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Cold Tears 

 

Chapter 1 

 

The headache was bad. Throbbing pain like something was trying to force its way out through 

her eyes. 

Adele Boucher put her hands to her temples, trying to keep her head from splitting open. Her 

eyes remained tightly closed, afraid any light would make matters worse. She needn’t have 

worried; the darkness in the boat cabin was complete. 

Boucher was nineteen, still four months away from her January birthday. Born and raised in 

Nipigon, Ontario, a little over one hundred kilometers northeast of Thunder Bay. She was the 

daughter of a Presbyterian minister and his wife, and like so many children of the clergy, she had 

been a rebellious child through her teens and an embarrassment to her father. She had discovered 

drinking and smoking at fourteen and had been punished with the loss of her phone and her liberty. 

To her parents, her behavior seemed to have improved after that, but she had simply figured out 

how not to get caught. 

During her mid-teens, she had taken up with a boy four years her senior named Luke Caron. 

Caron had a car, a job, and a supply of dope but still lived with his parents in Nipigon. Caron’s 

parents ran a hotel in town that Luke cleaned for them. This meant Luke had access to the keys for 

the hotel rooms and knew which rooms would be unoccupied. This, in turn, meant Luke and Adele 

could use those rooms to fool around, drink, and smoke dope. 

The pair went on like this until May when Caron had announced that he could no longer handle 



living at home and cleaning hotel rooms. His cousin had found a job for him on a cruise boat 

in Thunder Bay. The work would be hard, but the pay would allow him to afford his own 

place. He would need to find something more permanent in the fall, but his cousin had assured 

him that that wouldn’t be a problem. He positioned it to Boucher as their chance to escape, to 

live their own lives. An adventure. 

Boucher hadn’t been so sure. She had been growing tired of spending every free minute 

with Caron; the sex no longer exciting. The gangly teenage girl had grown into an attractive 

young woman—tall, with a nice figure that garnered attention from boys at school. She was 

also bright and had managed to receive good marks in school. Unknown to Caron, she had 

applied and been accepted at the university in Montreal. She was scheduled to start in the fall. 

But Caron was persistent, and Boucher had eventually agreed to the move, figuring, if nothing 

else, it would get her out of working at her father’s church all summer, and she could still go 

to the university in the fall. 

And the whole thing had been exciting at first. Thunder Bay was much larger than 

Nipigon, especially in the summer with the influx of tourists and anglers. The lake was 

beautiful, although they had no view of it from their small apartment above a retail shop. 

Boucher had fun trying to decorate their place, especially after she had found a job as a clerk 

in a shop and had money to spend. 

But the excitement soon faded for Caron, who was working long hours, often returning 

to the apartment at night, only to eat then fall asleep. He started to stay out later, well after 

dark some nights, coming back to the apartment, smelling of beer and dope, claiming he had 

been out with his cousin and needed to humor him because he was helping Caron find a new 

job. 



Then, in early September, Caron hadn’t returned to the apartment one evening. Boucher tried 

his phone, but there was no answer. When she returned from work the next evening, she found a 

note from Caron saying he had found someone else. All of his things were gone. 

Boucher was crushed. She had seriously been considering forgoing school in the fall for a life 

with Caron. Now that was gone. 

A zombie for the next week, Boucher went about her life as if she was simply an observer of 

the world around her. Still, there was a life waiting for her. She knew she would need to leave for 

the university in a few days if she was to go, but Caron’s sudden departure had left her numb. 

Someone she had been with for years leaving with only a note? 

She considered calling home, staying with her parents until school started, but she decided it 

would be too humiliating. They had told her not to go to Thunder Bay with Caron, that he was not 

good for her, that their relationship wouldn’t last. And they had been right. 

But, as Boucher sat on one of the two chairs in her apartment, eating dinner alone, only a day 

before she would leave for school, she decided that she had been sad long enough. 

She made a quick call to her parents, telling them that she had decided to go to school. Her 

parents were elated. 

As she disconnected, the sound of traffic on the street below her window urged her to go out, 

to celebrate. And she did. 

Three blocks to the east, there was a bar, not too far from the waterfront. She and Caron had 

been there several times. The bar had peanuts in the shell in bowls on the long, polished, oak bar 

and on the table of the booths with the worn wooden benches lining the wall. There was live music 

on weekends, and the bar seemed to always be full, alive. Boucher needed “alive.” 

A cool breeze off the lake touched Boucher as she rounded the corner to enter the bar, the 



smell of the harbor in the air. She pulled open the door and stepped in, stopping, suddenly not 

so sure she wanted to be here. Not alone. 

The bar was filled with mostly men; some worked in the harbor while others were anglers 

on trips, looking to get drunk. Every head seemed to swivel in her direction. 

Boucher actually turned to look at the door before turning back. There was an open booth 

to her left, but she didn’t think she should take that by herself. Then she spotted two open 

seats at the bar, took a deep breath, and walked that way. 

“Stairway to Heaven” was blaring from the speakers as she slid up on the stool and 

ordered a local ale. The bartender checked her ID then moved off to pull her draft. 

The woman on the stool next to Boucher glanced at her briefly then went back to chatting 

with the woman on her left. 

There was an older man on the other side of the empty stool next to Boucher. His graying 

hair was gone on top, a day or two’s growth of bristly white whiskers evident on his weathered 

face. His jeans and shirt were stained, his hands dirty, and Boucher guessed he worked on the 

docks. He flashed yellow teeth at her, and she quickly looked away, busying herself with 

staring at the bottle collection behind the bar. 

Boucher had nearly finished her beer when a man tapped her on the shoulder. He looked 

to be in his mid-twenties with blond, curly hair that seemed to be trying to escape from under 

his ball cap, and he had round, blue eyes. He wore a black rain jacket, jeans, and tennis shoes. 

There was a nice smile on his face. 

“Do you mind if I sit here?” 

Boucher had placed her jacket on the seat to keep the space but lifted it off the stool now. 

“Uh, no. The seat is open.” 



The man sat down. “Thanks. This place is really full.” 

“No problem,” said Boucher. She tilted her head back to drain the last of her beer. 

“Can I buy you another?” 

Boucher opened her mouth to say “no” but then thought about her empty apartment. And the 

boy was kind of cute. She guessed he was likely in town for a fishing trip. 

“Sure. Why not?” 

The man smiled again then waved the bartender over, ordering a beer for each of them. 

“My name is Jeff. I’m going out fishing on the lake tomorrow morning with some buddies. I 

was getting bored sitting in the hotel, but none of them wanted to go out. So, I went by myself.” 

“Where are you from, Jeff?” 

“Minnesota—Minneapolis. Are you from around here?” 

“Kind of.” 

The beers came, and Jeff raised his glass. “Cheers.” 

Boucher clinked glasses with him, and they each took a sip. 

“What’s your name?” he asked. 

“Adele.” 

Boucher and Jeff chatted as they sipped. Jeff told her he was a computer programmer. He had 

graduated from the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis, coming to Minneapolis from a small 

town in western Minnesota. Boucher listened at first, asking a question here and there, but then 

soon found that she was talking to Jeff about herself. Another beer was ordered, and they continued 

their conversation, Boucher fully enjoying the company. 

She excused herself to go to the restroom halfway through her third beer, thinking she was 

feeling it, that she should have eaten more for dinner, and that Jeff was very attractive. As she 



returned to her seat, Boucher was thinking she should be going, since she still had to work in 

the morning, but decided it wouldn’t hurt to just finish the beer. 

And she nearly did. In fact, there was only a small sip left, but she found she was having 

trouble focusing. The bottles behind the bar seemed to be waving at her, and her hand didn’t 

want to hold on to her glass. She started to giggle, losing her balance and nearly falling 

backward off her stool. 

Jeff said something to the woman next to her as he held Adele up, his words garbled and 

far away. Then he was helping her out the door. 

She tried to say she might have forgotten her purse, but her tongue didn’t seem to work. 

Out of nowhere, a dark car appeared in front of her, its back door open. Jeff helped her 

inside. 

Adele tipped to the side, and it felt to her like she had landed on someone’s lap before a 

hand brushed her cheek. 

And that was all she could remember as she held her head, the boat rocking in the waves. 

Her stomach was unsettled, and Adele thought she might be sick, but then the rocking stopped. 

She could hear the motor of the boat revving, and then there were voices. 

She opened her eyes a crack, and then as far as she could. Only a faint line of light was 

visible to her left, near her feet. 

Adele closed her eyes again, her pounding head still held in her hands, wondering if this 

was some terrible dream, when she heard the cough directly to her right. 

Her head shot up, and her eyes went wide as she turned toward the sound. She sensed 

something, or someone, to her right, close, in the damp, cool darkness, but she could see 

nothing. She listened hard and thought she could hear breathing. 



About to ask who was there, another cough startled her. She strained to see who was there, 

thinking she could make out a shadow, but not certain. 

Suddenly, there was a bang, and the cabin filled with light. 

Adele closed her eyes to fend off the invading light, and as she did, a large hand grasped her 

tightly by the bicep and pulled her to her feet. A second hand grabbed her other arm, and then she 

was lifted and dragged out of the cabin then onto the deck of the boat. 

She tried to turn to look at who had ahold of her, when she was pushed across the deck and a 

man on a dock next to the boat grabbed her and pulled her onto the dock.  

As she struggled against the man’s grip, he growled at her to be still if she wanted to live. The 

man then released his grip, and Adele able to stand, but her legs were wobbly. 

The overhead light was painful to her eyes, but she forced them to stay open, her hand over 

her brow to fend off the light. 

There were voices behind her, and she turned to look but was pushed roughly from behind 

and told to move forward. 

Adele moved down the dock until she came to a set of wooden stairs. A man there with a 

flashlight grabbed her forearm and placed her hand on the railing, only saying, “Up.” 

The steps were in the dark, and she climbed them slowly, hearing others on the steps behind 

her. She wanted to look back but did not dare. Instead, she glanced up to see the shadow of another 

man holding a flashlight. He yelled at her to hurry. 

Adele did not increase her speed. She was certain now that this was not a dream and that she 

was in a great deal of danger. 

As she reached the landing, the man there took hold of her bicep and pushed her forward. His 

light moved across the ground in front of her. “There.” 



Adele looked ahead. Overhead lights revealed a parking lot in front of her, empty except 

for two trucks, their back doors open. Two men stood between the trucks, talking. 

She moved slowly ahead, across sandy soil, until she stepped onto the asphalt of the 

parking lot, nearly tripping as she did. One of the men by the trucks yelled at her to hurry, but 

she did not increase her pace. 

Adele looked past the man and at the black hole that was the open door of the truck, 

knowing she must never get inside. 

She stopped, and the man who had yelled took a step toward her, telling her to move. 

Adele turned to her left and ran. She had no idea where she was going, only that she needed 

to get away. The overhead light near the trucks did little more than illuminate the surface of 

the parking lot. 

The men yelled at her to stop as she reached the edge of the lot. She nearly stumbled 

again as her feet landed on the rocky soil, yet she kept going, the light nearly gone now. The 

men yelled again as her right foot came down on a solid surface, the footsteps behind her 

crunching gravel, gaining ground. With another step, she thought she could hear running 

water, or possibly waves breaking on the shore, but that seemed wrong—the dock was behind 

her. There was nothing ahead of her to see now, all light from the lot swallowed up, unable to 

penetrate. 

 The beam of a flashlight behind her suddenly cut across her path, illuminating the 

ground ahead of her for an instant before disappearing into the darkness. Adele took another step 

into the darkness. 


