut and stuffing it back in the pack. 

“I wanted to pick up a few things for Miguel.  Besides, they have some lovely copper 

earrings in there.” She surveyed the landscape and inhaled deeply.  “God, what a beautiful 

place.  I can’t believe there aren’t more people up here all the time.  This is amazing.  Look 

at all the color, especially the  deep blue of the water.  I could stay up here forever.” 

I must have been giving her a strange look because she added, “Oh, don’t get me 

wrong.  I love New York and can’t imagine ever moving back to the U.P., not with my career 

and Miguel’s.  But it is a great place to raise a family.  It’s so peaceful.” 

“Yeah, I know what you mean.  Too bad I don’t feel any peace,” I mumbled and 

picked up the pack.  “Ready?” 

“Yeah.  Are you okay?” 

“Fine.  Let’s get going.  We’ve still got a lot of sightseeing to do.” 



On the way back down the mountain, we stopped at a plateau that overlooked 

Copper Harbor and nearby Lake Fanny Hooe and Fort Wilkins State Park.  A small group of 

Girl Scouts from the Fort’s campground enjoyed the view while listening to a lecture from the 

troop leader.  They looked to be about middle school age and I wondered if Mary Jo Quinn 

had ever gone camping. 



  

 


