
 

Water Summons 
 

 

I was busy feather-dusting the shelves at the tiny Sutton County Historical Society 

Museum when Father Del Mar, the youngest priest at the local parish rectory, arrived seeking an 

audience with my boss, Ignace Page. He seemed to be a bit on the nervous, haunted looking-side 

that spring morning, but I thought perhaps he had simply had too much coffee at breakfast. 

 

 “You know I have an interest in old recordings? Well, I do,”  the young priest said, after 

exchanging pleasantries with Ignace. “I have a large collection that I’ve picked up here and 

there, at garage sales, auctions and flea markets and the like. Many go back to the Twenties. The 

more obscure, the better. Most can be had for pennies on the dollar.”  

 

 “Well, that’s mighty interesting, Padre, but what has that got to do with the history of 

Sutton County?” asked Ignace.  

 

 “Well, nothing really,” he said, somewhat apologetically. “But you sort of have a 

reputation around town of knowing about a lot of old things and well—a lot of odd things, as 

well. And this thing is certainly odd.” 

 

 “What is it?” 

  

 Father Del Mar reached into a battered briefcase and presented an old, tobacco-yellow 

record sleeve. He took the record out of the sleeve and placed it on the long counter that stood in 

the back of the museum, for the perusal of Ignace Page. 

 

  The disc inside was one of the thick, slow kinds from the early days of sound recording. 

Ignace picked it up, the edges against his palms, and examined it closely.  

 



 There was a scarlet label on the disc, written all over in old-fashioned gold lettering. The 

gold lettering read Water Summons, with smaller text delineating the usual information of 

producers, copyright, and date.  

 

 “1923?” said Ignace. “Whewwwwww—it’s fifty years old. Amazin’ quality that, for a 

thing so old.  Have you listened to it? 

 

 Father Del Mar swallowed hard. “Why—yes—yes I have.  And to my great regret, I’m 

beginning to think.” 

 

 “Is that so?” Ignace was becoming curious. I had only been working for him as a museum 

volunteer for a few months, but I had seen that bloodhound look in his eyes before.  

 

 “It’s nothing but a lot of high-pitched whistling,” said the young priest. “And the sound is 

just—just—I don’t know how to describe it. It’s sort of—eerie—almost demonic.”  

 

 “Hmmph.”  

 

 “It says ‘Naiad Company’ on the label,” Father Del Mar pointed out helpfully. “I’ve got a 

number of catalogs of old recordings. I couldn’t find any mention of this record in any of them, 

and no mention of a record company called Naiad either. But then, it’s been fifty years. And 

notice that there’s no attribution to whoever performed the whistling. Just the title, and the 

company label.”  

 

 “Where’d you get this thing Padre?” 

 

 “I bought it at a parking lot sale up in the Sierra foothills. A small town called Smoke 

Hill. There was a whole box of old records, ten-inch ones from the Twenties, World War II 

records from Benny Goodman, just lots of random things. Most of them, I was able to trace 

through my catalogs. But—not—this one.”  

 



 “I can see that it’s something that would bother you, not being able to find anything out 

about it, but is that really enough to trouble you? You appear to be somewhat of a wreck—no 

offense, Padre.”  

 

 The young priest laughed harshly. “A wreck, you say? Yes, I suppose that’s a good 

description. I thought I was hiding it rather well, but now—I guess not.”  

 

 “Maybe you better tell me from the top, Padre?” Ignace went into the back room and took 

out three chairs. “You sit down here and start talking. Sandy, come and sit down too. I hope you 

don’t mind if Sandy hears the story, too? She’s no ordinary thirteen-year-old girl.”  

 

 Father Del Mar eyed me rather dubiously. “Say, Aren’t you the girl who was asked to 

leave the parish school—? Because of that boy who drowned?” 

 

 “She’s my right hand here at the museum,” Ignace interrupted, firmly. With a voice and a 

demeanor that said, “There will be none of that here now.” I felt a great relief wash over me and 

an equally great feeling of gratitude to my boss.  

 

 “Oh, of course,” the priest added hastily. “It really doesn’t have anything to do with the 

matter at hand anyways.” 

 

 Ignace locked the front door and turned the sign in the front window around to read 

“Closed.”  Then he took up a chair beside Father Del Marl.  

 

 “Out with it, Padre. We don’t got all day here, you know.”  

 

# # # 

  

 Well, (the young priest began his tale) everything started when I borrowed the rectory’s 

station wagon a couple of months ago and decided to drive up into the foothills for a weekend. 

 



 It was a good time to get away, as the rate of marriages and baptisms in the parish 

usually slow to a crawl in late January. There is normally a considerable amount of snow up in 

the foothills then, but at the time I made my trip, the roads were passable. 

 

 I had picked Smoke Hill because of its rather raffish background from the Gold Rush 

days, with its cattle rustlers, bank robbers and outlaws of various sorts. There really is only one 

main street in the town, which looks like something out of Gunsmoke. There are Potemkin-like 

wooden storefronts and a two-storied sidewalk; a fine cigar store Indian guarding the liquor 

store; old painted wooden signs everywhere, touting silk bonnets, saltwater taffy, and snake oil 

potions.  

 

I decided to stop for some coffee at the old Placer Hotel, to warm myself up. After 

finishing my coffee, I sauntered next door, where there was a parking lot sale, in front of the Pot 

‘O Gold Supermarket. That was really its name—the Pot ‘O Gold. You wouldn’t find a Safeway, 

a Lucky’s or even a Raley’s up there, as it’s too small.  

 

 It seemed to me that it was an odd time of year for a parking lot sale. There was fresh 

snow on the ground, and the air was frosty. But it occurred to me that these mountain people are 

descended from pioneers, really tough folks who didn’t seem to mind being out all day in the 

chill.  

 

 I spied an old woman, so creased and wrinkly she looked like a dried apple-headed doll; 

she might have been part-Maidu or Miwok as well. And she was selling a lot of old junk, old 

clothes, knick-knacks, and other things, from a folding table in the parking lot.  

 

I took a cursory look at all her junk and struck up a conversation with the old dear. “Do 

you have any old recordings, by chance?” I asked.  

 

“I have a box of old records I could let you have for five dollars, for the lot.  A bargain,” 

she said.  

 



 She said they’d come from some old man who had lived in a cabin out in the woods by 

himself and played them on an old  hand-cranked Victrola because he didn’t have electricity.  

 

 “He died last spring,” the apple-headed-doll lady said. “And left what little he had to 

various people around town, including me. I’ve got no ear for music—I have a hard time just 

hearing people talk, regular-like.”  

 

 “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “What did he die of?” 

 

 She gave me an odd look. “Well, I don’t rightly know. He took crazy one afternoon and 

threw himself in the river.” She crossed herself, like old people often do when they mention the 

ancient sin of suicide.  

 

I felt a little guilty about profiting from the old man’s tragic death, but the old woman 

seemed very grateful for my five dollars.  

 

“There’s not much work up here now that they’ve started to close the mines and the 

logging camps,” she said.  

 

 I put the box in the back of the station wagon and drove home the next day. I really didn’t 

think much more of the old man who drowned himself in the river, until I had listened to all the 

records in the box except for this one, which I played about a week ago.  

 

 I got the oddest feeling when I went to bed that evening. I was very disturbed by the eerie 

whistling, and the title, Water Summons—I wondered, what was being summoned? Whatever it 

was, I definitely dreaded to find out.  

 

 Then I had the most peculiar, unpleasant dream, in which I was thrashing about with 

something cold, wet and dank in my bed. The thing emitted an awful, fetid, rotting smell. And I 

woke up after a while, turned on the light, and looked around my room. Lo and behold, there 



were a few drops of slimy water on the floor. I knelt down and touched it, and it was slimy to the 

touch, and smelled horrible, like something rotting in rancid, still water.  

 

 I decided that perhaps our housekeeper, Mrs. DaSilva, had used my bathroom sink for 

some reason or other after supper, and had inadvertently spilled water on the floor in my 

bedroom without my noticing it. But even then, I knew that my “solution” was ridiculous; the 

water would have dried before I came to bed, and anyway, it wasn’t anything like simple tap 

water. It smelled rather like the big fish aquarium in Monsignor McSweeney’s office, down the 

hall from my bedroom, when the water hasn’t been changed in a while.   

 

 Shrugging it off, I said weekday Mass in the morning, as always. My regulars usually 

show up early, and I didn’t have time to think too much about a few peculiar drops of water on 

the floor of my bedroom. But then, you see, I was right in the middle of saying the blessing over 

the wine, when I looked up from the altar and—there was a shadowy figure at the very back of 

the church, standing in the last row.  

 

I couldn’t see it all that well because our church is dark at the back even on the sunniest 

days, but I got the impression of a sort of tattered, greenish-gray garb, covering the body—and I 

couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman. There was a sort of hat on the head, vaguely shaped like 

a billed cap, the kind worn by military or police. But, I couldn’t see well because the head was 

bowed, as if in piety. However, there was nothing pious-seeming about that figure.  

 

 I was so startled at that fearsome sight, that I started to stammer through the Communion 

blessing. I made a great effort to look away from it, and concentrated on completing the 

Sacrament of Transubstantiation. When I looked up again—he—she—it was gone.  

 

 I stammered through the rest of the morning’s Mass as if in a trance. May the Lord 

forgive me, but all I could think about was that figure in the back pew.  

 



 After I had said the last blessing, I felt a huge relief. I could hardly wait for my morning 

Mass regulars to leave; after the last one departed, I literally ran to the dark pew in the back—

I’m not ashamed to admit it.  

 

 I examined it very carefully and at first could not see anything out of the way or unusual. 

But then I spied it: a small splotch of algae-colored mud, with a few smooth pebbles stuck to it. 

It had fallen on the padded foam of the kneeler, and it smelled the same rancid, fetid smell as the 

slimy water droplets on my bedroom floor.  How that stuff got on that kneeler—well, that’s what 

I am here to find out.  

  

 # # # 

 

 As Father Del Mar finished his story, Ignace Page said “hmph,” and held the record up 

closer to the light. “There’s an address on the label for Naiad Records. It’s a West Sacramento 

address. Maybe you should try writing them? Although I suppose it’s too much to hope that 

there’s still a forwarding address after fifty years.”  

 

 “I did write to that address,” said Father Del Mar. “I wrote to them just after I came back 

from the foothills, when I couldn’t find any mention of the company or the Water Summons 

record in my catalogs.” 

 

 “And so?” 

 

 Father Del Mar pulled a crumpled envelope out of the inside breast pocket of his black 

blazer. “Nothing came for weeks, and then yesterday, I got back this letter.” He removed a 

folded piece of stationery from the envelope and held it up for us to see.  

 

 “DON’T PLAY THE RECORD,” was all the letter said; the words were written in a 

heavy, block print, with a black felt-tip pen, on plain off-white paper. There was no signature or 

any other type of information on the letter.  

 



 “There’s no return address on the envelope either,” Father Del Mar replied, handily 

anticipating Ignace’s next question. 

  

 “That letter came too late for me,” he added wistfully. “I had already played it long 

before it came.”  

 

 Ignace Page seemed at a loss for words. “I’m not sure what you want me to do here, 

Padre? Perhaps I should take this home and listen to it too, just to see what it sounds like?” 

 

 “No!” said Father Del Mar, with a stark look of terror on his face. “No! I don’t want 

anyone else to play that record, and that’s final from me.” 

 

 “Well, then I don’t know what I could do.” 

 

 Father Del Mar sighed. “Yes, I suppose that’s correct.” 

 

 “I want to keep it here,” said Ignace. “I’ll put it in the old Wells Fargo safe in the back. 

Now, now—Padre—I promise I won’t play it, I swear.”  

 

 Father Del Mar hesitated, but I could tell that he was relieved that someone had offered to 

take the odd recording off of his hands.  

 

 “Tell me something, Padre?” asked Ignace. “Do you believe in what some might call 

‘otherworldly things?’ It might matter in how we deal with this—whatever it is. ” 

 

 The priest swallowed hard. Finally he said, “Well, it’s kind of my job to believe in 

otherworldly things.” 

 

 “Hmmm,” said Ignace. “Hmmm, yes, I guess it is. Have a good day Padre, and I 

wouldn’t—I wouldn’t—go anywhere near any body of water because—I have this hunch 

. . .”  he trailed off weakly, unable to complete his thoughts.  



 

 Father Del Mar let out a sigh of relief, as if he understood the uncompleted sentence, and 

his pale, troubled face brightened up for the first time that morning. 

 

  “No chance of that,” he said, with a nervous, little laugh. “I’ll stay close to home, where 

there’s no lake or river anywhere near the church or the rectory.”  

 

 After the young priest departed, Ignace seemed lost in thought and perturbed. Then 

finally, he said, “You know what? Why don’t you go down to the county library and look for a 

street atlas of Sacramento.  I’d be interested in knowing where that street on the record label is.”  

 

 I was, as always, more than happy to make a trip to the county library, which was my 

favorite place in all of Sutton County, except for the Historical Society’s Museum itself.  

 

“Okay, Pardner,” I said, trying to get into the spirit of the way that Ignace talked when he 

was performing “in character” at the Museum. But I didn’t feel all that much like playing along. 

I wasn’t used to seeing Father Del Mar—or any priest, come to think of it—in such an emotional 

state, and it disturbed me.  

 

 I bicycled over to the library and asked the librarian, Mrs. Morgan, for a street atlas of 

Sacramento and its surrounding area.  

 

 “Oh, anything for my best customer,” she winked at me. She returned with the street atlas 

and I poured over the section on West Sacramento for at least an hour. But I could not find the 

thoroughfare called West Delta Street anywhere in the atlas. It wasn’t in the street index or on 

any of the maps.  

 

 “Perhaps the street was called something else fifty years ago,” I thought. I turned each 

page about West Sacramento again, more carefully this time, looking for any clues. Something 

on one page caught my eye, which I hadn’t seen before: The Naiad Monument Square, a small 



patch of a green, public park amidst all the squiggly lines of river walks, streets, boulevards, and 

railroad tracks.  

 

 Naiad! That was the name of the company on the label of Father Del Mar’s mysterious 

record. There might have been a connection, but I didn’t know for sure. What was the Naiad and 

why was there a monument named after it? 

 

I asked Mrs. Morgan if she knew what the name referred to.  

 

 “What’s the Naiad Monument? The name rings a bell, but I can’t place it. Oh wait---I’ve 

got an idea. Let me check it out.” 

 

 She disappeared into a back room and came out after about fifteen minutes, holding up an 

old, cloth-bound reference book.  

 

 “This book is called Paddle Wheelers of the Sacramento Delta,” she exclaimed. “I think 

it has the answer to your question.” 

 

She sat down next to me, where I sat in my usual seat, hunched over my usual library 

table, and leafed the reference book open to a double-paged, illustrated spread.  

 

“There it is,” she said, pointing triumphantly to a reproduction of an old engraving. “The 

Naiad was a paddle wheel steamboat that ran up and down the Sacramento River in the early part 

of this century. Oh, they were famous, those Delta paddle wheelers. They weren’t as grand as the 

ones on the Mississippi, of course, but pretty darn good for West of the Rockies.” 

 

 “There was a dramatic shipwreck in the Delta in 1919,” she read out quietly.  “When the 

small paddle wheeler, the RB Naiad, ran aground just outside of West Sacramento, and then the 

steam boiler exploded. There were twenty-seven casualties, all recovered from the river, except 

for the captain, whose remains were never found. The Naiad Monument Park, at the foot of West 

Delta Street, was erected in 1921 to commemorate the victims. The river boat’s pilot, Captain O. 



C. Carswell, was an experienced pilot who had spent many years guiding steamboats on the 

Sacramento River during the heyday of the Delta paddle wheelers.” 

 

 There was a black-and-white photograph of the monument, opposite the engraving of the 

Naiad paddle wheeler. It showed a statue in bronze, sculpted in a mediocre style, featuring a 

large ship’s anchor surrounded by several figures of simpering, water-logged angels. I read the 

caption and noted that, at the time the book was published, the monument was on West Delta 

Street, the same street which I had been looking for all afternoon.  

  

 There was nothing more to be learned at the library, so I peddled on back to the 

Stagecoach Plaza shopping center to find Ignace and ask him what he thought of it.  

 

 “The Naiad shipwreck, eh? Of course, I should have thought of it when I saw the record 

label,” Ignace looked pensive. “But what’s the connection to the record?” 

 

 “I don’t know. But the monument is at the bottom of the same street where that record 

company was located. It has a different name in the modern atlas.” 

 

 “Aye, I realize that. This is a three-whiskey-shot problem,” said Ignace, reaching under 

the counter for the Jim Beam. “I am going to go home, consult Mr. Beam here, and then sleep on 

it. Can you lock up for me, Sandy?”  

 

 I nodded. Nothing happened the rest of the day, and I closed the little museum at the 

Saturday usual closing time and biked home. I was worried about the look on Ignace’s face.  

 

 That night I had a dream that Ignace and I were picnicking along the shore of the Silver 

River with Father Del Mar. Slowly, the happy, sunny dream turned to a nightmare, when a figure 

appeared and began to advance toward the three of us.  

 

As it came into closer view, I could see that the figure was loosely made up of brown 

reeds, rushes and cattails, and other types of water flora, with rotting bits of some kind of graying 



flesh—whether of the human or animal variety could not be discerned—poking out from the 

cracks and crevices of decaying vegetation.  

 

Droplets of wet and slime oozed in its wake; snails or watery worms crawled from its 

dank, open mouth. The tattered gray clothes it wore, and the moldy, billed hat, were held 

together with dead shore grass and green algae blossoms. The colorless, matted hair seemed to 

be a combination of hoary human hair and ancient, lost fishing line.   

 

The damp specter seemed both ephemeral and solid, somehow, simultaneously, and it 

moved in a relentless fashion, sometimes almost disappearing while it advanced, but always 

reappearing more solidly moments later. 

 

 It made monstrous squelching noises, like galoshes-clad feet stepping firmly in mud, as 

it moved toward us.  

 

At one point, the advancing figure stopped dead in its tracks, and a kind of metal flute, 

with a trumpet-shaped end, materialized in the bare, naked air, just in front of it. A horribly eerie, 

screeching sound came out of the instrument—and then the figure started to advance toward us 

once again, the floating flute leading the way in front of it, still screeching and whistling.  

 

As he appeared in the dream, Father Del Mar was dressed in the same black cassock, with 

the long line of buttons down the front, that he wore when mingling with worshipers after 

Sunday Mass, The young priest was rooted in his place, unable to move, a look of unutterable 

horror stuck on his face, his dark sleeves waving in the air as he held up his arms in a defensive 

pose.  

 

“My—my-mmmm-yyyyy God,” he croaked out.  “Who is coming? What is coming?” 

 

Ignace began to yell, “We need to run, we need to get away now!,” then pulled harshly on 

the sleeve of Father Del Mar’s black cassock; every move was in slow motion, and it seemed to 

take forever for any of us to speak or make the slightest gesture or step. I could smell a damp, 



mildewy odor and feel a kind of cold mist blasting my cheeks, and then I caught a close glimpse 

of the face of the—the thing—and its expression of utter demonic rage and hatred.  

 

Then came my older sister’s hand on my shoulder and I heard her calling “wake up 

Sandy, wake up!” in a voice that sounded very muffled and far off.  

 

“You were having some kind of nightmare,” she said, turning on the little lamp on the 

bedside table that we shared between our twin beds.  

 

“Yes,” I said, sitting straight up in my back. “That face, that terrible face.”  

 

 “Oh, you were watching reruns of Dark Shadows again, weren’t you?” my sister said. 

“Was it Barnabas Collins, baring his blood-soaked fangs?” 

 

 “No,” I said, sinking back into my pillow. “No, that face was nothing like a cheesy TV 

vampire. It was. . .not describable.”  

 

 My sister would have let me keep the light on, but I could never sleep unless in complete 

darkness, so she turned it off. I hid my head under the covers as I had always done as a child 

whenever I was frightened in the night, and I kept it there even though I could barely breathe 

underneath my favorite wool blanket. Whether from lack of oxygen, or languor, or both, I finally 

passed into the land of Morpheus and slept on till Sunday morning, when I found my sister 

shaking my shoulders again, this time imploring me to get up for the nine o’clock Mass.  

 

 “The nine o’clock Mass? That’s Father Del Mar’s usual Mass,” I said.  

 

 “So? What’s the point?” 

 

 “Nothing,” I said, scanning our communal closet for my only decent church dress.  

 



 Father Del Mar wasn’t at the nine o’clock Mass, which was highly unusual. His place 

was taken by Monsignor McSweeney, who normally only said the eleven o’clock Mass. Also 

highly unusual was the fact that Monsignor McSweeney didn’t come out and talk to the 

worshippers on the plaza in front of the church, after Mass had ended, as all of our priests usually 

did.  

 

 This bothered me, because I had wanted to ask the monsignor why Father Del Mar wasn’t 

at the nine o’clock Mass. I had a very dark and heavy feeling about his abnormal absence.  

 

 The phone jangled when I got home from church, and it was Ignace Page, asking me if I 

could meet him at the museum. This was also highly unusual, because the museum and most of 

the other storefronts at the Stagecoach Plaza shopping center weren’t normally open on Sundays.  

 

 “You had the dream too, didn’t you?” I asked him. “The dream which showed the wet, 

gray, squelchy thing and that screeching flute?” 

 

 “Yes,” said Ignace. “And I think the Padre did, too. But I called over to the rectory this 

morning and there was no answer.” 

 

 “He wasn’t at his usual Mass this morning.” I said.   

 

 Ignace looked perturbed. “Oh, really? That worries me. That worries me very, very much. 

Because I think I know where the whistling comes from.”  

 

 Ignace unlocked the door to the museum and ushered us both inside. There was a strange, 

isolated emptiness about the place, due to the lack of people normally buzzing in and out of the 

shops outside.  

 

 “This is it!” he said, pulling an antique metal object that looked like some kind of musical 

instrument off of a shelf in an obscure. I hadn’t noticed it before, despite working at the museum 

for months and dusting the shelves regularly.  



 

 “It looks like the instrument from the dream!” I gasped.  

 

 “Aye, li’l filly.”  Ignace put it too his lips and blew mightily into it. A high-pitched, 

dirge-like wail emitted—one that was by now quite familiar to both of us.   

 

 “What is it?” 

 

 “The Bosun’s Pipe,” said Ignace, grimly, turning the instrument over and over with his 

hand. “This one’s from about 1850 or thereabouts, but I don’t imagine they changed much by the 

Naiad’s day. It’s been used for centuries, in one form or another, to call ship’s crews for lunch, 

or tell them the time to clean the deck, or lights out. There’s a different whistle for each section 

of the day.”  

 

 “But—but—what does that have to do with the Naiad and the record?” 

 

 “I would bet anything that the Bosun’s Pipe on that old recording was recovered from the 

wreckage of the Naiad. And one of those from the drowned crew—well, he’s trying to follow the 

sound of the whistle.”  

 

 “Captain Carswell!” I exclaimed. “The reference book that Mrs. Morgan found said that 

Captain Carswell’s body was never found. But—the record? What about the record?” 

 

 Ignace shook his head. He went into the back room, opened the huge old Wells Fargo 

safe, and came back carrying Water Summons carefully, edges between his palms, as if he were 

afraid to touch more of it than that.  

 

 “That took some figuring, with help from Mr. Beam last night, and then consulting some 

old river maps I have back at my trailer. We thought the name on the label referred to a small, 

obscure record company. But it wasn’t—it was referring to the steamboat company that owned 

the Naiad, now long defunct. For some reason, the company decided to commission a recording 



of the doomed boat’s Bosun’s Pipe for their archives. That’s why Father Del Mar couldn’t find 

any mention of Water Summons in his catalogs—it was a private label affair.”  

 

 It all fit, I had to admit. Jim Beam had done his work well for my old friend and boss. 

Except for one obvious question—a question which was bothering me intensely:  

 

 “But who wrote the letter to Father Del Mar?” 

 

 “That, we will never know,” said Ignace Page. “If I had to make my guess, I’d say it was 

probably someone who had, himself, had an unfortunate encounter with Water Summons—

somewhere over the past fifty years.” 

 

 “I wonder who commissioned it,” I mused, “and why?” 

  

 “Maybe someone who didn’t know what it was,” said Ignace.  

 

 “Or maybe someone who did,” I pointed out.  

 

 Ignace gave me a long, searching look, as if he were seeing me for the first time. 

“Sometimes you are very wise, Miss Sandy. Wise, almost, beyond your years.”  

 

 A day later, Ignace reached the rectory on the phone and learned that Father Del Mar had 

been taken away in a private ambulance, to a retreat in the mountains. The retreat, added Mrs. 

DaSilva in a breathless, gossipy tone, was for priests who suffered from what were called, in 

those days, “nervous” ailments.  

 

 “Strangest thing, poor Father Del Mar,” she confided. “He was found in a huddled mess 

on the floor of the Monsignor’s office, all covered with water and flopping fish from the 

aquarium. He’d bashed the glass all in with one of the Monsignor’s golf clubs.”   

 



 “I fear the good Padre encountered Captain Carswell in more than just the form of a 

dream,” Ignace Page told me, ominously, after reporting to me about his conversation with the 

rectory housekeeper. “I hope he will be all right.”  

 

 On a slow afternoon soon afterward, I accompanied Ignace to the E Street Bridge, which 

led across the Silver River from Sutton into Bertha’s Town. We walked about halfway over, to a 

point where the bridge loomed over a section of the river that Ignace assured me was “good and 

deep,” and I watched while he tossed the recording off the bridge with a vigorous heft. 

 

 It floated atop the eddies for a while, and then sank like a stone 
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