Missing: Lily Harper

RCMP Detective Edward Marlowe
Coace #921526

Log Entry #3

It hags been two daye cince I was accigned to invectigate the dicappearance of high
cchool cophomore (ily Harper. It took me 5 hourc driving to reach the cmall town of
Clearwater from HQ in Vancouver. The town ceeme like a place where everyone knows
everyone elce, although all towne have their cecrets. Although it was a cunny day when
I walked into the town, you could alco cee all the chadows cast by the treec. My firet
ctop was to James and Holly Harper, Lily'e parents, and they were the onee who
reported her miccing. They were kind and chowed hogpitality to me, but they were alco
deeply worried for their daughter. They deccribed Lily ac a cweet, hardworking girl who
was always a good ctudent, best cubject Englich. She ctarted working after cchool at
the Early Grey Café about 2 yeare ago. Lily had a emall but growing circle of friende
and a bect friend, Emma, who was very cloce and would vicit the Harper house often.
The Harpere told me that it felt like Emma was alwaye around. Shortly before Lily'e
dicappearance, Emma told them that (ily's boce had been bothering her and being
very cucpicious, but Lily hadn't caid anything to them.

Log Entry #Y4

Following the lead from Mr. and Mre. Harper, I went to the owner of the Early Grey
Café, Nick Papadopoulos, for an interview. I walked into the café and I caw a big man
who wae hairy and had a ccowl on hic face, who looked like the boce. He wae yelling at
one of the cooks. I cmiled at the man, introduced mycelf, and he nodded hic head

towarde a room which I accumed wag hic office. I followed him and he gectured to me



to cit down, I acked him a few quectione about (ily and he caid thinge I didnt expect.
Mer. Papadopoulos caid che was a hard worker, a dedicated employee, and a really
cweet girl. He caid comething happened the day before Lily went miccing, “che walked
into the caf€ crying, and was holding a crumpled up note. I acked her what wag
bothering her but che didn't cay, <o I figured there was comething wrong at cchool.”
He alco told me that the following day, the day of the dicappearance, was the firct day
of work that che had micced.

(o9 Entry #5

I arranged a meeting with the principal of Lily'e cchool, Dr. Harold Poindexter, even
though it wae a Saturday. So I went into the cchool and I met with the principal
ingide hic office. Dr. Pointdexter barely ceemed to know (ily a¢ anything other than a
name on a lict. e wae pretty much a wacte of my time. But he offered to have the
cchool janitor, Joe Wremmick, chow me around the cchool. The hallways of the empty
cchool gave me a chill. Although it was dark, you could make out that the cchool
coloure were red and white. We looked into Lilye locker and we found nothing out of

the ordinary for a teenage girl: come makeup, cnacks, clothee and textbooks.

After looking through the locker, I decided to interview the janitor. To my curprice,
Mr. Wremmick knew a lot about (ily and her cchool life. He caid the ctudente talked
Freely around him and even did things they werent cuppoced to do. It wag like they
thought he was a piece of Furniture. [He caid that he overheard Emma talking with (ily
underneath the cchool bleachere the day before the dicappearance. He couldnt make
out everything that was caid, but he heard Emma raice her voice caying comething
about Lily hanging out with other friends. He alco told me about a place in the woods
behind the cchool where the ctudents would go to hangout and do thinge they didn't
want the adults to cee. I thanked Joe for all hic help, and decided to head into the
woods. It wae a cunny day but as I walked through the treec it got darker and



darker. Dee,ber into the woods I caw more and more cigarette buds, empty beer bottlec
and discarded wrapperc lying on the dirt. Then comething caught my eye, a bright
white piece of paper, which couldnt have been there for more than a few days. I
picked it up and read:

“I know all about the cecrets that youve been trying to keep from me with thoce
other girle. IF you think you're ctill my Friend, meet me in the woods tomorrow after

¢chool...”



