WITHOUT FEAR OR FAVOR

by
Bob Morrill
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A Sunday in July
Chapter 1

M.V. Owaissa
Piscataqua River
Portsmouth, New Hampshire

0Tony, | told you I dd do it myself, 6 my w

00Okay, okay, | was abdcky Wewere $pectacletemoughe | p, 6
without starting an argument, especially one that | was sure to lose.

Il had accidentally pushed the right wheel
M.V. Owaissa. An excursion boat, the Owaissa was already halghieers. The other
half, blocked by Jends wheelchair, were |ine
incline and Jen could have easily propelled herself up it. But | had insisted on fushing her
with predictable results. Rather than watchiegewhvas wheeling her, | had been looking up
at the head of the gangway, trying to catch
and ticketaker.

When Lexie spotted us, her broad grin triggered an involuntary reflex, and waving back,
lhadst eered Jends c¢ hai rhigodgudrdrall gteeentgdeher fomangse On | y
diving onto the dock below.

| wrestled with her chair. oOoHold still?!é

ol am! o

The bottom of her right wheel hung over the edge of the gangway. Yet when | pulled it
up, he rail, which had saved Jen a moment ago, trapped the top of the wheel. The harder |
pulled, the tighter the gangway gripped, like some stupid Chinese fingercuff.

To keep from sliding off her tilting chair, Jen clung to the top rail with her right hand,

her candicolored nails in bright contrast to the whitewashed railing. Her left arm reached
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down and across her shins to hold her legs from slipping out of the footrest. Stretched out this
way, her face was inches from mine, and her -gna@teeyes laagrd every time | looked
over.

A florid, beefy fellow encased in an Ogunquit Beach tee shirt, trailed by a wife and three
children, who were all drawn from the identical gene pool, yanked uselessly at the back of the
chair. Every time he shook the chaignizing Jen around like a doll in a stroller, her eyes
begged me to get him to stop. Lexie knelt beside the chair, trying to pry it loose from that angle.

| mperceptibly moving her |ips, Jen comman
railing. o

| rested 6r a second but was determined to extricate the chair while Jen remained in it.
All this mad tugging and shoving was for her benefit, | rationalized, rfiotorsage her

from having to tow her feet up that gangway in front of all those gawknigpday

oLook,d6 I muttered firmly, o0Just give us
a response, | barked, oLexie, when | pull wup
it. o6

| heaved up once again. Lexie and the Good Samaritan pukethbghdthat |

t hought the wheel might break. Still they we

back down over the edge, tilting the chair and Jen once again. The grumbling at the back of the
line grew more noticeable.
Jenputbothhasd on the top of the gangwayods rail’
of the chair. Her lefisthe same limber legs that had once led cheers along the sidelines of
Cowell Stadiufn slipped out of the footrests and dangled loosely.
A familiar, booming voiceofm t he head of the gangway fr o:

ought to give you a ticket, reckless operati
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behind me.

Captain Sean Devlin continued to broadcas
causitn®faabitraffic jam.©o

Jen | et herself back down. Showily, Sean
stained and weathered, was pushed back up on his head in a decidedly unnaval fashion. Unruly
hair curled out beneath it. An impish grin lit his raunturnt face. Instinctively Lexie moved
out of his way. Sean grabbed the top of the two wheels and leveled the chair.

oHol d on, Jen, 6 he said. A quick kick sma
to it.o

He easily shifted the chair back onéogangway. Then with a clean lift and jerk he
picked it up. His brown and freckled arms bulged with power as he carried her up the gangway.
As he reached the head of the gangway, he paused for a moment and mockingly challenged,
OWho says thd nM.tV.haQwaicagpa accessible?6 Trium
and cheers, Sean transferred Jen aboard.

Jen rolled herself to an open area on the lower deck, and Sean occupied the seat next to
her. | arrived in the middle of a story.

0So twesef heunderind and barkind |ike a d
in after him. So, | grabbed a gaff, hooked the somabitch right by his belt, and hauled him
aboard | i ke some big, ole flappinodtosnhar k. Sa
oOWhaddaya call iteémental anguish and emotion
emotional distress. Jesus Christ, you imagine. Threatened to sue me. | shoulda let the drunken
puke sink. O6Course | dm no tesx paernti,c eb ufti nli sdhoi nbd

emotional distress and ment al angui sh. o
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Jen chuckled her agreement.

Sean slowly raised his burly body from th
of the river, come on up to the pilothouse,

Isatdowninhisvaceed seat. Jends face, |l aughing an
with reproach. olf | need help, 18l1 ask for

0l dm sorry. 6

0ltds not I|ike I dve never told you. 6 Disc

True, my guilty conscience reminded me. And she wasomdythee. The counselor
at the Seacoast Rehabilitation Center had wa
just a masculine/feminine thing, | i ke openin
between a dependent child and an indepegi®smup. Your spouse, your partner, your
| over, has to grow up again, but this time w

Si mple enough to say, but itdés easier to
the disabled love of your life. Sometimes I|wondefed | 6d ever | earn, and i
come to understand that my concern sprang from love.

Trying to take the offensive, | said, olt
aboard. o

She snapped around to f ac engareund, tyidgto, ¢ o0 me
entertain the tourists. It was a joke. o

0So when ités a joke, iIitdés okay, but when

oOYoudre making a big deal out of this. 6 s

oOYoudre the one who started. o

0 Me sha@exclaimed loudly.

0Shh, 6 | whispered, owe dondt need everyo
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obondt shh me, 6 she said, but in a | ower

Crossing my arms, | settled back in my chair.

The boat backed away from the dock, swung around, and pointed dowrtdigeidisca
River toward the Atlantic Ocean. Clouds off the muggy mainland drifted overhead. To the east,
over the Atlantic, the sky was cloudless and as blue as the river.

Seands voice came over the |l oudspeaker. 0
Por t s memnidr bightseeipgrship, captained by your own Sean Devlin, the best sailor and
biggest Iliar, exceptind | awy-satueddigwvasr t h of Bo
directed at me.

Sean and | had gone through school together until our sophomatégeamouth
High when the principal had kicked him out for good. He came from a prominent family with
tons of dough, a family whose history intertwined with mine at every generation. Like feudal
lords, the Devlin family had long been benefactors ainnily.f

His grandfather, Governor Walter Devlin, had been a labor organizer in the Dover and
Rochester mills. I n 1932, on Rooseveltds coa
Irish-Catholic governor and served three terms. His servants, tioenofvas my greatnt
Angelina, bought fish from my grandfatherds
father money to start his market, and the Devlin family had been regular customers ever since.
(As a little kid, Sean sold the floundemamadc k er el he caught to my f at
of a rich kid from a mansion on Middle Street peddling fish to an Italian grocer from the
Atlantic Heights always amused my dad.) And during summer vacations my brothers and |
detailed cars and sweptlthet s at hi s ol der brother Liambds a

Settling | ower in the water, the Owaissab

forward. The rumbl e of the PA filled the | ow
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warranteed, and fully certifi€diaranteed to entertain you, warranteed to confuse you, and if
you believe a word of it, youoll be certifia

On our right was the Portsmouth waterfront, where old chandleries and warehouses
had been restored to expensive restaurants and luxury Aoradssthe river in Maine white
clapboard homes dotted the shore. Ahead was Memorial Bridge,-gaaigidydrawbridge,
connecting downtown Portsmouth to Kittery, Maine.

Lexie flopped down on the arm of the chair in front of us, holding a couplesof bee
oCompliments of the captain.o

Jen and | each took one. oO0OThanks. o

Strawberry Banke was ahead on our right, and Sean launched into his spiel about it.
Once doomed for oOurban renewal, 06 Strawberry
version of Wilamsburg. Ten acres of prerevolutionary homes and taverns, which had
deteriorated to cheap boarding houses and bars, had been restored into a historical village.

On Gates Street, a couple of blocks outside the official Strawberry Banke, was a small
colonal that Jen and | had purchased shortly after we got married, almost two and a half years
earlier. We had been in the process of restoring it, Jen more than me. Then while | was out
fishing, Jen fell off a ladder and landed directly on her tailboneodkhergshed a minuscule
donut of gristle, the disc betweefi and F10, tearing the braid of nerves connecting her
lower body to her brain. The doctors constantly reassured me that the three hours she laid there
made no difference to the final outcome) have never stopped wondering. And Jen, the
cheerl eader, the skier, the hikeréand my | ov.
was looking away, across the river toward the Navy Shipyard on Seavey Island. Her face and
arms were tanned frolmetsummer and the highlights in her short, but still luxurious hair

glistened in the summer sun.
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The Owaissa flew down the river on the outgoing tide and within minutes, we rounded

Fort Point off New Castl e | sltigerangulariehe Coast
stripe marking its hull, sat at the Coast Gu
Atlantic.
Lexie fished a pack of Camel filters out
Jen asked, o06Can | have one?0 @&duidenthad star
beguiling herself with the notion that 1 f sh
smoker.

Snapping a Bic lighter, Lexie lit both cigarettes and took a deep drag.
At twentyone, Lexie was the oldest of my seven nieces andbmeaghee she was the
first, my favorite. She and Sean had been friends for years. A tomboy at twelve or thirteen,
whenever she got in hot water with her parents, which was pretty much all the time, Lexie
would light out for the waterfront. Before longshesw one of {obtedwhagdgul ar Ot
rats. o6 A kindred soul, Sean took a I|iking to
Owaissa was where she spent every waking hour of every summer day. He became her
confidant, employer, and afewyearl at er , t o her parentds di smay
everyone, including me (my family somehow blamed me for Sean dating Lexie), the romance
didndt | ast |l ong, but Sean and Lexie continu.
Af fectionat ellydetsittlledi agNHdG®shmano by her
of fits and starts, was still trying to garner enough credits to finish her freshman year. An
average student to begin with, Lexie enjoyed boys, boats, and booze more than studying.
Although she auld always restart each semester firmly resolved to do it differently, the old

distractions slowly, but inexorably, overwhelmed her best intentions.

* * *
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In little more than a half an hour we reached the Isles of Shoals, a rocky archipelago of
ledges angdlands. Ancient hotels, guesthouses, and cottages, stark white and as prim and
proper as their original inhabitants, decorated the craggy islands. After winding through the
islands and looking at some harbor seals, we reversed direction, retratfingaolritpavard
Portsmouth. Lexie and Jen were working on another cigarette and discussing a new hairdresser.
| excused myself, wandered around the boat for a while, and ended up at the pilothouse. The
PA system was quiet for a moment as Sean scannaaztdrethmugh binoculars.
0Come in,6 he gestured, putting down the
the pilothouse.
| stepped in and leaned against the sidewall. Other than our heigh) @il age
(thirty-eight), Sean and | were difféiarevery way. He was bulky and big with untamed
sandybronze hair. | was slender and edkianed with inklack hair, all marks of my heritage.
His family was rich, mine poor. His older br
men and, followingn hi s grandfatherdés footsteps, was s
though Liam had nominated me to the superior court, Sean seemed to sense my discomfort
whenever his name came up, and we rarely talked about him.
0Think Jends & ohrgiaskmedi.ou, Tony?
oOWe all do stwupid things, but that was a
oWell, I dve done a couple of stupid thing
mock understatement.
Like his father and grandfather, Sean had an abiding fondness for alcoh@sknown
waterfront brawler, he possessed a remarkable knack for starting fights and a pathological
inability to walk away from one. His brushes with the law were more like collisions, and he had

stayed at Brentwood jail on more than one occasion as & Baekingham County.
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0You staying out of trouble?d6 | asked, tr
Sean seemed unaffected and answered natur
Best summer in years. Got a lady friend, Susan McFarland.rghéaydvialcolm, took a
foliage cruise last fall, right near the end of the season. Only had about twenty passengers so |
| et the boy steer. The rest, as they say, 1is
like tryingto sweepamudét cl ean. 6 Sean snorted | aughter.
We had completed our run in from the Isles of Shoals and were swinging into the
mouth of the river. Sean picked up the mike.
Piscataqua River has been a thoroughfare fmwswand pirates. Colonialists used it to
smuggle tea past the British. Abolitionists made it part of the Underground Railway. During
Prohibition, bootleggers ran booze wup it. An
Continuing up the river, Sean unreeledyameafter another. We passed under the
raised draw of Memorial Bridge and were poin
mountain of salt stockpiled for winter. A gritty landmark for a town that was still, even with all
its cute cafes and upscatees, first and foremost, a seaport.
oltds been a pleasure turnind all you | an
yarns. | 6ve |ived on the Piscataqua all my I
Stories spin in ieddies, tales ride its currents, and-imée-half centuries of secrets lurk in
its depths. From Captain Sean Devlin youdve

secretséwell, the secrets 106l keep to mysel"
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Monday, Mid-October
Chapter 2

Odiorne Point, New Hampshire

| had hoped fishing would take my mind off everything, but trolling alone for late
season stripers wasnodot doing the trick. Afte
bothered to invite her to come with me.leddrom the courthouse and left a short message
that | was going fishing and would take care of my own dinner. Perversely, pretending as if she
didndt care, | skipped the courtesy of Il etti
back.

And there was, caught in the web of my own stubbornness, fishing by myself, not
catching a damn thing, and wishing | had brought along a warmer jacket and a few beers. Low
flatbottomed clouds hidthe laief t er noon autumn sun and hurri ec
World War 1l lookout towers and batteries on Odiorne Point, camouflaged by age and
shrouded in foliage, eyed me warily as | trolled by. While the North Atlantic appeared as
smooth as a pewter platter, invisible swells gently rocked my Boston Whalelsblavase e
out, except for a lone lobster boat farther down the coast, drifting off Seal Rocks. Absently |
headed that way.

What was the problem? The question had followed me all day, an unseen stalker that
woul dndt | eave me alcbeereaderfiggra mamtised Bytarigidi b eau't
schedule of daily workouts: wheelchair jogs, free weiglts, aitd pushups. Even sedentary,
she was in better shape than anyone else our age. Despite her allure, since the accident sex had
been difficult, alost unnatural. We had tried a few times when she first returned from the
Seacoast Rehabilitation Center, but she could feel almost nothing. Any arousal was mental not

physical. And KY jelly became an awkward but necessary precursor to intercourse. | would
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position her | egs, but then, passionlessly,
wedd once felt, but both of us knew the trut
her nerves for the me oncefeft. Attef a while we gave upsaad i on s
Jen satisfied me in other ways. That summer everything had changed.
Idling the engine, | reeled in my fish line and removed a piece of kelp hanging from the
|l ure. The | obster boatworgléerwHatlthe bkippbrwdsdoingoved, a
Staying put over a big school of stripers? Drinking and drifting? In the cabin with his girlfriend?
| cast the lure back out and angled in closer to shore to try my luck there.
For the umpteenth time that day my minditerd the previous night. Lying next to
me, Jen had pressed her naked body against me, and | immediately sensed the absence of her
usual pajama bottoms. In the back of my brain, a baby rattle shook a faint warning, and a small
shiver tiptoed down my neck.
But Jends skin felt satiny smooth, and he
As her nuzzling and kissing moved south, | slid off my boxer shorts in anticipation. She rose
part way up, propped on her el bow. O0OWould yo
Thatsmmmer Jends interest in babies had come
like me, was resigned to the limits of our sexual life and had adjusted to it. In a way | should
have foreseen it. Jen ferociously fought every limitation her paralysiskoipbeetiaving a
baby would be tangible proof that she was as good as everyone else. Sex had been hard enough,

but the pressure of pregnancy made it seem more like artificial insemination.

|l didndt say anything, butmefrafewcoul d sens
moments. OWondét you at | east consider iit?06

ol 6m just not ready, 6 | explained, which

olt sure feels |ike youdre ready, 6 she wh
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oOoYou know what I mean. 6

Jen went back up dmtuo ,hde rs heel bdoeve.l adaleddm
obvious.

|l didndt answer. What could I say that
know, but it just doesndt feel right to m

It had taken nearlytwoygart o adj ust to our new | ife,
down with unnecessary c¢ompliJerefdlontysps. Wedd
months into our marria@eand | had no stomach for another crisis. Steady as she goes, |
thought.

ol f you owaangtr enee t hat pregnancy and chil
voice was flinty with frustration. oBut D

thheir

WO
e .
an

S u

dbi

r .

ablebodi ed person and neither are t&addedbabyds. )\

oli ke I 6ve been asking?o
ol will, soon. | promise. o
To an empty ocean | muttered, 0Oh shit.

had entirely forgott@nanother Freudian slip. Continuing to curse, | pulled myself into the
present and looked .ufp hundred yards ahead was the drifting lobster boat, and | could see it
was the Colleen D, Sean Devlinds fishing
drinking,andscrewing. Running into Sean was a stroke of good fortune. By that time of day he
would be full of beer, funny stories, and bonhomie. The thought of couple of beers on his boat
and maybe some pizza downtown on our way home cheered me up considerably. No longer
did the evening seem so bleak and lonely.

| cut the engine, and the Bostonaléh bumped against the Colleen D with a hollow

thud. The sour odor of beer suddenly overwhelmed the tang of the sea.
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o0Sean, 6 | <called out. o0Sean! 6
Rolling aimlessly across the deck with each anonymous swell, empty Budweiser cans

clinked eerily.
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Chapter 3

Colleen D.

The Colleen D was a typical lobster boat: shapely white hull, low forward cabin with
three small portholes, and a higher wooden canopy covering the cockpit. | hitched the line to a
deck cleat and climbed aboardoSée&ean! dhersehw
my unannounced visit was interrupting some serious centerboard scrubbing, and | wanted to
give them time to get decent. But there was
to the point 0Ged the fuck off my boat

From outside the cabin I hollered 0Sean, 0
the bunk. Rolling beer cans clanked tinnily. Poking my head into the cabin, | peered around its
dim confines. There was a powerful odor of beer but no Sean.

| jumped lack onto the deck and snapped my head around, figuring it was some
practical joke, and Sean would suddenly mate
|l ittle piratind on the side, Tony?5o0

There had to an explanation. Anxiously | scanned thesseling for a waving arm, a
bobbing head. My mind ticked through the other possibilities. The Colleen D had come untied
and drifted three miles down the Piscataqua River and a mile south of its mouth? Without
bumping into something or someone noticing?Ma hedd gotten drunk and
another fisherman to party, leaving Colleen D drifting? Where the hell was he?

If Sean had been aboard the Colleen D, chances were that Lexie was on the Owaissa.

The marine radio had been turned off, and | dlicke t on. 0The Motor Vesse
Mot or Vessel Owai s s a, this is the Colleen D.
startled me, and | nervously | ooked around a
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come in please. o

OEh, tali nogap howdre they bitind? Over. o

oLexie, itds me, Tony. Do you know where

oOWhat are you doing on the Colleen D?6 sh

ol was out fishing and came across her. S
beercansamdio si gn of Sean. Over. o

OWhere are you?b6
oof f Wallis Sands, near Seal Rocks. 1 6m g
ONo, 6 she shouted over the airwaves. O0Not
the Coast Guard, heotlderk.i | Waiytouuntlidll I't hheen .ot
0Okay, 6 | agreed a l|ittle reluctantly.
Desperately my eyes swept the water between the boat and shore for someone
swi mming. But if Sean had fallen overboard,
climbed right back aboarééth Col | een D. The engine hadnodt be:
going anywhere. | | ooked around for a pair o
coming in and our boats were drifting closer
| nosed the two boats away from shore and toward the mouth of the Piscataqua. About a mile
away | could see Lexie and the Owaissa coming out of the river, steaming fast my way. In a
couple of minutes we met.
Lexie gingerly nosed the Owaissa up against thefster Colleen D and jumped

down, a line in her hand and a cigarette clamped in her mouth. A couple of quick loops on the

stern cleat and Lexie glimpsed the rolling b
up her nose at the smell. Althougl had t ol d her he wasndt aboar
She peeked in the forward cabin and pulled b
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smells worse than the Moose on a Sunday morn
OMaybe, 6 | suggested,Nogdast WArtilmgrtad wt, todhvea rw

one of his drinking buddies. 6

olf hedédd gone off with someone, he woul d
Sean woul dndt | eave a boat driftind no matte
Lexie studiedthreoc kpi t. 0Somet hingds not right. o6 Hurr
the instruments, switching them on and off.

ONo, | started it up to move to deeper wa

Lexie pushed ttarottle down and the engine roared, throwing off a big plume of

exhaust that she studied as if looking for a clue. Her gaze dropped to the beer cans swinging

noisily around. o0Sean wasnodot drinking |ike t
Lexie would have known that bettenthame , but the number of be
surprised me. o0Do you know where he was goin
0OTuna fishing, 6 she answered, peering aro

oOMaybe he changed his mind. o
0l dondot think so. Todagsoaas Shepemnfokcta da

drag off her cigarette.

OWe better call the Coast Guard, 6 | sugge
|l ife out there, right now. 6
Lexie didndédt object, and | radioed in our

perched on the stedeck as if she were ready to-tdkdner expression one of confusion and
desperation. She swept her nose with her sleeve.

| sat down next to her. OHeds a pretty ru

there. 6
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Lexieds voicédimidor mod ,ume olsdimmtt slwi mmi ng a
care how muc h sled&ickbdame oftthe entiiies ickadn woul dndt have
overboard on one the cal mest days of the yea
woul dndt haeagti menaddofefvetrlyeradi o. 06

Suicide, | suddenly wondered. We sat without speaking for a few minutes, each lost in
our own thoughts. Why would Sean commit suicide? How? Would he have tied an anchor
around his neck and jumped overboard? The image senttarsiugbrmy body.

FIlicking her butt into the ocean, Lexie b
captainds ticket this winter. o

oCaptain Lexie Butterfield. Sounds good. o

OHeds thinking about buying anecbher boat
finished the sentence.

ONice name. 6 | put my arm around her shou

The Coast -fGoteasped Ousofthelriver andya minute later came alongside.

A mate grabbed hold of the Colleen D with a long boat hook andhplied boats
together.

Holding a clipboard, the captain came over to the gunwale and introduced himself,
0OBosun Mate Thomas Rasmussen. o

We completed introductions, and Rasmussen began filling out his form. Listlessly Lexie
sat quietly, as | answered histjans. A handsome young man of Scandinavian descent,

Bosun Rasmussen was casting appreciative glances at my niece. Even with a splotchy face and
redrimmed eyes, Lexie was a beauty, olive skin, walnut eyes, and ebtagkdfgetlike all
us Parisis

Finally Lexie spoke up. OHeds not swi mmin
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dismissive backhanded swipe at the ocean, as flat and gray as the low blanket of clouds.
0Somet hingds happened to him.o

Appraising all the beer cans spread around thérdsaokissen looked doubtful, but
he wasndét about to ignore an attractive youn
her explanation.

No longer crying, Lexie stared straight at him as she laid out her theory why Sean
coul dnot hadeahdl hadnévegboar of f with friend
nodded understandingly. Pointing at all the
di dndét even | i ke Budweiser. o

Without responding to her suppositions, Rasmussen surveyed the congiématio

boats and said, OWe should get Captain Devli
him. 6 | didndt know whether he said oOocaptain
with Lexie.

| asked Lexie, OWhekl OwausbBa ahRPoright tak

She looked back blankly, her face still splotchy, her mind somewhere else.

olf you |li ke, 6 Rasmussen volunteered quic
behind t he OfwheimstisnadathEhridgdmc oveldd st ar triglgear chi n
away. o

Lexie said nothing, which made me think she thought it was a good idea. | hugged her
goodbye and whispered, none too convincingly, that Sean would be fine.

| heard her muffle a sniffle into my chest.

Climbing into my Whaler, | took a laskiback into the Colleen D. Only empties
littered her deck, not a single unopened can. | could understand why someone who was going

to commit suicide might shut down the engine and turn off the radios. But why, | wondered,
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would a man polish offeverystngilbeer bef ore jumping into Davy

* * *

|l moored our Boston Whaler on Sagamor e
house, and as soon as the boat was secured
liked to impress, and hader brother, a superior court judge, calling Governor Liam Devlin
from her house about his brother missing at sea supplied lots of conversational advantages.
That was part of the cruel, perverse irony of it all. Everyone, my family, my wife, my friends,
somehow thought | was close to the governor, when in truth | feared no one more.

His nomination of me to the superior court a year and a half earlier had surprised
everyone. A few generous souls said his appointment of a young criminal defense attorney,
barely scratching out a living, added some balance teo&toaah court. Others, who
claimed they were in the loop, thought he had used me to flip the bird at the legal elite. By
getting a young inexperienced lawyer with no political connectiongdpbpiaint Devlin had
demonstrated his power as well as his contempt for the legal profession.

But | knew the real reason why, and every time | thought about it, my conscience
pushed a thin cold blade into my soul.

Since at that hour the State House wouiel Iieen closed, | telephoned State Police
dispatch. A security detail of state troopers accompanied the governor everywhere, and they
would know how to reach him. After | told the dispatch operator who | was and explained that
Gover nor De v Imissing & sed, she sald & keepatee phone line open, that the
Governor was in his limousine and would call me right back. In less than a minute the
telephone rang. My tongue turned to cotton batting. Playing with her little girl, Lucy stayed
close by sshe could overhear the call.

Liam Devlinds voice was unmistakabl e, c
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oJudge Tony, whatds this about Sean?bd

Forcing my vocal chords to work, | gave him an abbreviated version of what | had
found. | diidemd6dr meert i banu btesx. O0And | wanted yc
on the news. 6

0Thanks Tony, | had al ways expected this

It surprised me that he had already jumped to the conclusion that Sean was dead. But
realistick | y, wunl ess Sean was off on a bender some
Liam was on the mark. Still, 1 tried to be wu
woul dndt give up hope quite yet.o

ol just know my brathehopeoodweli b tashofeédw
thick with grief.

| passed along my familyds condol ences an

up the receiver.
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Chapter 4

Opal Street
Portsmouth, New Hampshire

Walking up the wheelchair ramp from the breezeway t he ki tchen, | di d

which Jen | would find at home. She was unloading groceries from the canvas bag on her lap

onto a thigkhigh kitchen counter. Seven on the Seacoast, our regional television station,

rumbled in the family room. She took timegerature of my mood with a tentative sidelong

glance.
I n an upbeat voice | asked, OHi, howdre vy
She frowned and her tone was hard. o0Tony,
oSorry, only asking. 6
oYou al ways ask how | 0lsteningfeom ithneegsetsof f | was
tennis, you wouldndt ask 6how I was feeling.
do | feel?d Which, of course, only reminds m
o0oCome on Jen, itodés a finpingadit. of speech, 6 |
oltds | i ke pushing my chair. 1tds another
oMaybe | should go out and come in again.
oOoMaybe you should, 6 she said, more to her
| 6ve been tryipmroeptos afli.mi sh this grant

For about a year Jen had been struggling to start a new career as a freelance writer. Her

accident had ended her previous job as an emergency room nurse. A series of travel articles

about handicaftiendly tourist spots on the seacoast had geresome experience but not

much in the way of money. To justify her laptop and a writing course at UNH, she also did

some grant writing, which paid a lot better. The application she was working on was for a local
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dance ensemble seeking federal fundsderwrite dance programs in the schools.

00Okay, 6 | said. oOLet Gseprsd @irdu saghaua :abanwd.u Y
kind and sweetandgebdo o ki ng and | | ove you very much. I

A crooked grin crepsoagrecisolherhidsaland.0HY
and sweet andél forget the rest,d she teased

0Gobdoking! 6 | prompted, Il eaning down fo
| ooking?d 6O

She pecked mgokinglaedé lave yoodVverg muth. What did you do
today ? 0

oOYou got the message | was going fishing?

Her granitegreen eyes sharpened in reproachful intensity as she nodded that she had.

oWell, I dve got some real bad news. o6 Jend
oDown off Wapéedsi SaodSedanbbDenv|l inds | obster b
and so far no one can find him.o

0Omi god! Sean? | candét believe it.o

0The only thing on the Colleen D was a co
around. | hate to say it, but it looksike got drunk and either fell

oOh that is so terrible. Just when he was

While Jen began preparing dinner, | relat
and my belief that it was probably seicid

OHowds Lexie taking it?d6 Although technic
close as sisters.

ONot good. She cried some, and a Coast Gu

her . 6
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0l should call her. 6 Jendtheditcherefdmther ound t h
family area and dialed the telephone.

| went to clean up and change. For a few seconds | had thought that evening would
start the same way the night before had ended. Despite the previous night or maybe because of
it, Jen was appatnwilling to let it go. | could tell from the groceries, a fancy salad mix, some
kind of fish, and bottle of Pinot Grigio, al
death, my older brother Paul had taken over the market and transformad tipstale
shop. All of Portsmouth shopped there so they could praiselitgdicgality and complain
about the prices at their next dinner party.

Jen was off the phone when | returned. After grabbing a cariioé®@ud brand, it
occurredto me,thatwva o n S @& &plopped down attthe old milking table that was the
centerpiece of our open family room. We had found it at a flea market and used it as the
kitchen table in the house on Gates Street. After stripping it to bare wood, Jen had urethaned it
coat after coat, until it achieved an indestructible utility. Only a few flecks of its original green
paint, trapped in the cracks, had escaped her elbow grease. While Jen finished preparing dinner,
we watched a special campaign report. One of thegavenwmanchors for Seven on the

Seacoast was interviewing a Hollyw@odisome senator, a Democrat from California, who

was running in New Hampshireds first in the
0l thought you said theyrestatingtreid unti |l aft
campaigns, 6 Jen remarked, as she sliced gree
ONot anymore. The primary season is so sh

together after New Hampshireds that the cand
hae a chance. 0

0ltos ridiculous to have to watch them no
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before itds over. o
As if cued by us, the anchor asked the senator why he had started campaigning so early.
0The Democratic Pri mar y,asysuknowdkerycapddateis hi s ye
about even in the polls and in money raised. So New Hampshire is going to play a critical role
i n breaking open this | ogjam. Despite that,
progress and change reaches momnaralvoters in the coming months, we expect to see
that momentum buil d. o
The name of Governor Liam Devlin delivered a sharp stab of conscience, and | turned
back to the television. The hard part was that Liam Devlin had always been willing to help my
family and me. When | was at UNH and short of cash, | could always call his office, and within
an hour someone would call me back with a temporary job at one of the car dealerships to tide
me over, and after graduating, Liam Devlin gave me my first rebihglussel cars. He
encouraged me to attend night law school, helped to arrange my floor schedule around classes
and exams. He even gave me some castoff furniture for my first office, a seconddjwor walk
on a side street in downtown Portsmouth, angkdteeveral cases my way, car repos and
divorcing car salesmen. Surprisingly, most of this was done over the phone or through his
secretary or some other underling. | bet we
meetings, and only two or three of ¢hwasre what | would call conversations.
Jen broke into my thoughts. O0This guy is
Smoothasstoteought bread, the senator said, o0Ye
very highly and not only in New Hampshirerevhes approval ratings are at near stratospheric
levels, but also throughout the country. If he decides to support a candidate, they will clearly
enjoy a distinct advantage. 6 The Senator mug

wat chi ndNew Halmpséeniirem for another three days,
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anytime. o
The anchor and the senator chuckled.
Jen said, oOoOWas he born sleazy, or do you
0Senator, wedve hear d Rrdsidentigl oandidaten Wauld me nt i o
you care to comment on that?§6
o0oBe happy to. |1 d6ve met with Governor Devl
him. He would have to be on any serious cand
nomi neesertdedsy on minel!é
ol f he were to endor sespymotu,omwoywd wdr ytoiuc lod tf,
The answer sounded practiced. oWell, he h
of fered him the positionrnight Inowadly canodt
oYou want to click that off?060 Jen nodded
ready. O
She wheeled out of the kitchen and into the family room. In her lap a big tray held a
summer salad and two plates of Sole Véronique, cloakexhm aamce and surrounded by
pale green grapes.
* * *
| had developed the habit of finding a bunch of things | needed to do near bedtime.
Weary of waiting up for me, Jen would retire first. After a while it became obvious to both Jen
and me what | was dointhat night | had a pretty good reason to stay up late. My beloved Red
Sox were in the ALCS. Jen left at the end of the sixth inning, but was still awake when | crawled
into bed. She pushed herself my way and curled up against me. Hesitantly | puean arm
her, and she moved closer and pecked my cheek.

oWho won?h¢6
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ORed Sox. Came back in the eighth. 6

OYou must be happy. oo

oYeah, 6 | answered warily.

She sighed and shifted against me. o0Poor
somepl ace?5d6

oUnle®s dn a major binge, | doubt it, 6 |

oDo you think there might be, you know, f

Hearing my private thoughts out | oud sl ow
seconds | ater, | asked, oDid you know Seanos
ol waguweldember you telling meéa | ong ti me
oWe were just kids, but it makes you at |

Jen drifted off to sleep, but my mind kept leaping from Sean Devlin to Liam Devlin,
flipping from concern for a friend to theaithery of his brother, from wondering what might
have happened to Sean to worrying about what his brother might have in store for me. For
years Liam Devlin had haunted my nights like a malevolent ghost. Now his brother had come

to join him.
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Tuesday
Chapter5

Wi dow Buehl er os
Orchard Street
Portsmouth, New Hampshire
My bailiff Lionel LaCasse, or LL as everyone called him, after a long career as a state
trooper, joined court security. Because we started our new careers within days of each other, he
had beenssigned to me. Although according to him it was the other wayhattoeyntiad
assigned the rookie judge to him. Almost immediately he began bumming rides to court. To
provide dootto-door security he assured me. | bought it hook, line, and sinkerirBg the t
figured out his real motivdelonious parsimofiyi t was t oo | ate. Wedd bec
enough friends that | was quite happy to pre
LLds apartment was on the seStredhahlyd | oor of
couple of blocks fr om iSowrsedbyBwomaniheréferredteas si on
OWi dow Buehl er . ¢ -sAt airli vgeawaayg € ,e dgesraldl la pownlel ed i
Cadillac, washed and polished every weekend with probabtyileesstban my twgearold
Saturn, permanently occupied the garage. Wi d
parked in the open, exposed to elements.
0So0, 6 he announced, as he squeezed his bu
youthrewSen Devlin overboard, drank all his beer.
LL picked up my Coastal Courier and snapped it open. Another perquisite he took for granted.
Sean Devlindés disappearance hadtheteeen al |l
had been no mention of me. That LL knew | was the one who discovered the Colleen D and
about the empty beer cans didndt surprise me

ground and its small mesh captured even the slimmest of rumors.
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While LLperused my newspaper, | described the condition of the Colleen D: no full
beer cans and the engine and all the electri
somet hing odd about that?d6 | finished up.

| had good reason to hope LL might have songefinsi i nt o Seands di sap|
the last half of his thirty years in the State Police LL had commanded the Major Crimes Unit,
which investigated every murder in New Hampshire and other assorted sensational crimes. The
State Police spokesman on almasiyevajor murder, his rugged Gallic features had been in
the foreground of television news stories for years. | had never faced him as a lawyer. My bread
and butter had been DWIs, kids caught with drugs, and nickel and dime burglaries. But | knew
attorneysvhose clients he had nailed. They loved the challenge of going up against him. He
could scare the bejesus out of their client one day and then charm the pants off a jury the next.

It was said that LL, without raising his voice, could coax a confessfamtutrhan and

freeze a melee with a command. Buried deep in his personnel file were other, less flattering
stories that kept him out of the higher echelons of the State Police. Probably it was just as well.
For someone sworn to uphold the law, LL détledfor rules.

oOHe got drunk and drowned, 6 LL answered c

* * *

That evening when | ar r-upCandro With nséat tifes om wor
and apropos-Syanibtt wycklealt ¢ h eo X rager Parked behindo my s
it was a Geo Metro that | didndét recogni ze.
from the breezeway to the kitchen, still damp with perspiration from her workout. | smelled
cigarette smoke as soon as | opened the kitcberdeio was at the milking table, and Lexie
and another woman were seated on the couch.

house, theydd hidden their cigarettes, and |
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0Tony, 6 Lexie nearl y shabaouseand Susan ®unche one tr
him. o

0OYoubre Susan?dé6 | asked the stranger.

0Susan McFarland, 6 Lexie answered for her
house, and a guy was there when she got home

Susan wor e a Yok e wdssa bitwoa fight foreher subfiguwenHef or m t h
face, as soft and round as her physique, was ashen and lifeless. Dark smudges filled the hollows
underneath her eyes. Her upturned face and dutiful smile were her only greeting.

0Sorry we have tcormeetstamadaers.tOtheés wanted t
back. Reassurances that Sean would turn up okay rang pretty hollow at that point, while

condolences still seemed a bit premature.

oTony, 6 Lexie repeated, Osomeone broke in
0l heardkegduSwsdn,a 0l assume youdre all ri
oYes, | dm fine, thanks. o

oDid you call the police?6 | asked Lexie.
0Susan did before she called me. Some cop

Since nothing was mi ssi ngbecamemodeiindistedttherseem ve

tone more pressured. O0Tony, this has somet hi
oWhat did the policeman say?bo
ol tried to tell him it was somehow conne
The cop kept telingme howburgr s read obituaries, but that |
robbing the house of a guy | ost at sea. 0

ol gather they didnoét catch him. 6

Susan shook her head no.
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Lexie said, o0l told you, he raced out

OYou s awkedSusaP.0 | a

oOnly from the back, and only for a secon
0Could you identify him?¢6

ONo, 6 she answered softly, o0l never saw h

OHe was carrying a cardboard carton, 0
oOWhat did he take?6

Again Lexieanswee d, ONot hing that we could see.

valuable old silver and shit hanging around,

oDid you search the house?0

OHave you ever been in that place?06 Lexi e

More cal mly SBuss aan heuxgpel ahionuesde. aonfd t he Devl

stuff . o
OAnd who knows what was in that box, o

OAny sig#ann@i & ks&aki. OAny doors or wi

oOYou dondt have to break in toksget in
anything. Anybody could waltz in. |1 donodt

0l have to start dinner,é Jen interrupted

ONo, thank you, 6 Susan replied, o0l have

OAnd I d6m goingtt Seanhédyg, @i Llexi kemi ped up,

Susan company. 6 Standing in front of Jen
few cigarettes.
| walked them out to their cars and moved mine into the garage. When | returned Jen

had bgun preparing dinner. | grabbed a Bud from the refrigerator.
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0That burglar had to have taken something

OWhat do you mean?d

0That box must have had something valuabl
on the spot and run | ike hell . 6

* * *

That night when Jen came to bed, she slid over into the crook of my shoulder and

sighed contentedly. Moving slightly to get c

me physically wunattractive? | mean, do my | e
ONo, no, 6 Itoangwerc&kdy and too defensively
been beautiful. 6 | thought back to the first

at UNH, and how alluring and unattainable she had seemed to me back then.

oWel | ,i twhéat i s

o0l donot know, 6 | sighed.

oltdéds not I|ike | sexwually gave up on you
oYeah, 6 || admitted gquiltily.

0l s there someone el se?0

0God no. Dondt even think that. o6 That was
coul dnot $sayYyndhectfassadymy mind.

She waited. oOWhat then?o0

It was my turn to pause. 0ltds this baby
|l ong to adjust to your accident. And |1 dm not
the entire truth, but would have to do.

0That ds bullshit. We could have been havi

pill four months ago. | knew it was difficult for you after the accident, and | was patient. |
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assumed youdd come ar ooundd.boButonwiltiney,ou 0Oint &dsa
goofidso

ONo,fAJeno

ONo |l onger desirable in your eyes. Oh sur
always jumping up to get me something or worrying about my health or pushing my wheelchair
like | was your motherinanugsn home. 6 Oh poor Tony, heds so0
she mimicked.

0Come on Jen, |l etdés talk about this in th

OHurt too much?d6d she demanded. o0l magine h
surprise, but a lot of men are happily haargvith paraplegics. Screwing away every day and
enjoying it!o

Abruptly, she rolled away from me. Our bed was beginning to feel like a battleground,
with no mands | and in the middle. | heard a

Il |l oved her, the wageshbawa@sWhWhygoobdhdnhd
that? And what was the matter with me? She was still gorgeous, a willing partner, a wonderful

wife. | searched the ceiling for answers.
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Wednesday
Chapter 6

Rockingham County Superior Court
Brentwood, New Hampshire

A contested divorce that the lawyers had guaranteed would last all day petered out by
lunchtime, and | had the whole afternoon to write the decree. | was facing the computer in
mid-sentence when the telephone buzzed.

It was Margaret, second deputy clerkeoRibckingham County Superior Court for
overthirtyf i ve years. O0Thereclhimsoabgoyongr womaceheér s
announced in a voice that flaunted her position. Margaret had been the bane of my existence as
a lawyer. Her attitude had not dehafter my elevation to the bench with two exceptions: she
addressed me as o0Judge, 6 and instead of bein
back.

oMargaret, do you think she is just o6cl ai

actuallyimy ni ece?090

oJudge, do you want me to send her down?5¢
oOnly if youdre certain sheds not an i mpo
oYou can go down, Miss, o0 | heard her say

supercilious as ever. | shook my headtartéd down the hall.

Dressed in a yellow fewkather jacket, jeans, and Birkenstocks, Lexie looked as if she
had just finished the forward watch in a tor
man at fiftyfive, he was glibly deliveringnsoline as he ceremoniously escorted her toward my
chambers. Lexiebs face, although politely tu

when she saw me. Unable to finish, LL frowned.
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0l s everything al/l right?é | asked.

Her expression tightenedo a scowl . oO0Yeah, peachy. 6 She

Uninvited LL followed, his eyes pinned to
with your coat, 6 he asked for reasons that h
could answer Lhad his hands on the shoulders of her rain jacket.

0Thanks, 6 Lexie said without |l ooking at L
OM. V. Owaissadé clung to the -moothedfora her | eft
moment, LL stood there with train jacket.

oWhat, are you going to hold her coat all

He gave me a sour look and, still holding her dripping rain gear, seated her in a chair
across the desk from me. Lexieds boyishly sh
from her face.

Assuming a kindly mien LL |l ooked on in ea
ddil could tell right away from the scowl dir
and, without closing the door, took a position in the hall Ekeirme$ guarding my chambers.

With LL protecting me | had nothing to fear from pretty women or gossips.

Lexiebs eyes zeroed in on me, and her wor
find Sean. Everyoneds madeoiup thei €Comieds Dh
tellind you, he didndt. Does it occur to the
connected to his disappearance? Nooo!dé She f
jeans pocket and without asking, withakitg for an ashtray, and in direct defiance of the
Indoor Smoking Act, lit up. Taking a deep drag, she paused, whether to collect her thoughts or
to i mpress me with the gravity of what she w

about hi m. 6
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| 8d wondered too about Sean. oOo0What do you

0l donét know, but whatever happened was
hands hard onto the desk. The tip of ash broke off, and she absently swept it away.

| kept seeingthes empti es rolling around the deck ¢
LL into this. You know he was a crackerjack

o0Yeah. o

oLL, 6 | <called out, pretending for Lexieb
bounced back into nthambers, probably having overheard everything. | pointed to a chair.
oOLexi e doesndt think Sean Devlin drowned. Sh

oWhat makes you think that?6 he asked eag
know what he was eager about.

She warted with the burglary, which LL already knew about, and then went back to the
Coll een D. 00n Sunday hrethetOwaisda hadeottips at I f Mon
scheduléil he was going out to Pigeon Hill after tuna. The Japs are paying top dollar for fres

whole tuna, the better the condition, the higher the price. Mark Richmond got six big ones for a

little bluefin | ast month. o

oDo you know what time he | eft?5¢6

0OSusan, Seands girlfriend, 6 Lexie explain
mean.Sheasi d he | eft the house early Monday morni

hand for emphasis, ash from her cigarette scattered onto the opened file and case books.

00Oops, sorry, o6 she apologized and kmbad h a qui

she shrugged and searched for an ashtray. LL
|l handed her my coffee mug. OHere, use th
oYou want me to put it out?d6 she asked, r
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ONo, go ahead oand aflikreids ht oi tt.h eHaCweasyt Guard
OAround midmorning, but they didndt know
with the Coast Guard. Hell, every time he goes by one of their boats, he gets on the
| oudspeaker and asks if theydre in distress.
OWhat abpati tba?6
o0l called Sweets Malloy just before | <cal
theydre investigating the burglary, but that

even bother looking for him. No one gives a damn exasph and me. | even called his

brother. 6 Lexie |l ooked over to see my reacti:
bot hered to return my call. Probably could c¢
OHow about we take another | ook at the Co

OAtthe Coast Guard Station. Theydre hol dincg
friggind trophy. o

| found the number for the station and dialed. The Chief Bosun Mate had been in
Kiwanis with me before | quit. After going through a young man withadficeal voice and
excellent telephone manners, the Chief informed me that they were searching as best they could
given the weather . Al-dpshbadbeen notfiediamdasaledmd f i s he
been posted on channel 16, the distress ¢imaomiéored by fishermen and commercial boats.
Standard stuff for a person suspected of bei
boat.

ol have to clear it with Governor Devlinbd
governcerrdsanbdr catlH , they asked me as a matter
you right back. o

Lexie extracted her cigarette pack. | lifted an eyebrow.
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00Oh yeah, | forget. o6 She stuffed the pack

unlit cigaree.
oOLousy weather, o6 | said, passing ti me.
o0Yeah, even the | obstermen came in early

We chatted for a couple more minutes when
the Coast Guard to tat kwool gowod Makgamett g al

0Tell him he can talk to me. o

olf you say so, 6 she answered haughtily.

oCome on down, 6 he said.

OWedl |l be t Heirvee immi naubtoeust. 6f olr tsyt ood up.

0Ol 6m sure youdre very upsreandtieJuddeheseai d t o
can bring me home. 0

| knew he wasndt worried a whit about Lex
with her and pray for a miracle. Or manufacture one.

0Sheds quite capable of driving herself. o

Giving me a dirty look, he helgeat on with her raincoat, his big hands smoothing out
the shoulders and back. | made a copy of my unfinished order, stuffed it and the divorce file
into my briefcase, and headed out. As | passed Margaret, | informed her that | was leaving.

Glancingupatte c¢cl ock, showing ten to two, she p
on Monday?5¢d

oYes, 0 | snapped back.

00hdé she said as snidely as she dared.

oWhat a bitch,d6 | muttered under my breat
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Chapter 7

U.S.C.G. Station
New Castk Island

The rain slammed into the windshield as we headed east toward Portsmouth; the wipers
flapped uselessly against the onsl aught. Wit

downpour.

OWhat possesses you toke hyomk tthatt isthe daf g

00Ol der men have a special allure, 6 he rep

oMaybe for the pigeons in Prescott Park.o

Stopped for a red |ight at a shopping cen
toomuhh t hat doesndt make sense. The burglary.

beer? Everything on the boat turned off? Wha

drink every | ast ounce of beer, and then f al
0l 6d Bayresesponded, o0and right now a bunch
IgnoringhisFrenec@Banadi an ancestry, LL pronounced oObuf

New Castle Island was located at the mouth of the Piscataqua River. We traveled over
theseries of causeways and bridges that connected it to Portsmouth. On our left the river
brooded as darkly as the | ow heavy c¢clouds. O
first graveyard, sitting on a low knoll next to the bay. Ancient toetbsfalark slate and
yellowed limestone were scattered about. No formal rectangular grid there; first come, first
served must have been the standard for plot selection. Low spreading oaks and maples, old
enough to have been pdmarg tastdnebrigglddreow Cast | eds

The cemetery made me think of Sean. oLL,

decl ared dead?56
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OAfter one year, 06 he answered, savoring t
with the answer to a legal question.

oDo téireyhaewe a funeral before the year s

He thought for a second. ol dll tell you o
in Farmington that disappeared, oh, probably ten years ago now. We suspected the parents but
coul dndt pr oke ha sl ihceka.dd LWOLT hsehyo hel d a memor i a
reporters came on the same day. 6

The north and east sides of New Castle formed a right angle, around which, the
Piscataqua curled south. Old capes and colonials, white with black shuttergedvere stuf
together along a prerevolutionary cart path, now Route 1B, which wound among the rock
outcroppings. At the corner of the island, w

The Coast Guard Station sat on Fort Point, a bony finger that afforded thedSs¢atiob i ¢
tower an unobstructed view back up the Pisca
mouth and the North Atlantic. A long stone pier ran parallel to the point. At the end of it, as
Lexie had complained, the Colleen D was tightly fastened.

Ony two cars were parked in the visitorsd
gray sedan bristling with official looking antennas. Sitting in her car, Lexie was finishing a
cigarette. She flicked it onto the pavement and got out. In the middlpafihsula hunkered
the Coast Guard Station, a squat, goverrigge, brick building. As we hustled across the
expanse of asphalt toward it, wividpped drizzle stung our faces.

The skipper of the Coast Guard thiagter, holding a State Departmeiaed black
umbrella, came out from the station the mome
Mat e Thomas Rasmussen. The Chief asked me to

As we gathered under the umbrella, | had the sneaking suspicion that Rasmussen had
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found a wayat finagle this assignment.
oLetds go have a |l ook at her, 6 | suggeste
Budweiser beer cans still littered her deck, and even in the rain the sour smell of stale
beer still lingered.
LL went right to the stern. OHwomngdo you g
at the chromed cap flush with the stern deck.
Reaching down underneath the port deck beam, Lexie unhook¢danged key
tied to a long cord. oOHere you go. 6
LL unscrewed the cap. First he sniffed and then tried to peer down the fuelipipe. Lex
reached back under the deck beam and drew out a wooden stick about the length of a yardstick
with evenly spaced notches. She tapped the b
inserted the stick and withdrew it from the tank. Damp discaiaktiost reached the top.
oWhat do you think, Lexie?0
Lexie studied the measuring stick. o0Doesn
While we watched, LL picked up four or five of the beer cans, studied their tops, and
poured the residue of beer onto the deck. Asmalmount came out of each
can find a half full or unopened can?déd he di
Rasmussen, Lexie, and | began to pick up the beer cans one by one. LL went into the
forward cabin, checking the Budweiser cans that littered the floor in there.
oTony, 6 he hollered. | peered into the ca
cloth covered cushions. Liquid oozed from around his fist. Lifting his hand, LL licked the back
of his knuckles. o0OBeer, 0 he decl ared.
| squeezed i nt cetottaste | couldsee that thd twoctusliiomdwere h a v

soaked with beer. Rasmussen and Lexieds head
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oDid he often soak his cushions in beer?5¢6

She wasndt amused. o0l told yywyug d she excl

o0Dondét go jumping to conclusions, o6 LL war
this.o

We all moved back onto the deck.

oDid you check all the beer cans?06 LL ask

OAl'l the ones we could find, 6 Rasmussen a

0Search ever ypolnmaecteh.i nMja yebles et.héer ed s s

While LL poked around the console, Rasmussen walked up to the bow and Lexie went
back into the cabin. As she banged open cupboards and tossed fishing tackle, equipment
manuals, tide books, silverware, and plastic plates onto the flaamdilhis head in
reproachful resignation.

At the stern | opened a large green Coleman ice chest secured by bungee cords to the
deck. Floating on melted ice was ausel, black lunch bucket. Opening it, | lifted out a
plastewr apped s andewiSehan odLiodonkdst Imakke it to | unch
sandwich.

Lexie launched herself out of the cabin, stopping as suddenly as she had started. Seeing
Seands lunch pulled her emotional plug, and
the bow tostand next to her but was at a loss on how to console her. Setting down the lunch
box, | stepped over and put my arm around he

In a minute or so her crying subsided. When she wiped her nose and eyes with the
sleeve of haain jacket, | fished out my handkerchief and handed it to her. Lexie gave it a solid
blow.

OWhy dondt you head on home and get some
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Too worn out to disagree, she nodded assent.
ol dl'l drive you, 6 Rasmussen ettirngatogai n vo
mileage out of this tragedy. Reopening the umbrella, he stepped up on to the pier, and waited

for Lexie. She hugged me and then joined him under the umbrella.

From the pier above us, she called down,
OAbwstod!l y, 6 I glumly answer ed.
LL glanced at me, a playful grin dancing
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Chapter 8

Portsmouth Police Station

Back in the car LL said wialitlegpowwaggi sh sm
betweenyouandoneo my f avorite cops, the great Sweet :
see. How about asking for his advice on | ega
runi N with the head of the PortsmouthmPolice L
stonily. 0Okay, okay, something a |ittle | es
my i magination, but have you |l ost weight?6 0

[ had known FrankIlin Sweet water Mal | oy, P
kid, roaming the streetseaft my dadods mar kceldred médoisedal. A mahog

stuffed into a blue uniform, Sweets had been an unforgettable sight pounding his beat. Whether
it was the sheer bulk of him or his color, so exotic and impenetrable, Sweets terrified us as
teenags.

In lot of ways | admired him. He was a good cop, one of the better ones, smart, honest,
and hardworking. Less rigidity and more compassion would have improved the model, but his
decency and kiie-book fairness offset those shortcomings. For Sweetsrttlevas split, as
if by a maul, into two distinct groups, good and evil. Between the two sides, there was no
bl urring, no |l ack of clarity. Either he didn
them. He never saw the good in some criminat @vihin some ostensibly {alwding
person. No, according to Sweets, there were good people and bad people. And once you
crossed over to the side of the bad, there was no going back. You were beyond the reach of
redemption.

| had learned that lesson fr@weets himself. When | first hung out my shingle, he had
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extended a helping hand, showing me some of the ropes. He had even sent over a few paying
client§i hopeless losers, but still they brought in a couple of bucks. That honeymoon lasted

until a black tsketball player from UNH had been accused of date rape. He was a savvy, street
smart kid from New Jersey, and before he eve
witnesses, nice kids, fresh faces, innocent voices, who all placed him it @edijffere the

night of the rape. | managed to get the DNA test suppressed on technical grounds, although

the results clearly showed my client had been the rapist. The jury, unaware of the test results,

believed the | ies o fandfioynd foinh notguilty6 s young conf e
I n the hall after the verdict Sweetsd rou
could you put on that parade of I|iars?déd he s

| was shocked. | thought Sweets was a pro, that he understood our different roles and
howte game was played. o0oSweets, |1 dve got a dut

oYour duty doesndét include encouraging a
snapped.

Sweet sdé rage was beyond reason, and | tri
eyesbl ging white with fury. Then | said someth
got your job to do, | dve got mine. Today, |

oYou I|little shit,o6 he spat. 01 dm going to

And he did. Sweets filed a formal comiplath the Professional Conduct Committee
for knowingly adducing perjured testimony. At the committee hearing the same alibi witnesses
testified again, this time for me. Each vouched that they had never privately told me anything
different from what thegstified in court. Since there was no proof that | knew that the kids
were lying, even though the DNA evidence suggested that | did, the Board dismissed the

complaint.
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During my judicial appointment process, the Executive Councilor from the seacoast
mentioed that complaint, and | have always figured Sweets as the source. But | was confirmed
and willing to | et the matter go. | knew Swe
and, despite his flaws, everyone knew the best detective in Pdit$raodtiowm was
Commander Franklin Sweetwater Malloy.

* * *

We told the dispatcher who we were and waited while she handled several radio calls
before she tried Sweets.

0oStraight through, take the stairs, then
before buzzing us through the door.

Portable light blue panels divided the back of the second floor into workspaces. Each
cubicle was furnished with a gray laminate deskfim&tald storage cabinets, and
bookshelves, all surprisingly neat and tidy. Fachiisep, wakized scheduling calendars, and
posters decorated the panels. Other than a plainclothes officer at the end of the row of cubicles,
it was deserted and quiet.

Tucked serenely intothefae f t corner was Sweettled carr el
entire floor to his right, while a window on his left looked out onto South Mill Pond.

0Guess you can tell whods top dog in this
room. In a surreptitious show of agreement, LL nodded his head slightly.

Afterspotting us Sweets didndt bother gettin
his desk. He was dressed in a steet/ed blue shirt, gray slacks, and-Siasgeblack
Reeboks. His fleshy waist flowed over the arms of his sestydgaswivel chairhile his rear
end drooped over its upholstered seat.

Catching me staring, he benevolently patt
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have to pass the physical anymore. 6

He motioned to the two seats across the desk from him, and we sat down under a

gl ossy poster of a heavily armed Uncle Sam a
Il ntentionally | ooking at his watch, Sweets |
privilege?06

LL gave him a sharp gl ancehabnoloveldst dnodt t ak
either. LL had once failed to get a conviction in a tough murder case out of Portsmouth.
Afterward the Portsmouth P.D., pulling some political strings, received permission from the
Attorney General 6s Of f i igationd, effecivaelyrsloutirgout i t s o wn

LLds team, the Major Crimes Unit.

As a bailiff LL never paid attention to t
times, 6 he would dismissively state. o0l know
that courtroom, including you.déd However, whenece

recorded all their mistakes, real and perceived, recounting them at every recess to anyone who
would listen.

Starting the ball rol laibmpaut ISeaai dDevd Wealdls,
di sappearfance and theo

oLost at sea. Coast Guardodés responsibilit
a bureaucratic refrain.

0Thereds a bunch of odd things. A burglar
outwithabox, but nothing appears to be missing a

Sweets scoffed and tipped further back in his chair. | recounted the absence of any full
beer cans, the cushions soaked with beer, the engine and all the instruments being off, and

Lexbhbeldisef t hat , because of Susan, Sean wasnot
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didndét take a noteéor much interest.
When | finished, he waited, looking at me, as if he were expecting something more.
owell , well, well , vy slowifydutw bavegotenoughtinednu si nes

your hands to go out and invent your own little difveater whadonei t . 6 The way Swe

sneered oyour honor, 6 it sounded | ike the fi
| refused to let him get under my skin and made anotlset ab at a truce. 0
wor se, wedOve known each other a |l ong time, |
ol prefer 6dyour honor.o86 | need to keep re

Slowly, with some menace, LL stood up to his full height and} Veittking at

Sweets, said, o0Thatodés enough Judge, | etds ge
oYeah, it must be two drinks past your ha
hard. He swung forward in hi sbbiogm@undwith oLi st en
the judge, doesndét cut any shit with me. o
LL turned, | eaned over the desk, and with

Judge came over here to give you some information, which you lazy bastards, if you had
cleaned the doughnu gl aze off your fingers, could have
Sweets had risen out of his seat and shoo
shit with me, LaCasse. Youdve got noebusines.
his ample gut shook with agitation.
Hearing the commotion, the officer on the other end of the floor was hurrying over.
Sheepishly Sweets waved him off. After pulling up his pants and rearranging his shirt, without
much improvement, he settled baak m$ toesmall chair and motioned for LL to sit down
too. Defiantly LL leaned back against the window, his face still flushed, his eyes still snapping.

Without any apology and as if nothing had happened, Sweets said, looking directly at
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LL like this wassne coggjo-c op di scussion, oOoLook LL, wedre d

the hiring freefzieataieantcandott hremlexde btulgrmt . We
extra shifts. Wedre doing the bdostbgoare can wi
And even if | thought there was some connection betweenthavttvo ¢ h ill taw@émn ot

got the men or the interest to get involved. Right now everything points to a man who either
fell or jumped overboard, and a man lost at seaisth&@oast d 8s pr obl em, not
He paused for a moment and then, | ooking
same thing if it was Sean Devlinds brother,
was directed at my relationship withthergove r . | di dndét respond.
oYeah, but the Coast Guard hasndt secured
was so interested in,6 LL said, sounding 1|ik:
OAnd his big br ot thegoverhar. & this turnsstut to beasgmeteing t o b e
more, you may regret sitting on your hands. 0
ol candét change that, even if | wanted to

the Coast Guard to i mpound the oByatt.h®e Snwaget d

|l i ke hell you didnoét disturb anything on tha

0Of course not, 6 LL Iied.

Sweets |l ooked over at me. o0Judge, | Kknow
back. Sheds been calling here about him. 6

0l know, 6 ol rseamid ds tSemereltys tt hat | was wel |
treated.

He | ooked up but appeared wunruffled. ol &l
your case LL. Don6ét go making an alp out of

OWedreddlonassured him. | got wup to | eave.
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his phone as if we had already left. And without anybgesgdwe did.
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Chapter 9

Owaissa Boat Dock
Portsmouth

LL was doing a slow burn saspevref dredttorny eod e
nice eveningo6 elicited only an wunintelligibl
behind us, LLO&6s fuse reached its end. 0The S
Shoving his battered hat down on his heddhausting his hands deep into his raincoat

pockets, LL stormed to the car.

Once inside, LL continued, still |l athered
fl oor . Hedd be rolling around up there right
OHedsl gmst aa hundred pounds on you. Youdd

who gives twofer discounts. o
LL snorted his response.
At an intersection a few blocks from the police station, | waited for an opening in the

beginning of rush hour traffic.

oYou twantook at t he Owaissa and Seands tru

OAfter that | ecture. | dondt think so.0

OFuck Malloy. I f they havendt secured the
going to do is | ook around. We wondt touch a

0l suppose so.0 | flicked the blinker arm
of Portsmouthds ol dest streets. Capes, col on

Narrower lanes, Pickering, Hunking, and Gardner, pitched off thevake:t on the right.
Lightly kneading his ear, LL gazed out the window as if preoccupied, but | knew better.

On our left was Gates Street, and a few doors up was the small colonial that Jen and | had
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purchased shortly after we married. Whenever Llpaadsls ed by Gates Street
paralysis came up in conversation, LL buried the subject in either chatter or silence. Today, it
was silence.
I n the parking | ot above the -fewpidkupsads do
Three lobster traps and theipes were stacked in its bed. A couple efiéilen drywall pails
and a bunch of Coors cans littered the floor.
LL went to the passenger side door and peered in. Joining him, | looked over his
shoulder. The cab floor was a rubbish bin: more empty €os; a couple of Coastal
Couriers, and fast food wrappers. A stack of cardboard advertising posters and a box of
brochures occupied the passenger seat. PocketBank slips and Powerball tickets were scattered
across the dash. The truck was unlocked. Evidgn t hi eves were not one
Opening the door, LL began poking through the trash on the floor.
ol thought you said we wouldno6ét touch any
0l said we woul dn &t hedastaredatrthie intefinoyi tsh ianl gr,e aadnyd
a mess. o0
0l 6m going down to the boat, 6 | said, not
somet hing down there. o
At the dock the M.V. Owaissa looked as forlorn as the Colleen D. A chain link fence
and locked gate kept me from boarding her. The Piscataquladsaisisty, and even close to
shore flotsam rushed past the end of the dock. Memorial Bridge was a blur of cars shuttling
back and forth between Portsmouth and Kittery, Maine. | glimpsed a man on the bridge
looking my way with binoculars. As soon aavaére looking back, he smifisciously
lowered the binoculars and continued on with his walk. On the far shore a lobster boat flitted

from lobster buoy to lobster buoy. Not his day job, | thought. Any real lobsterman, if he had
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even bothered to go outtimat monsoon, would have finished hours earlier.

|l sl oshed back through the puddles to Sea
passenger seat, the door opened and his feet
Obut there was omo meteh ibmg dgter. @&n g

o0You al ways think that bridge is weird. Y

| pressed my lips into a frown. As kids we never ventured onto Memorial Bridge after
midnight. Even my parents gave credence to the myth (probably only to frightestaysimto
on the New Hampshire side of the Piscataqua at night) that somebody named Finnan had died
falling off the bridge many years ago, and his spirit supposedly still roamed its green girders,
pushing the daring or the unwary into the river. Nonséweseyse, but foolishly | had once
mentioned the | egend of OFinnanés Flopo6 to L
hedd say things |ike, OoOWould you feel better
can go back. o

Not even noticing miyown, LL intently perused a wallet checkbook.

OFind anything?6 | asked.

Carefully he returned the checkbook to the glove box, which overflowed with a jumble
of invoices, tools, and a box of Camel filte
enphasis and smiled expectantly. OExcept that
a comfortable $312,000, give or take a few dollars, and every month in the neighborhood a total
of twenty to twentfive thousand smackers was deposited irdodosint, but no deposit was
ever more than ten thousand. o

oWow, maybe | should give up judgind and
could be my first mate. o

oltédd be a promotion, 6 said LL dryly. He
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ca, on a small spiral notepad he always carried, LL started to write in his deliberate manner. His

penmanship, albeit slower than molasses, was a credit to the nuns.

Whil e waiting to get back out onto Market
asked.

0The checking account number . 0

0The Devlins have got money coming out of

0Then why keep all the deposits to under

0l dondt know. Privacy? Coincidence?9

oOWhat about drugs?5o6

0ODrugs?6 | protested.

oltdd be i mweérédsting to find

We were stopped at a red light. Right would take us back through town to our house in
West Portsmouth, where Jen would be waiting.

mist softened the air. In the west the clouds were lifting and Igyidront of the setting

sun.
oLL, why dondét you come over for a drink

for a change, and I dm sure Jen has enough di
oNaw, | have a very nice dinner planned. 0

oOYeah, home ma d eperigadian last Jahuary. Is thai a good vittage for
your goul ash?¢d

With a satisfied smile, LL sniffed the air and patted his stomach like a gourmand at a
banquet.

ol f youdd rat her s uc k-oldgoulash byl youtsalfype wwh i s k ey

guest . 6
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oWho says 186l1 be dining alone?060 he repli
beverage and main course.

Giving up, | turned |l eft and headed for L
LL6s face all the wagpaton?&ayeebotrA smil e of vict

OWhods the lucky Il ady tonight?5¢

LL lifted his chin and arched his eyebrows suggestively.

LL had al ways carried the reputation of a
legends in the State Police, stories that were pagsed woop to troop, from training
officer to trainee, to amuse and educate. The best | ever heard was when LL went to
Washington, D.C., to receive a national law enforcement award and instead picked up a rookie
cop working undercover as an expensivétptesNot only did he con her out of arresting
him, he persuaded her to meet him in the hotel bar after her shift ended. From there he
smoothtalked her into spending the night.

A few of his other exploits, like being caught in the back seat of éisigttuian
attractive child abuse officer, weighed down
death from cancer several years earlier, LLO
could tell, at one time or another, he had beed tinleeremarkable percentage of the

divorcees on the seacoast.

We reached Widow Buehl er 60s, and as LL exi
make of al | this?6
ONothing yet, but as full of beer as Sean

tomorrow or the next. By Thursday or Friday someone will have spotted his bloated body

floating out there. Then wedll know a | ot mo
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Thursday
Chapter 10

Rockingham County Superior Court

| took the luncheon recess at my normal time, tivettye After sigimg some orders
that had been left on my desk, | went down to the Probate Court on the first floor. Rhoda
Sherman, Deputy Register of Probate, greeted me at the counter.

ORhoda, do you suppose you can get me the
Devl i n?6

Rhoda thumbed through a card catalogue a

where Sean Devlin fell overboard,d she remar
761268, Patrick Devlin. 18l be right back wi

0Coul dGpuwerget Walter Devlinds file too?
here. o

oSure, should be right here.dé She riffled
Walter Ignatius Devlin,#43 4. 1 61 1 go get them. o

oThanks. 0

Folded in thirds and dry witige, the records cracked noisily as | read them. Governor
Walter Devlin died on November 20, 1954, survived by his only son Patrick. He bequeathed his
summer home on Little Boars Head, the mansion on Middle Street, asidunitieysand
dollars in bondsstocks, and bank accounts, to Patrick.

Patrick Devlin died on July 18, 1976, survived by his wife, Liam and Sean, and his
daughter Colleen. He left the Middle Street property and its furnishings to Sean and a car

dealership to Liam. Everything @ldee simmer house, approximately seventy thousand in

stocks, and few thousand more in bank acéohetbequeathed to Liam in trust for the
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benefit of his mother and Colleen.
As | was refolding the files, Skye Wheele
bi ngs you down here?d she asked amiably.
o0Oh, nothing really, only curiosity.o

OHowds Jen?b6

0Sheds fine, thank you. 6

oWedl |l have to get together one of these
oDevlins?é¢

o0l have to say, | aédwhegts thohghtt hhe ©Deat .

probate files on the table.
oMaybe graft didndt pay as well as we all
o0oGuess not, 6 | agreed. OAre there any tru

00Only thefouarcCoil deehi @ While rearranging

watch.
o0l havendt seen her around for years. 6
oTony, | &dm sorry, but 1 06m |l ate for a meet
0OSure, sure, nice to see you. 6 Cblleenal | ed a
Devlin is now?b¢6
ol don6ét remember; itdd be in her account

|l turned back towarid the probate office.

ol 6m on my way. o

Colleen Devlin had been three years ahead of Sean and me in school but a slow learner,
and we caught up to her by fougthde. Although many of the kids would make fun of her,

Sean was never ashamed of her, and got into trouble more than once for pounding some
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classmate he caught taunting her. She stayed with our class until sixth grade, and then was held
back again. Aftdrer father Patrick committed suicide she was moved to some school for the
emotionally handicapped. | doubt | had seen her but two or three times since. Liam Devlin was
her guardian, and her address was the Devlin family summer home on Little Boars Head.

* * *

When | got home Lexieds dirty green Camar
again blocked my side of the garage.

Lexie lounged full length on the family room sofa. Within easy reach, a Budweiser can
rested on the floor. Jen sat at the endedfable. Both were smoking.

| scowled. Jen put out her cigarette, and Lexie dropped hers into the beer can where it
sizzled for a second.

Grabbing a beer, |1 said to Lexie, 0Seands
showed a balance in excess of-tiwedred thousand dollars and monthly deposits between
twentyandtwenty i ve t housand. 6

0oThat seems |i ke a | ot, but everyone know

o0l would have said the same thing until I
When Patrick Ddin died, he left the house on Middle Street and nothing else to Sean. He left
everything else, which wasndét that much, to

00Oh, come on, 6 Lexie protested firmly, sw

0 m&elling you, other than the house and its contents, Sean got nothing. Even his
grandfather, old Governor Walter Devlin, had

OWhere did Sean get three hundred thousan

Lexi e an s wudbaray tolerats ldaannHe wauld have sooner lived aboard

the Owai ssa and eat beans and franks than t a
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0Then it had to
| cocked my head skeptically.
Looking accusingly at nhee X i e
i nvol ved in anythi
My hesitation betrayed my doubts.
ONo way! é6 Lexie
Jen entered the
ONo, 6 | reassur
what to think. o6 |
house?o0
ol called Sweet
find out if the co
oOHave they done
Lexiebdbs voice w
knows anythingk RAa
Jen patted Lexi
oDid you know t
asked.
oSure. Sean Vi s
0She was in Sea

me et her ?6

oONo, Sean said
OWhy not?6 Jen
ol dunno. Just
O Bob Morrill
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Friday
Chapter 11

Rockingham County Superior Court

That Friday | had the junk list, consisting of motion hearings andlgasgityAp nine
LL appeared at my chambers door ready to get
adoring public awaits. 6
Husband and wife psychologists were fighting over temporary custody of their two
small children. Eschewing attorneys, eastaecompanied by-hArsdher psychiatrists,
seconds in a psychological duel to the death. While each claimed to have recently emerged from
intensive psychotherapy much improved, both showed no restraint in bludgeoning the other
with hypertechnical and amprehensible psychological labels. It would have been easier if
they had simply resorted to schoolyardftamd | i ng. I n the battle of v
bothered with small arms. Instead they launched one nuclear insult after anothearSo intent
annihilating the other, they completely ignored their childreich was why they were before
me in the first place.
0Sheds a borderline with an overlay of na
OHeds a dependent personality, who for tw
depressive disorder. 6
As far as | was concerned, both of them b
on anything. Even the most basic facts, like the month of their separation or which ear of their
older child had been infected, provoked ceagalbbiing. It was proving impossible to get a
grip on what was really going on. My decision was coming down to who would screw up the
children less. In the midst of all the wrangling LL, giving the high sign to the other bailiff,

slipped out of the coudom.

O Bob Morrill 60



| finally gave the father temporary custody and appointed a guardian ad litem to
conduct a full investigation of the f ami

One case and | was already behind. Having reappeared, LL set up theanext case,

Iy,

hearing to fix weekly payments of a money u
attorney discovered the judgment debtor was about to file for bankruptcy, he quickly stuffed his
briefcase and left the courtroom, rushing to his next colleetiong and hopefully a greener
pasture.
When | was ready to start the next case, LL was gone again. | paged the lawyers and
parties myself, and within a couple of minutes, LL reappeared. The rest of the morning went
along like that, more episodes iretdless chain of disputes that stretched back in time to
when our first upright ancestor pointed at s
* * *
Right before the afternoon session began, LL lowered his bulk into a chair opposite my
desk. He clearly hadmething to confide, and equally as clearly, he wanted me to ask.
|l obliged him. oOoWhat is it?o0
oYour word. o
LL had never revealed or turned an informant. If informants and snitches were the
currency of law enforcement, he had amassed a small fortuoeldHeawve rather lost a case
than betray a trusted source. Sometimes he w
never, ever, their identity. At the beginnin

tidbit, hedd dabsolute secrecy. Attinms | thbugtt thecwhaeditoal veas

childishly melodramatic, but since LL was a rich source of accurate rumors, | went along and

always kept my word. Later, as he grew to trust me, LL would skip his lecture. Then, without

thespeech hedd ask for my pledge of secrecy.
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oYour word,é he repeated.

|l was tempted to cross my heart too, but

Smiling proudly, LL reached into his pock
call ed Portsmouth P.D.h toon &eee vDheatl itnh eoyud wd aa
nothing, butthe breakn di d remind them about Seands tr uc
and inventoried its contents. 6 He pulled a c¢
them on my desk. One page Wwasiiventory; the other was an short incident report on the
burglary at the Devlin mansion. | studied the inventory. It listed tools, a lobster trap, advertising
brochures and the other stuff we observed in the truck. Puzzled, | looked up at LL.

ONotiy¢diamg mi ssing?o0

|l didndt need to read it again. 0The chec

oYep, and nothing el se. o

0That s what he was searching for at the

oMaybe, 6 LL said slowly, as if he were st

checkbook, wny he car dboard carton?5¢6

0Good point. Did you tell Sweets?56

0OAnd admit | had a source in the P.D. and
i nvestigation? Hell no, and dono6ét you either

|l tilted back in my chair. oThhe truck was

checkbook. Some kid could be hanging phony p
0That ds possible, but | checked with a fr
in the account since | ast week. 0
| shook my head, still astonished that LL had such&asesss to confidential

i nformation. 0Jesus, LL, how do you get this
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LL

ove

i nt

ol follow the, 6Don6t ask/ Wonodét telld pol

added, o0l dve got more. 6

Il was a little | eery otanethi®amation. utmayny mor e
rdevel oped curiosity won out. oOWhat?56
0The woman at the bank, the one who | ooke

o those big deposits. o
oOYeah. ¢
0They all come from a Paine Webber accoun

On the way to wix that morning | had already explained to LL that the probate

records had shown that Walter Devlin and his son Patrick were never, on paper at least, as rich

as

pro

everyone had thought. OAny idea whatds 1in
ONony friend didndt know diddly about that
OWedbve got to get Sweets working on this.
oOSweets would fire my source in a heartbe
ormation. Heb6s three years shy of retirem
oOLL, Sweetsamhnreubpdenahd can trace tran:
oOForget it, hedd crucify you and me. ¢
oMe? |1 didnoét ask for a fax of an ongoing
tected bank records. o

ONo, 6 he agreed, 0but |l-kwoarn ldcaljudgegandhishe f i nds
l'iff, both sworn officers of the | aw, wer
dayéwithout a search warrant. ¢

OWe didnot need a search warrant! 6

A smile split LLGO6s face, hitsheyjesdgve !dee ned

O Bob Morrill 63



O Bob Morrill

64



Chapter 12

Opal Street

That afternoon when | pulled into our driveway, Jen was dressed in sweatpants and a
pale blue tank top, whipping her Quickie Shadow Racer back and forth across the head of the

driveway. Seeing me, she snapped theuwahaid and wheeled over to the car door.

OHow would you I|ike to give those cute bu
me lightly on the rump.
| was one of those -@thletes who, after he had finished his millionth wind sprint,
figured that was englu for one lifetime. Jen, on the other hand, had become devoted to
physical fitness after her accident.
oJen, o0 | tried to beg off.
oOAfraid of having your pants beaten off?0
| could only beat her on the uphills when grewgty/on my side. On flat ground or
downhills, with the dual advantages of gravi
Jen stroked my inner thigh and then raised her hand to cup my privates, holding me
l ightly in her hanplaodhérebds a prize for se
Before her accident the winner of our regular tennis matches got sexual favors from the
| oser, a custom that threw a new spin into 0
alluded to sexwual rewar dswecaledopraaces,amf our r eg
worried about the spoils she might claim for victory. But | was more concerned with mending
bridges.
0Okay, 6 | reluctantly agreed. 0Give me a
* * *
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Starting off at a leisurely pace, we followed our reguéarzigaagging along
wheelchaifriendly sidewalks and streets toward the Piscataqua River, a little over a mile away.
| began to find a nice rhythm, and my stride loosened and stretched out. Reaching the
river, we followed it inland, weaving through Atlant Hei ght s wher e 1 8d gr ow
subdivision of dolike brick housesonfosyf or ty | ots. We passed my f
and | shook my head, still amazed that my parents had managed to raise seven of us in two
miniature bedrooms and onéhba
As we turned back toward home, the real race began. From the river back to Opal was
a slight climb, handicapping Jends mechanica
| jumped out to an early lead. Behind me | could hear the rhythmafahsiegioves on the
rims as she drove the chair forward. About a quarter mile from home, she was still close
behind, her front wheels almost touching my heels. A short slight downhill gave her a
momentary edge. With long, powerful strokes, she tookaggvahit, slipping ahead of me.
oOMaybe next time, 6 she taunted as she pas
olt aindét over yet,d6 | gasped between bre
As we swung onto Opal, Jen still led by about thirty feet. The back of her sinewy arms
shone with sweat and the ends of her-clogpgped dirblonde hair hung wet and dark with
perspiration. On the last rise her stroke shortened as she strained to maintain her lead. Sprinting
flat out, | started to close the gap. With two houses to go | was only ten feet behind but sucking
forar Pumping | ike pistons, Jends arms drove t
pulled out all the stops for one final blast of speed. Jen matched it, and the gap between us
began to look like the margin of victory. Before reaching the bottandofeway, the
oof ficialo6 finish Iine, | pulled up, yieldin

Ahead of me Jen slung into the driveway and wheeled around to watch me trudging the last few
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paces. Victory lighted her glistening facepamkied in her gregmanite eyes.
* * *
0l got reservations at Al bertobds for seve
0They paid for the grant application today.
0Great. 6 Squeezed into a britck Adbheérstodmse w
my favorite restaurant, serving Italian food
While Jen showered, | did some floor exercises. Seven on the Seacoast was on, still
preoccupied with the Presidential primary. An interview with Governor Liam Devlin was
coming up. Thirty seconds later, in the middle of mgssit.iam Devlin appeared on the
screen. Dressedinanopee c ked shirt and sports coat, he w
on the second floor of the State House, posed in front of one of hisconé f i ce®s hi gh
windows. With one hand in his pocket and an elbow resting on the wide windowsill, he was the
picture of the common man as politician, Lia
Concord. 6 | wanted to gag.

After exchanging some perfunctemarks, the correspondent got right to the point.

OHow do you feel about all the attention you
one of the Presidential candidates?o0

Devliin bowed his head modest Icgrtainyas i f al |
very flattered, but my first obligation is t

O0But do you foresee any circumstances whe
Democratic ticket?0

Hi s voice still modul at edtermlbssGovwemsaneér ed, 0
being Vice President would be a new and exci

0There have been rumors that you could be
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exchange for your support in the New Hampshi
0 T h aimply sot true. | have been actively interviewing all the major candidates to
decide which one | will endorse and work for
o0Do you have any timetable for when youdl
suppas t i ng?o6
Devlin paused, choosing his words careful
Primary Fair will occur, right out there. o6 H
of the State House, and then | knew why he had staged his iate¢haeywarticular location.
OAt the Primary Fair | intend to announce my
married his eyes to the camera, which moved in for-agose 0 Bet ween t hen and
in February | will do everything in my powesléat that man or woman. If he or she believes
it will strengthen the ticket to name me as their Vice Presidential candidate, | would be
honored. 0
Letds hope, | wished. I f Liam Devlin went
easier. Therea®eh many favors a superior court judge
sitting Vice President.
Jen wheeled out of the bathroom, one towel covering her torso, another concealing her
legs. Until her accident she could have cared less about modesty. Wegnadef®m
skinnydipping to sharing a bathroom, and Jen, although hardly brazen, was never ashamed of
her nakedness. Not that she had anything to be ashamed about. Her athletic figure had been a
pleasure to look at and touch.
But after the accideneqple would stare at her fedsr entirely different reasons, a
perverse curiosity that Jen resented. My own glances at her legs also became unwelcome

intrusions. As a result, she always wore slacks or pants and pajama bottoms to bed.
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Motioning atthetelei si on, Jen asked, oDid he say an:
ONo, theydre talking about the primary, 6
Having wrapped up the segment, the correspondent had moved to the front of the
State House; the winwerws dalboovehehiGso vlieafntorsihso wl
you have it. A week ifhe momonedabthe placzauiaeoandriainy , r i ght
0Governor Liam Devlin, this stateds most pop
support behind one of the Demoamatic andi dates for the Presidenc
Presidential Primary Farlayn t he past a festive day of pol
speechesd from the traditi é@hasbecomethee st ump se:
watershed event of this politeahson. Most political analysts are already conceding that Liam
DevlIinds decision will decide this race. o
OHeds probably just as glad Seands missin
Presidential candidate could lose some sleep worrying alibt Seath e nani gans. 0
oYeah, 6 | agreed on my way to the shower.
pulling me toward her. The towel slipped off her shoulders. Bending over to kiss her, | touched
where it had been. She held my head tight for a lingeringniésstroking the back of my
thighs. | gently broke away and headed for the shower.
* * *
Small, intimate tables crowded the floor of the small restaurant. The table Jen had
reserved was across the room, set in a nook between the granite foundabiockssrdh
that hid her chair, protecting her from unwanted stares and giving the illusion, at least for the
evening, that she was just another diner. My favorite Pinot Grigio, thoughtfully ordered in
advance by Jen, stood guard.

The waiter set down sofmead and infused olive oil. | poured us each some wine.
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Jen picked up her glass and clinked it ag
It had been six years earlier on a summer
Jen was twengjight and | was thistyvo. We had been at the beach for the day. Back at my
apartment, still salty from the ocean, we made love for the first time. Afterwards we floated arm
in arm to Al bertods for a | ate dinner. Witho
at he White House, but as naively optimistic as lovesick teenagers, we waltzed in. The maitre
dés notice, olt will be an hour and a half w
our hormonal euphoria. Ten minutes later a surprise cancellat®atpubat was, we
decided at the time, the most romantic table in the restaurant. We accepted our luck
unquestioningly as the rightful prerogative ebktased lovers.
Jends | imber, bare I egs had twined mine a
Each touch and kiss had electrified the memory of our earlier passion and charged our desire
for more. The meal became a delicious foreplay, a teasing prologue to the return to my
apartment and each otherods embrace.
Jen squeezed my hand, snappingmeowofr everi e. oO0Where youdd
Guiltily 1 thought for a second before answering. | wanted to tell her the truth, but
knew she would mistake it for my wishing she
the checkbook LL found in Seand6s truck?5¢6
oOYevw th the huge balance and big monthly d
oOWhen the police impounded the truck, the
Jen brightened with interest as she considered the implications.
| added, o00Of course, the truck hoeksndt | oc
LL also found out that the money came from a

oOoWhose account ?6
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oWe dondt know. His source only gave him

explain why we couldndt pass kaldngtoSwedisor mat i on

Mal l oy. OWhich is too bad, because Sweets co
phone call to the Governords office would pr
0Could you call the Governor?d6 Jen asked.
0l dondt dweréderkphaically.6 1 an
Jends expression wrinkled quizzically. oO0OW
ol doubt it. She was sweet and har ml ess,
short of a cord. | dondt ehmokeghedmheknbdbwomn:
oStill, she might. o

The waiter arrived with our appetizer, a steaming bowl! of mussels and fresh tomatoes
drenched with a garlic and white wine sauce. We watched silently as he arranged the plates and
refilled our wineglasses. Lettingpfimy hand, Jen lifted up her wineglass. | raised mine in
response and we clinked glasses again.

0To the sexiest judge | know. 0

* * *

As soon as we returned home, | flicked on the television for a minute to see the score
of the National League ChampidpsBeries game. When | went to our bedroom, | had
expected to find Jen already in bed reading. Instead | heard the shower in our bathroom. |
brushed my teeth in the guest bath and crawled in.

A few minutes later Jen slid into her side of the bed. Irfblifeeskin, satiny and
warm from the shower. Her mouth opened and passionately sought mine. Without breaking
the kiss, | shifted her onto her side, and the two of us kissed and petted languorously.

Jen sighed. oO0You feel so good. o
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| stroked her lower baekd was rewarded with more soft sighs. Reaching behind me,
Jen pulled my lower body closer, and | felt her pkgasiags against mine. Sensing my
apprehension, Jen, cooing softly, wrapped me tighter. Soft kisses brushed my neck and ear. Her
hand glidedcross my chest, down my stomach, and stopped between my legs. As her strong
fingers, callused from the wheelchair, stroked and caressed, she kissed my chest. My breathing
shallowed and slowed, and | smoothed the soft contours of her breasts. Witkdsrarstr
delicate plucks her fingers found new chords, urging me on. | moaned responsively into her
sweet, silken hair, fragrantly fresh from th
rhythm with my fast breathing.
Kissing her way up my neck,sifei spered, o0Tony, | etds make
| groaned, twisting away from her.
Her hands slowed only slightly, trying to hold onto the tension. Jen nuzzled into my
shoulder. oltodll be fine. Come on, youdll se
I I'ifted mysel f o nhudhavgchildrendsawigstep.dten, | | o
shoul dndot be a decision made when wedre nake
Not put off, Jen slid closer to me. Sweet

spontaneous. People make babies all the time without planniag ittke mpi ng tr i p. 6

Still our embrace felt awkward, and | rol

oDi fferent?d Her voice turned sharp. o0You
baby. I s that the equation?éd

o0Jen, if you want ighthwhe gets upandipltsanroR?dfyyoud ur i n g
want a glass of water, who goes and gets it?

olf thatds the problem, then from now on

bl anket myself . 6
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0Oltds not thatillamtomlty thyi pgobl em. 6
ol promise you, you will never, ever have
0That ds not the point. 6

oOoWhat is the point!o

0There are |l ots of complications besi des

oLi ke what?6 she demandedngWatwehe ket hin

asked you a million times to talk to Dr. Bur
have a baby. 6 Her fists pounded the bed. oI
|l reasoned, o0Okay, |l etds assaummsanyour preg

assumption that we should risk. But even assuming that, raising a child from a wheelchair is not
going to be a day at the beach. There are a lot of things that can go wrong. What happens if

thereds an emer gency ?owwafight ofistairg?pMhat sapperisif t he ba

he falls into a pool? Whods going to go get
oCertainly not you, | can see that, o6 Jen
oCome on, Jen! o
oYou dondt want the responsibility, do yo

helplesp er son youdd have to care for. o6 Her voice

baby carriage or wheelchair you would have t
oltds not | ike that, 6 | pleaded. oLetds t
But she had already rolled onto her side, fasig | slid my hand over only to have it

pushed away. | tried again, and before she brushed it away, | felt wetness on her cheek.
oJen, 6 | said, as | ran my hand along the
She pulled away from me.

oWedl |l try. 6
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00h, thatowanrtealilnyt ewlhcaoturlse out of pity. N
covers up over her head.

We laid there without speaking. Sleep was impossible, and without another word
passing between us, | left to find out iftégét television could mask the ache thatedou

my gut.
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Saturday
Chapter 13

Emerald Shores
Little Boars Head
The sun cast bright rectangles on the wooden floor of our family room, where Jen
found me sleeping on the sofa.
0Tony, 6 she said softly, her hand gently
Still groggyvith sleep or lack of it, | rubbed the sleepy seeds from my eyes. Dressed in
pajamas, Jen sat in her wheelchair next to the sofa. | rose up and leaned back, pulling up the

cotton throw for warmth.

ol 6m sorry about | ast Heihgndpattedinytwgh.nt ed t o
oltds just that | am sick of all the talking
placét hat | dm a crip. | tds at the bottom of ev

which car we buy, orhowyou actarcured, you al ways end up remind

one in the chair. Once, just once, 106d 1like
| opened my mouth to begin my defense. Je
said. ol ameds metl plemgsyodhean do that | <car
OExcept walk. o6 | spoke the words gently,
hurt.
OExcept walk, o6 Jen replied softly and wit

pain my words causjewst odiod % oo us ehea wehrmadt yhoeuar o
you the bottom Iine is always my disability.
get around as well as you. Who won the race

the shore, bk o meday you wondt be able to either. o
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oJen, your disability is reality.o

OYou dondét get it,O6 she said, slowly turn
| earned to |live with my disability.reel dm read
love you very much, and | know you love me, but my accident has changed our lives forever.
| &dm really sorry for that; i1itds not what | w
and right now you and | are in different places going differeni r ect i ons. 6 Jen <c a
down, pausing before she concluded, oDiffere
the future of this relationship is.©o

There was really nothing more to say. Only two feet apart, a million miles might as well
haveseparated us. | had a dull empty feeling inside, as if an essential part of me had slipped
away during the night, leaving a gnawing void in its place.

Jends eyes moistened, and | started to si
handtomychest,ygd | y pushing me back. o0Tony, | &m sor.
youdbre stuck with a cripple. o6 Her damp eyes

Shame washed over me like an icy tide, freezing my apologies into unspoken thoughts.
Jen, 1 dm sor ry otmachtime &aking and fishingthat you tleopgbt gou s
had to climb a ladder and do it yourself; sorry that you had to lie there for hours before | got
home; and sorry | candt figure out how to ad

Jen patted me maternally and wheeled ttiveakiichen. Matteof-f act |y she sai d
make coffee while you shower . 0

* * *

Lexie stopped by later that morning. Grief for Sean was beginning to replace her anger
over the lack of interest in finding him, and Jen announced she was taking Lexieover

Kittery outlet stores for some shopping and lunch to try to cheer her up. More likely she
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wanted to escape the house and me.

With nothing else to do | elected to pay a visit on Colleen Devlin. She might know
somet hing about I&kelp Rlisd cobild askder absusdly entbartassingo u
guestions about Devlin money without completely humiliating myself. It was a long shot that
she could help, but I had nothing to lose, and as | said, nothing else to do.

| headed south toward Little Bodesad. Where 111 bumped up against Route 1A and
the ocean, big sprawling mansions, some old, some new, lined the shore. A small green oval
with OEmerald Shoresdé in cursive white |lette
mansion. Ignoring a privateperty sign, | swung into the blue stone driveway. It wound its
way through a grove of towering spruces. At the back of the house the drive emptied into a
large pebbled parking area.

| parked and climbed the small rise of lawn to the front of the hbeg&tlantic, a
sheet of cold sapphire, melted into a whtaeyhorizon. Out of the shelter of the house, a stiff
northwest breeze sailed in off the ocean. | stepped up three steps onto the wide porch that ran
the full length of the house. In the midmuogrrightness the white trim shone with
fluorescent purity. Pots of fading geraniums dangled between the columns.

At the south end of the house three women sat on a patio in the sun, sheltered from the
wind. One was quite elderly, sitting in a wheeloddwadled in a winter coat. A younger,
doughyfaced woman dressed in a hot pink ski parka, puffed vigorously on a cigarette. The
third woman, her back to me, was reading.

OMrs. Devliin?6 | asked hesitantly.

A stroke or some affliction had paralyzed thsidief of her face. Her lips sagged and
her eyelid drooped halfway down her eye. She looked quizzically at me.

oTony Parisi,o6 | said, ofrom the mar ket . o
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Parisi was the name | started |ife with (
Sons), and botGolleen and Mrs. Devlin would only know me by that name. In a weak
moment, right before starting | aw school , |
and a night school degree would catapult me into some wingtipped Boston law firm, which, of
coursef t hadndot. My mother had been heartsick
had been my only real act of rebellion. As a badge of independence | kept the name. Whenever
|l have regretted it, my mot helotHobuses,wut pr overob
only Jesus can return it to wine.o
Her eyes brightening with recognition, Mrs. Devlin effusively shook her head up and
down. She struggled to say something, but emitted only a garbled mumble, her face tightening
with frustration.
The wonan, who had been reading, turned around with surprise.
|l nodded at her and addressed the woman
Startled by her name, Colleen focused on me for an instant and then went back to
puffing madly on her cigarette and pluckihgrahair. Once curly coppery blond, it was now
mousy and dull. Swaths of her scalp had been picked bare, and her face was bloated and ashen.
| barely recognized the girl | had known twiwtyyears earlier. Her eyes focused on me only
that once. Aftethat they jumped blankly from spot to spot as she sucked on her cigarette.
oOWho are you?06 the young woman asked in a
0OAn old family friend, o6 | replied, taking
with Colleen and Mrs. Devlinused s hop at my fatherds mar ket .
hoping she might be familiar with it.
oYou werendt invited, 6 she asked as much

o0No, Il was down this way and thought | 6d
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oOHowd6d you get in here?06 Her surprise was
lcoul dndt figure out what she meant. oIl dr
answer she was looking for.

ONo one stopped you?d she asked.

oONo. ¢

oYoud6ll have to |l eave.d6 She rose out of h

It was my turn to be surprised. O0Why?54o

Her voicetoughee d. O0You havendt got permission tc
now. 0

ol dll only be a few minutes, o0 | said conc

Apparently it was not a satisfactory answer for she turned and strode purposefully

down the porch.

| faced Mrs. Devlin, smiinjaal se sweetness as i f | were s
have the foggiest notion what | was going to
you know where all Seands money came from?5¢6

thecoumge to ask either of them, there was no w
head lolled loosely around on her neck as she muttered words that were intelligible separately
but gibberish when combined. And Mrs. Devlin, who at least seemed tobasansact
with reality, couldndt speak.
While | tried to figure out what to do, Colleen continued rolling her head and
muttering, and Mrs. Devlin maintained a kindly and eager mien, as if she were excited to talk
with a fresh face. | thought I mightskag r emi ni scing about when | h
market. The Devlin cooks usually did their shopping, but when Mrs. Devlin did come, she

remembered the name of every one of my brothers and sisters and would give my father five
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dollars extra for tremfor us.
My plan of slowly slipping into the subje
At the far end of the porch, two state troopers were marching smartly toward us. Neither
looked interested in idle reminisces about my bagging grocerieadahd feeling | was
about to get the healie. Mrs. Devlin scowled at the approaching troopers, and | figured | had
better ask my questions quick.
OMrs. Devlin, did you know that Sean is m
Her face sank with concern, and her head moved sike to si
ol d6m sorry, 6 | said. o0The Colleen D was f
didndt want to complicate the conversation b

Seands empty boat. Her expr es sappoachesldspk f urt h

out my question, oDid you know Sean had a gr
Mrs. Devlinds | ook of concern about her s
nervously.

oDo you know where the moneoywwmilgdst have c

thinking. She couldndt answer, and the troop
Mr s . Devlin shook her head no, but Coll ee
muttered. ORooOsevelt made us rich. 6

Mrs. Devlin shook her head vigorously at Collekexhaled a gush of air that
sounded | i ke oOhush. 6
Cackling insanely, Colleen repeated her r
OWho are you?06 the shorter trooper demand
neck, he wore a brown baseball cap and jattk&tate Police patches. His jacket was tucked

inside his holster, leaving his service revolver intentionally exposed.

O Bob Morrill 80



Standing up | amiably said, OHiIi, 6 as if |
hands inches away fiemot heihel deapdinsny GRody

ORoosevelt made us rich. 6

0That ds enough, Colleen, 6 he ordered. Eve
familiarity, and she went back to muttering under her breath. His right hand remained close to
hisrevover and my hand hung between us unshaken.

0Just a social, condolence call. 1 was a
Coll een for aftonptdedfi geWriso.MrBd ¢ IDiervd si nd iursee
shp at my dadds mar ket . o

He studied me as if trying to place or memorize my face.

It made me more uncomfortable, and | aske

He stared hard before declaring, as if he

court judge, overinRocgilh am County. O

ORight, 6 || answered and again asked, o0and
Finally, he reached out to shake my hand.
Police, 6 he replied, with newfound affabil it

sTrooper West. o

|l shook hands with West. ONice to meet yo
Social niceties completed, Krueger qui ckl
mot her tire easily. Perhaps you could come b
0OSure, but | j ushtergeotmohreer et.h aln haa vneinndutt eb.ede

had heated up a little by that time.
OWith Sean missing theydre under a | ot of

Mrs. Devlin expression curled up again with concern.
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ol d6m sure, 6 | said, whi Ipparentlplwasitheéfirsti ng whe
bearer of those bad tidings.

Krueger stepped aside to usher me back down the porch.

ONice to see you, Mrs. Devlin and you too
0Sorry to be the one to dlell ipvreay itnhge fboard hniemvsé
Krueger stared at me stonily and then started walking, beckoning me to follow. If | had
a choice, Trooper West, who rocked belligerently on fskispil boots next to me, removed

it.

oWhat brings you dowaswewaikesl acvossyh@ siondd as k e d
parking area.

ol dm part of the Governorodos personal secu
see how his mother and sister were doing. Gr.
grounds.

0Yeah, 0 geltingrin® my dare d

Standing there, he watched until I was out of sight.

* * *
|l went by LLO6s on the way home. He was f|

of his Cadillac. | pulled in the driveway. 0
LLgavemy Saturnanp pr ai si ng stare. ONaw. 0
oBailiffs used to wash their judgeds <cars

oBack then judges werenot kids. o
While LL polished, | related what had tra
LL tugged thoughtfully on his ear. o0 O0Ro0O

OWhats wdd was the way it seemed to upset
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OWho were the state troopers?o0

0Sergeant Krueger and a tall guy named We

LL climbed into the gleaming, royal ©blue
slowly, as if it had meaning for hing #oen turned the key.

OYou know him?6

Through the opened car window he answered
was some history between LL and Krueger, but figured he would tell me when he was ready.
Having put away his precious Cadillac, Lidaske ¢ Got t i me f or a beer ?6

ol really ought to get going. o

My apprehension about facing Jen must have shown, for LL, still the intuitive reader of
emotions, asked, ONo time for a beer?o0

ONo, not really. o

He raised a skeptical eyebrow.

With feigned lockerroo j ocul arity, | said, ol ended wu
deal , 6 convincing neither LL nor myself. oI
t hem. o

o0l spent a |l ot of nights on the sofa when
0® course, 1 06d done something to deserve it.

0Jen wants to have a baby. o

oWhat! 6 he exclaimed, o0She cand6ét have a b
0The doctors tell her she can. 6

oOYoudre kidding. o

ol wish | were. Sheods pretty determined a

LLmadeafax as i f hedd found a hair in his foo
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Knowing LL, he was pondering copulation, not childbirth.

0That ds sort of my attitude too,d6 | | amen
to get our life back to norin&@hen maybe | could consider children. But then again, maybe
not. | dondét know. él just dondét know. |Itds n

try explaining that to Jen. 6

oYour |ife aindt ever gonna be normal, 6 L
oYeah, | know. ¢
* * *

The passage of a day had not disturbed the invisible wall in the middle of our bed. Both
of us, lying there in the darkness, respected its unseen but palpable presence.

oTony. O

oYeah. o

o0l had a great time with Lexie today. 6

0Good, glad to hear it.o

oYomant to know why?o

| had a feeling I would be better off not
oBecause when I 6m with Lexie, my wheelcha
itds not an issue. o

She waited for a response. Peevishly | refused to give her onehaeasing t

explanation was going to be futile.

Jen continued. o0l was thinking about it t
| 8m al ways conscious of the chair, because |
me, you see the chair frstlanme second. And you know thatds

reproachfully or selighteously. Rather she spoke like a teacher trying to explain a complicated
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concept to a slow student.

And like the teacher, she was right.
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Sunday
Chapter 14

Little Bay

Without my caring or noticing, a front had moved in from the south and Sunday
dawned unseasonably warm. The thermometer on the breezeway registered in the fifties. The
Seven on the Seacoast weatherman forecasted temperatures-getleateisl Probably our
last taste of Indian summer.

After we read the Sunday paper in silence, | asked Jen, who sat across the milking table
from me, OWould you |ike to go fishing?¢d

Jen had never really shared my passion forfiigbhimgedentary for her. She would
indulge merbm time to time, if the weather was sunny and the sea calm enough for
sunbathing. After her accident, | thought fishing suited her limitations perfectly, although that
was probably projection on my part. But even with my urging, the frequency of her
acconpanying me fishing stayed about the same.

She considered my invitation for a moment
nice to spend some time, just the two us, bu
Woul d you mind gtaincergy, as if sheweritedl mé&th lenowshatihet |

refusal was only that, a refusal and not some ulterior message.

ONo, 6 |I replied, sensing some warming in
oMaybe, we could do something tonight? A
* * *

Normally | would have visitd.ucy and her family, to let them know that | was the one
taking the boat out. But, feeling mildly gui

with my mother and the rest of my siblings. Jen and | would also be missing the regular Sunday
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mdday dinner at one of my brotherds or sister.
the worst in the family, but Jen hated parading around church in her wheelchair as if she were
hoping for a miracle, and | hated spending Sunday afternoondpseidfg; §om too much
food and Italian wine.
| motored down Sagamore Creek, passed through Little Harbor south of New Castle
Island, and steered out into the Atlantic. After six miles of sweeping swells, | reached the Isles
of Shoals. Trolling through tis¢ands, | tried my luck for some late season striped bass. |

hooked one pollock, watched some eider ducks, saw a seal, finished three beers, and worried

that | might have had something to do with t
* * *
oOYouulshhohave come, 0 | said to Jen. olt was
wonodot be seeing weather | ike this for a whil:
ol did ten miles. All the way out to New
reached out and patted my no longer quite ssleammach. oOYou shoul d have

I shook my head at her obsession with sta
up for a movie? What about some pizza first?

ol have a better idea. You wandnnarat t ake t
Newi cks?0

o0Sure, 6 | agr enating bdhiadup, gt ledsofor gheutime Heiagb y

* * *

A huge seafood restaurant at the edge of
who, like us, were trying to squeeze the last drop froneswitina shore dinner. We gorged
ourselves on lobsters, steamers, and blueberry pie for dessert. By the time we left,around eight

thirty, the temperature had cooled considerably, and blooming where the night air met warmer
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water, blossoms of light fogdted on the surface of Little Bay. The air was tangy and redolent
with primordial vitality. And above us the narrow crescent of the new moon was barely
discernible through the overcast.

Our stomachs full, we dawdled across the parking lot toward theddighed a
cigarette from some place and, cupping her hands like a sailor, lit it. While she finished smoking
at the top of the gangway, | mopped dew from the boat seats. It was atwdeit &wadf the
gangway sloped downward to the floating dock.d@éere | could get to the top of the
gangway to help, Jen had bumped down it herself.

We cast off, and | steered us toward the thin banks of clouds resting on the bay. Rather
than light the spotlight and ruin the atmosphere, we cruised at halfghdattein and out of
the patches of fog. In the misty darkness even the lobster buoys were barely visible. Ahead,
rising out of the fog, were the brigfitiarches of the new Route 4 bridge and in front of it the
outline of its predecessor. When thelmage was constructed, they left the original bridge,
an oldfashioned arch of green beams standing only thirty feet away from its slick concrete
replacement.

We eased into another, larger bank of fog. The billows of soft mist embraced us,
shutting outhie world. We ghosted through it, the boat cutting smoothly across the tranquil
surface. When we emerged, the bridges loomed against the night sky. The steady stream of
traffic hummed a suburban drone.

We cruised into the channel under the old bridgehesdrge of the incoming tide
pushed against the boat. Ahead of us under the new bridge, barely visible in the shadows, was a
large speedboat, its running lights off. The dark hull was stationary, pointed in the same
direction as we were. Tight againsige lconcrete abutment, twin outboards held it steady

against the current, churning up a faint wash. The din of traffic overwhelmed the sound of the
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engine.
As we advanced, the speedboat accelerated, moving forward in tandem with us. But
there was still ngign of life. | reached for the spotlight and shined it on the speedboat. Jen
| ooked up quizzically. Someone had to have s
Keeping the boat fixed in the shaft of my spotlight, | angled nearer. Close enbcgiidhat
see the dark outline of a man crouched down at the helm.
Standing up, he jammed the throttle down, and swung the wheel hard toward us. A
plume of wash erupted from the accelerating engines, and the boat turned into our path.
Another shadow sprang at the stern. He aimed a gun. Right at us.
My blood went cold. Reflexively, | yanked the wheel hard right and hammered the
throttle down, lurching our Whaler steeply to starboard. Out of the water and sucking air, the
engine screamed. Jen grabbed laohd do keep from falling.
Two muzzles flashed. Automatic gunfire cr
and the roar of traffic muffled the gunfire. Like firecrackers buried in sand. The thought that no
one would have heard a thing shot through imy. inwanted the concrete abutment for a
shield and raced toward it. Its pointed end was a few tantalizing feet away. Bullets pinged off it.
Sparks flashing where they hit.
| couldndét believe it. 0Get down! Get dow
Jen let go of me and collapsed talthuk.
Thwack. Thwack. Thvizanigts pierced the fiberglass hull. One struck metal. | hoped it
wasnodét the engine or gas tank.
oYou all right?é6 | screamed.
o0Yes, 0 she hollered back.

The speedboat whirled around and raced after us. At nearly full Sippadve
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behind the bridge abutment. | killed the running lights and headed directly for the darkest spot |
could se@ under the low end of the bridge close to shore. The roar of the cars above was
amplified tedold underneath the bridges, and we had td 8hbe heard.
0Tony, Tony, are you all right?6 Jen aske
0Stay down! ¢
Angling right, | put another bridge support between us and our pursuers. Behind us the
other boat sliced between the concrete stanchions, gtemisgotlight up and down the
channel. The intervening abutment screened us from its beam. Lurid circles of light bounced
along the damp concrete. They roared north toward the river, the direction we had been
headed. When | saw that, | headed southiiti®Bay, hugging the shoreline.
oWho is it?o0
ol dondt know. And | sure as hell dondot w
Abruptly the other boat wheeled around, its spotlight spinning crazily into the night sky.
They must have spotted us silhouetted against thefliGinsit Bay Marina. The shriek of big
outboards turning hard pierced the roar of the traffic. Three hundred yards away, the speedboat
was headed right for us. It had to be some cosmically insane mistake, one which | desperately
hoped we would survive.
Ahead on our left was the marina, lit up like a shopping mall but closed and empty. On
our right in the middle of the bay was a large bank of fog. Hoping to lose them, | steered for it.
Passing up the bright lights, | bet on a wisp of mist. | hoped | wa¥erighas sitting up,
surveying the situation.
| said, O0Thereds a patch of fog ahead. Ma
Our attackers were gaining slightly. Like the nose of a pointer, their spotlight fixed on

the water directly ahead of them. The phospiemes from our engine drew a perfect trail,
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straight to us. Like a kid trying to get his sled to go faster, | rocked back and forth.

Leaving the helm for a second, | raced fo
on. 6 Jen sliepedndnbéepanli ciechiacyg it. OAs so
you to jump overboard. Theyodre following our

Jen unsnapped the | ife jacket. 01 &dm not |

0Jesus, Jen, thibs i s not the time to argu

0Then donét. 1 6m not | eaving. 6 She droppe

We reached the center of the bay, and the cloud of fog, our wispy sanctuary, closed in
behind us. The relentless spotlight faded and then disappeared. | prayed isoasthigea
fogandnotsometwmi t magi ci ands smokescreen. Condensi
mist dripped onto my face, mixing with beads of cold sweat. | held a straight course for a
minute or so and then swung hard to port. In another ten seconds we eameriiped f
fogbank.

Behind us the spotlight burst out of the mists.

o0Oh shit,o6 | hollered, veering away from
oTony, |l etds throw stuff overboard. Try t
0Great idea, 0tlakaegnded whelder. &, you

Her face drawn tight with tension, Jen slid over to the helm. | opened up two folding
aluminum chairs and threw them overboard. Then | grabbed the cushions off the benches and
flung them back into our wake. | tossed overboard anythind layomy hands on, the
paddle, fire extinguisher, our ice chest.

Twice the spotlight swerved, trying to evade our floating minefield. A second later the
spot was back on track, pinned to our wake. And despite the obstacles they were gaining.

| scrambledorward, unhitched the anchor rope, and tied a life jacket at each end,
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throwing one off the starboard side and the other off the port. | played the anchor rope out and
tossed the last few coils over our outboard. A floating tripwire, | hoped. | satradles
next to Jen. Holding our breath, we waited and watched the beam of light behind us. But they
must have missed the whole contraption for there was no sound. Nor any loss of speed.
oShit, 6 Jen excl aimed, r eldatnthpghorednd ng t he
then back out into the bay. 0Go in where the
snarled in the | ine. 6
There was an equally good chance that we would hit a buoy or wrap the line around our

prop. | looked back at our pursuéheser and still gaining. Two engines to our one, we

wer endt about to win any boat races. Soon en
would overtake us. A simple function of distance, speed, dnétime hi | dds mat hemat
puzzle.

oWedlel igi a try, 6 | hollered back.

| steered in towards Fox Point, a little less than a half mile ahead and readily identifiable
by the bright | ights on its huge pier. Our p
by the spotlight. Instead thegre glued to our wake, singiadedly tracing our every
movement. | worried that before we got to where the pot buoys were the lights from shore
would reveal us.
As we approached shore | rolled the wheel right, keeping some distance from the
shoreline. Bht off Fox Point, parallel to shore, ran Railroad Reef, exposed at all but the
highest tides. Right outside the reef were good lobster grounds and plenty of buoys. Using the
lights on the pier as a reference, | skimmed along parallel to the reefd¢tasioght sight
of the |l ow reef, backlit by the |ights on th

Bawhoow lobster buoy smacked the left side of our boat. Jen jumped. It was far
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enough from the center of the boat that | knew the enginelvd n 6t be hit. Jends
told me she didnot.
| looked back. The spotlight was only about a hundred and fifty yards behind. Still
foll owing our wake, it hadndt yet tracked ou
| looked ahead atthe pigght séand in that instant | knew
Reef had only one opening. A gap near the middle, just wide enough to allow a small boat to
pass through. Whoever built Fox Point Pier had foresight enough to aim the pier like an arrow
directly athe only passage through the reef. In daylight when the pier and reef were visible, the
l ine of the pier guided a boat through the t
The spot swung right. They too were running parallel to the reef, beariog dewn
like a locomotive. As we got nearer to the pier, its lights began to draw closer together.
Bawhooranother buoy hit the boat right in the middle. My heart stopped.
Jen clutched me as the buoy rasped along the bottom of the boat, headed straight for
the engine. | waited for the Evinrude to kick up, its lower unit and propeller ripped away by the
buoy.
CathunKThe engine bounced up, yelping its protest as it sucked air. Then, in slow
motion, still screaming, idtoitsseadsurimgevdineb ack 1 nt
oltdéds okay, Jen, 6 | said, taking a hand o
Ahead on our left the lights on the pier began to pull tightly together. Not daring to
take a breath, | had to wait, patiently, scarily, untd¢kdights were perfectly lined up, like
the Ilights of a runway. Turn too soon or too
There would be no second chance. Then, drawing a huge gulp of air, | made an abrupt ninety
degree turn, steering ighd at the row of lights. A dotted line to safety | hoped.

We flew toward Railroad Reef, barely visible above the slick surface. Its glistening back
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stretched out in both directions ahead of wus
dackb make out or |1 dd missed it.

oHold on!dé | shouted. OWe may crash. o6

| kept the boat aimed at the line of lights and prayed the passage was where | thought it
was. Then jumping out of the darkness on eit
low, oily shadow of the reef.

B u teyeb s

Once through, | made another nirdidgree turn to the left, heading back in the

direction wedd come from, but now Railroad R
of the reef. | fthegpierlightd. Ta nmakeycdtdin, ISuened our spotarg a i n st
them.

Jen yelled,An 0Tony, what areo

Kaboor solid hit from a buoy killed all talk. The engine kicked into the air, emitting a
high piercing scream.

0Oh shit, not now. O

The engine dropped back, butva different, lower groan, its rattle shaking the boat.
Wedd | ost part of-quartersof qurspeed. 3qoedzingmy leh,demst t hr e
looked back frantically. | jerked the wheel right and headed for shore.

Dear God, | prayed, fifty more feet

They spotted us. Leaving the trail of our wake for the first time, they veered left,
making a beeline right at us. Next to me Jen kept watch behind us, her hands grasping my arm,
a tactile grip of terror. The twin outboards roared like jet enginesuMditiat fully exposed
by the pier lights, they killed their spot. Before the spotlight went dark, we saw the black

silhouette of a man standing in the bow, his gun raised.
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They never saw a thing. The boat slammed into Railroad Reef at full borelels bow f
into the air. Screeching, the fiberglass hull raked across the rocks. The man in the bow
catapulted into the night like a clown from a cannon. In a shower of sparks the engine was
ripped from the transom and spun crazily into the air. When the speawfiso® a stop, its
stern rested on the ledge; the bow settled into the water. Two heads bobbed ahead of it.
Nothing else moved.

0Yes! 6 Jen exclaimed, slapping my | eg.
on, unwilling to let go. It seemee liky only lifeline back to reality.

We reached the end of the reef and, with our Whaler shaking like a washing machine
running amuck, clanked our way slowly back out into the bay. A cloud closed its gauzy curtain
around us. In the distance above the @djghts on the bridges winked. A fuzzy new moon
smiled through the overcast. | held my wife close, and to my patron saint, Anthony, | offered a

silent prayer of thanks.
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Monday
Chapter 15

Opal Street

It was past midnight when we turned onto Opal. Wintaeld across Little Bay, away
from Portsmouth, and washed up at some poor
had worn off, she called the Durham Police Department. The police, after interviewing us for
over an hour, dr ov egammse Cteek wheyw we retseved oubcar. h o u s e
Parked in front of our house was a familiar looking Cadillac. Lounging against its well
polished trunk, LL imperceptibly nodded his head as Jen stopped at the foot of our driveway
and rolled down her window. Thetbat of his duty holster showed below his black Winston
Cup racing jacket, and one of those gigantic,-gsligeflashlights lay on the car trunk.
ol heard you two have been out for a | itt
under st at edemtay bel ybougemul d use some company
OArendt you sweet, 0 Jen said.
oWedre fine now, LL. You dondt have to do
ol know I don6ét have to, but | dondt want
soon as they assitgmem Idiwdmrdtendgi baididgHhi t weh ¢
0That ds reassuring.©o
oCome on in the house, 6 Jen invited, O0Webd
Someone listening to a scanner had overheard police transmissions about the attack and
alerted LL. Hdad come right over to the house and been waiting for us since. From
monitoring Durham and Portsmouthoés channel s
of the story. Jen filled in the details, giving an animated rendition of the chase, e&pimg pra

my actions.
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However her praise didndot eliminate the |
Watching Jen chattering away as she fixed a sandwich for LL felt like an out of body experience,
as if there were two of me, one sitting quietly, llee observing, objectively studying Jen. She
seemed so energized, hyped by the chase, but there was something else, something familiar,
somet hing right in front of my nose that | c
vital, beautiful, &juid lioness with a ditpfonde mane, but that fleeting sense of loss never
materialized into a cognizable thought.

0The State Police reported that someone b
explosion happened at least ati@lf or more afterop got away. No bodies have been

found. o

olt has to be some sort of mistake. [ dve

oProbably. 6 LL |l ooked up at the clock. 11
been a |l ong nighta Ilidtm Ige i stgr @wlult .séd dleL t pr d A& er
ostroll .o

* * *

Jends warm praise had partially melted th
over her shoulder, she didndt brush it away.

oYomer e wonderful, éd she said, wiggling gen

| squeezed her gently. In a few minutes she was breathing steadily, if not asleep, then
close to it.

Il couldndt wunderstand how she could fal/l
talk to,my mind was racing, whipping in little whirlwinds, spinning my thoughts as fast as fallen
| eaves. Every time my thoughts returned to t

brightly bursting out of t heclosdssrapesswhepped a s
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was kid, but none where death stalked me with a spotlight. | shivered again. Finally persuading
myself that the attack must have been a mistake, | fell into anxious asleep, my arms still around

Jen.

When | entered the kitchen,L had already showered and was
uniform, gray slacks, maroon blazer, andichie. The television rumbled quietly in the family
room.

Hunched over at the stove, LL was rubbing
muttered, gloewr i ng up at Jends | ow canopy of hangi ng¢

oYou try not to stand up too much. 0O

He shoved a glass canister of coffee bean

| ground some beans and dumped them in the filter.

oYou know, you wmh roaw. iGomdg eiardya gaan. 0

Seven on the Seacoastds morningofshow was
the-hour guest, a radio talk show host from Rochester, was contributing his wisdom about the
primary. o00n t he De mo &Nocandidate has aldok on anytni@rest a b a |
group. Theyod6re splintered all over the |l ot. o

Remarkably fresh for six fiftye in the morning, the morning show host tossed him

another softball. olt will certainly make fo
oOYse, it will. More and more, it |l ooks |iKke

Primary Fair will be pivotal. His support fo
OWho do you think hedoll pick?é6

| only hoped that Liam Devlin picked a winnerradd him all the way to

Washington. Thenémaybeéfinally, 106d see the
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a hand here, St. Anthony, | prayed. After what Jen and | have been through, we could use a
break.
The morning host finished up the interveddounds | i ke a | ot of ex
oWedl !l all know in a week and a half. o
A political commercial flashed on. Lafayette Rheaume, the former Governor of South
Carolina, wobbled up onto the crest of a small mountain. A much younger Southern belle
julienned lips, hollowed cheeks, and #ladenosé@ slipped under his outstretched arm. Two
preciously perfect boys ran up from behind them. A winter panorama of the White Mountains
framed the family. In a syrupy accent, with equally fluid logic, he $rf&adifi his values,
and the environment. He neglected to mention that twelve years ago he had campaigned in
New Hampshire with a different wife. The Rheaume family faded into a hazy American flag. |
could not imagine even Liam Devlin picking that jokss bur next President.
Dressed in pajamas and bathrobe, Jen rolled in. LL, pivoting around to greet her,
clanged his head against a pot and ruefully smiled at her.
ol slept a |l ot better with you here, 6 Jen
back to Jen, LL gave me a conceited smirk.
OHere it is,6 | pointed at the television
on the old Route 4 bridge. Like liquid pewter in the early morning sun, Little Bay spread out
behind him.
oOoLooks pubkttgwy pbacdbylight, d Jen remarked
OSuperior Court Judge Anthony Paris and h
restaurant last night when they were shot at and chased through fiLitile\Bayen their
attacker sd b o atdedsvere they d&ble @ escapee Neitharnhd judgexnprlhis

wife were harmed. It appears that none of their assailants survived the explosion, but so far no
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bodies have been recovered. Fish and Game divers have been at the site since early this

mo r n i n gameya swWitched ta a telephoto view of the far end of the bay, closing in on a

couple of boats with men on them near Fox Point Pier. The images were too small to discern
who they were or what they were doing. O0The

* * *

Half an hour later, as LL and | were getting ready to leave, the phone rang. Jen wheeled
over to pick the it up. OHIi Mom. éYes, | 06m fi
oYour mother. o

|l waved 0XO0s with my ar ms saldcturefromamgt t hi ng
mother.

oYes, heos okay. It was pretty harrowing
handset, Jen silently implored me to take the phone.

Smiling, | shook my head no and headed for the door. Signaling his thanks for
breakfastLL jumped up to follow me.

ONo Mom, he |l eft a few minutes ago, 6 | he

* * *

That morning | was blessed with the unique and unaccustomed position of being
chauffeured to court in a royal blue Cadillac, ownexparated by none other than Lionel
LaCasse. As an added pleasure | was reading my own copy of the Coastal Courier, before LL
could get his hands on it, refolding it again and again until only a disorganized mess of
newsprint was left. | snapped opentipegga t o annoy him. o0l could g¢

LL didndt reply.

0These Cadillacs are so spacious and comf

expanse of the dash. OWe should take it ever:
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Without looking over LL harrumphed.

ol get t er listentodood rhusic, nelaxpand prepare myself for the day
ahead, 6 | needl ed.

LL rubbed his hand up and down on the sid
anything that might alarm Jen, but that atta
identities. o

oCome on, it had to be. What other expl an

0l dm not certain. From your description o

planned that ambush. They hide under the bridge, where no one would see or hear a thing. A

fewsbt s, sink the bodies, ditch the boat, and
takes. Ends up |l ooking |i ke a tragic ending
|l understood his point, buteée oltnrould ha
ti me. o
oMaybe. 6 LL paused a moment. oOBut someone

attack woul dndét make a mistake about their t
the first civilians who happen to chance by.
We rode in silence for ailghas | processed the information. | had enemies, but they
weretweb i t bur gl ars who didndét | ike their senter
on us. The only pot 1 8d been stirring had be

looked at me curiously. Finally, even detielied as the thought was, | said it tentatively,

because | still wasndt close to being convin
LL ran his hand over his hair. o0That thou
A small sninous shiver came out of no place and rippled slowly up my back. The same

type of electric thrill I would get crossing Memorial Bridge after midnight on a dare. | tried to
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di smiss it, but it wouldnot | eaiadwells.]l ur ki ng i
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Tuesday
Chapter 16

Devlin Mansion
Middle Street
During the morning recess LL returned my rumpled Coastal Courier by dropping it
onto my desk. o0That checkbook vanishing bugs

Was there something therethat mi s sed ? 6

0l dondt know. 0

OMe neither, but 186d Iike to sneak a | ook
his Paine Webber records, his canceled check
Whyod his mot her g etedmutteringtpas Rooseveltmade usCichl | een s
business? Could you call one of those girls

ol can, but why dondét you call your infor
cancelled checks?0

0Sheds not g o igogpapeo Usig theghoneeshe aam glwalsideny

she was the source. o

0She?b0

oWhat, you some kind of sexist when it co
ol 61l give Lexie a call.®o

* * *

| tried calling Seands house a few times

at her apartment and got her answering machine.
oYo chickie, hot for your peep; | eave it

|l did as instructed. My next <call was to
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against company policy to give out personalinformatio |t t ook a whil e, bu
explaining | was a judge (done only to let her know that | was trustworthy and not to use my
office unethicaliy that | left to LL, who was much better at it), my unidentified antagonist
disclosed that Susan waskmg the dinner shift and was expected at five. She even let me
leave a message.
My | ast call was to Seands house. Still n
LL was already sitting in my <car. ol toll
to reach either Lexie or Susa
0S0?0 LL queried.
0So, no oneds home and we dondt have perm
oLetds swing by, maybe Lexie will be ther

As soon as we got on the main road, LL grabbed my car phone and punched in a

number.

OChristice,erhewagmrmley.e 0YeahéHeds still pl e
weekend, right?6 LL arched his eyebrows sugg
over there, probably around five. 6

From only one side of the conversation, | readily gathdrdudgheas their first
weekend away together. He was taking Christie to a motel in the White Mountains. A huge
neon sign went off i nseaemys dreaRlgt eéog.i@ hGHeapplhbwnt
perfect combination for LL.

oOWhat do ygoou ntghitmok dlobmm he moment the door

|l couldnét hear her answer, but wondered
was laying out all this palaver not only for her benefit, but also for the entertainment of a

superior court judgfor the State of New Hampshire. | tried to concentrate on my driving.
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oOWhat are you going to wear? ¢é No, no, | a
purred. o0l want to picture you in it all wee

|l groaned audi bl y. L Lconseltlosetocorceabnghisi rty | oo
expression of triumphal joy. After a few more saccharine exchanges, he began to bring the
phone sex to a close. Finally,fnaafter telling
understatement if there ever wasidme clicked éfmy cell phone.

0Try not to have a wet dream in my <car. o

* * *

| turned down Carriage Lane and pulled into the Devlin mansion drive, which, after a
right angle, ran parallel to the terraces and gardens to a carriage house at the rear of the
oversized lo#t the corner of the drive was a single parking space, near the kitchen door for
deliveries. | stopped the car there. Lexieds
except a couple of young teged girls, twirling their hair and snapping saumtering down
the sidewalk, lost in a world that stops at seventeen.

0Thereds no one here, o0 | said.

oLetds check. o

| followed the slate walk to the kitchen door with LL right on my heels. | rapped on the
door. There was no answer.

LL reachedLiakeo utnhdi smed Hi s pounding rocked
any better luck.

oSatisfied?06 | asked.

He wasndt. o0Open it a crack and holler . |

As Susan had said, the door was unlocked, and | opened it enough to stick my head

throogh. oliexi e, Suo
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From behind, LL shoved me through the opened door. | stumbled across the pantry

trying to catch my balance. oOoOWhat the hell a
0l decided not to wait for an engraved in
OWedre trespassing, you know. ¢
LLgavemeasepxr i or | ook. 00Of course | know, but

ownerds probably dead, and his tenants are y

on, |l ets go. 6 LL s t-fashished kitchem, passpdithrdugheswingipga c i o u s

doorsinto a formal dining room.

oOWhatds the big rush?06 | asked.
olf I have to borrow some of Seands recor
OWedre not taking any records. Wedre only

LL nodded agreeably, but | was dewetpbad feelings about what we were doing.
The Devlin mansion lived up to its reputation. Agteoy circular hall dominated the
center of the structure. Waxy looking walnut wainscoting lined the walls, and a crystal
chandelier overspread it. We ascendedf the matching semicircular staircases that rose
along the walls and joined at a large landing, where we paused for a moment. Through the
arched, leadeglass windows, | could see the ell extending back to the carriage house. The
overgrown gardensdageries of terraces revealed a fading elegance.
Did you ever hear how Seand6s old man died
0OSure, everyone knew about Patrick Devlin
oMarty Cohen, an old buddy of mine, inves
motioned atthedeed ed wi ndows in front of wus. 0The Dev]
every summer. Started when the grandfather,

OMy great aunt worked here for a while du
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us about thosegpties: dancing, big bands, champagne, lobsters, the works. Said one time that
Franklin Roosevelt snuck in for a secret rendezvous with his mistress, Lucy Mercer Rutherfurd,
and then stayed up half the night,gagdingi nking w
through the glass, | imagined them, arrayed in tuxedos and evening gowns, lifting champagne
flutes from a tray offered by my aunt.
oWell, in the middle of it, Patrick Devli
around, setting the scendin s mi nd. oOMarty got here so qui ck
Evidently, Devlin left the party, came inside, and stood right here with a gun pointed at his
temple. You can i magine what he | ooked 1|i ke
tippedhs head at the crystal chandelier hanging
dancing and drinking. Apparently a waitress spotted him first. She dropped her tray and
screamed bloodyue murder. Every eye was on him then. The band stoppedmadehe
went silent. No one said a word. Everyone stood there, frozen. Except for a couple of men,
down near t he gr e e nioofedsectiorvof thelell apoutihalfivay dowrat a g
oConservatory. o
LL shook his head. o0theandeacee mto thelhbuseyandc a me t
started up the stairs, yelling at Devlin to
| shook my head.
o0Smiled. Both of them said the same thing
utter a word. Just smiled. Stoptredn right in their tracks. Then he faced the window and in
front of the whole shebang blew his brains o
forget it. He had to interview over fifty people, Devlin being so important and all. Real party
kiler , huh?ao

Il didndt answer . Il nstead | started up the
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0Get it, party killer?¢6

oYou are pitiful!bd

LL smiled proudly.

From the landing a circular balcony swept all the way around the central hall to the

front of the house pminecting the two wings. The door to the master bedroom was opened

and we looked in. Against the far wall was an antique highboy. It must have been worth tens of

thousands of dollars. Next to it, on a low table, was a giant television set.
We crossed thzalcony above the central hall to the other side of the house. A wide

hall bisected that wing. In a guestroom, discarded clothes littered the floor, and an ashtray full

of cigarettes tilted precariousl yemh an unma

was a study, equipped with another-mgened television. An upholstered sofa and chair

stared at its black screen. The chair, its arms frayed, looked as if someone had just gotten up to

change the channel. At the far end, overlooking Midel¢, $arched an antique writing table,
inlaid with exotic, liglt ol or ed woods. Squatting beneath
graceful legs, was a tdrawer metal file cabinet.

LL made a beeline for the desk and, kneeling down, began toaiffja the

contents of the file cabinetds top dr awer.

expansivié and expensifie inlaid leather top: newspapers, letters, bills, and M.V. Owaissa

business cards and statioatySe an Dev | i n, CardinaieejandSoberacont eur

(some of the time). 6

oLook at this, o6 LL said. The bottom dr awe
completely empty except for a couple of paperclips and rubber bands. Closing it, he slid out the

top drawer agadinng. amTdhitsh adn eodhse 6lsurasst bar e as

puzzled shake of his head.
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| grabbed a couple of the file folders and thumbed through them. LL did the same. It
all appeared to be boat business stuff: invoices, manifests, brochures, mgsne catalo
correspondence.

Motioning at the top of the desk, LL aske

ONo, only bills and that sort of stuff. T
that 6s what the burglar took. o

0Someone took them, 6 himade metpirnk hechddsdme| f hear t

ot her suspect in mind. o0Thereds not so much
the house. Maybe he kept his financial stuff
o0l have no idea. o

oYou t akleoarh.e Ifdlrlstcdver this one. o

| tried the library first, an opulent room of leather club chairs surrounded by shelves of
books. Beneath some of the bookcases werlalrdivers with brass pulls and corner
shields. Opening them, | found old board gamezlgsugolf balls, and an ornate bong. Based
on the smell, | guessed it had been recently smoked.

| checked for a wall safe behind the rows of books, but found nothing. The living room
was equally unproductive. | moved on to the foyer and coat closezdDuting middle of
the closet was an incongruous pile of boat and fishing gear: a small outboard engine, two tanks
of gas, life vests, and a jumble of fishing rods and tackle. In the dining room, I looked through
the china cabinets and sideboards. Teemuinged for another ten minutes in the kitchen and
pantry.

Earlier | had heard LL rummaging around upstairs, but when I returned to the central
hall, | couldnét hear him at all. On my way

arriving soonreand sooner. Streetlights had come on, and lights in the windows of the homes
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on the other side of Carriage Lane winked cheerfully. | imagined parents cooking dinner,
children fighting over the television channel, and dogs wandering from person to person,
begging for a pat. And then I pictured our house, blinking as beckoningly as the homes across
the lane. But unlike those, ours was quiet, childless, and chilly, cooled by the developing rift
between Jen and me.

In the study, sitting in the sofa chairfacthg a dark television screen, LL held a few
slips of paper in one hand.

oYou find something?¢6

oTwo ATM slips and one uncashed check, 6 L
out the check to show me, oOnnecentdveu@mmount of
0OThereds nothing here. | combed the downs

Sighing, LL opened his hand, and the scraps of paper fluttered to the floor.
oWell, this hasndt been a total waste of
financial records. We just dondt know why. o

Stroking his neck, LL spoke deliberately.

deposited into Seands checking account. We d
then, answering his own question, said, OPos.
ol found a bong downstairs. o
0Teh St ate Police maintain theydvie got sour

running a finger back and forth across his lips, LL continued to think ubldud t S e an
couldnoét have been a |l ocal drug dealler. Duri
have popped up as a local player, and | would have seen it. If he was dealing, it had to be
somewhere else. Boston, Portland, Lowell ? |

major, ouof-t own pl ayer. And | woul dvithhwhatlehougle ar d ab o
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mi ght have been a tinge of wistfulness, O0At
o0But why steal his financi al records?d6 |

o0Cover wup his connections? But why take a

0Got me, 6 | answer ed, teverthe dnswergl shauldgeny wat ch
going. Jends probably wondering where | am. 56
Rising from his chair, LL said. olddd Iike

yours knows anything about where the financi

rubbing his chin, deep in thought. ol can wa
oSusan would more |ikely know the answer
ol know, 6 he said. o0Thatodés why | want to
oOYou dondot suspect her?o6 | asked, surpris

LL spoke slowly, as If¢ thought were new to him and he wanted to see how it

sounded out |l oud. o0Do you find it odd that t
the only person who claims to have seentbisssb | ed bur gl ar, who didndt
anythingbutSeédans f i nanci al records, was Susan? And
reside in her boyfriendds house after hebds g

about Susan?b6
ONot much. 6
OHow wel | does Lexie know her?6

oFairl y we lnhave b&eun lviagntogetherdor aBres a year, | think. But |

really dondét believe Susan would be involved
oWe dondt know what sheds involved in, or
be trying to hide. Maybe she was embezeliagr5é or bl ackmai |l ing him. o
oLet me call Jen, 6 | said. oLexie might v
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telephone on the desk and tried to dial, but
listening. | clicked the switch on the deskbghtt it di dndét come on eithi
past six, and night was overwhelming the fading twilight. Except for the streetlights on Middle

Street, the room would have been dark. o0We m

0That ds f unnya.crTolse Itihgehtse raered . odn
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Chapter 17

Devlin Mansion

The house was as silent and still as a cat studying its prey. Only the muffled rumble of
passing cars disturbed the quiet. When the front door banged against its frame, LL rose up on
his toes at the windowlert as a bird dog. | stepped over to look. Two men, both wearing
baseball caps, jumped into a large dark sedan and roared away.
0They came out of this house,d he exclaim
A faint whiff of something burning brushe
LL snffed a couple of times as we crossed the room. When we got to the hall, the
sweet smell of burning gasoline was unmistakable. At the end of the corridor a flickering glow
lit the ceiling and walls of the grand entrance hall. The two of us dashed toward it
Below us a pool of fire, whipped into waves, covered the floor. Walls of flames from
gasoinsmoaked runners blocked both sets of stair
a Chinese umbrella holder, two gasoline cans, both on their sidef, ttredargest flames,
highlighting their culpability. Generations of wax and varnish melted like molten lava and
popped into flames. The crystal chandelier reflected and refracted the firelight into a radiance
that shamed a galaxy. Ancient wood, dnydes,tcracked and exploded. After examining our
options, which wamreandgt wex a&atulgyhtf ewrcthe on her s
oCall the Fire Department, 6 LL bell owed.
|l motioned to the wtnleddrs «ieched dafn tthhee bsa luadoy
room!é | shouted, hoping the telephone in th
stairs and walls, and | could see that in another couple of minutes it would engulf the whole

central hall, pinning us to aside of the house or the other.
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We raced around the balcony to Seands roo
the door shut behind us and flicked the light switch. Nothing happened.
0Shit! Thereds no juice in the whole hous

A portablgelephone sat on a dresser. When | put it to my ear, there was no tone.

obDead, too. 6 Fear reared up and put a chokeh
0Shit,éd he muttered again, his eyes despe
the bed. O0We camemdlse a rope out of

We both dove at the bed, barely visible in thedsekmess. Together we yanked off
the comforter, only to expose a single fitted sheet. | ripped it off.
LL dropped to his knees, peering under th
somepl ace. 0
twasndot. | tied the comforter and sheet t
feet long. At least it was twelve less feet to jump. LL tugged at my knot. It slid easily apart.
0This isndt going to work, 6 hentdfai d. o1l h
they dondét get here soon, wedre goners. o6
| went to the window to see if there were any trees or shrubs we could jump into. It was
over thirty feet straight down to the terrace below and nothing to break our fall. A few people
had gathered on Cag#lLane watching the fire. Someone had to have called in the alarm.
| continued to stare out the window, thinking of Jen at home. Wondering, with all that
was going on between us, how she would react to my death. Grieving for the most part, | was
sure, bua small secret part of her might feel a sense of release. Set free from a husband who
was far from perfect, unleashed from a marriage that was foundering. And with no guilty
aftertaste. Even handicapped, she was still beautiful. Men would be atterct8deavould

remarry, Il thought. I prayed it would be som
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who would want to have her child.
LL had gone into the bathroom and | <coul d
going to give up without a fight.

My gaze wandered up the driveway to the carriage house at the end of the ell, five stalls

with a chauffeurds apartment above. The fire
satisfaction that the old carriage house would probably surviveghg flamo L L, 6 | scr e a
othe ell. We can jump onto the roof. o

| raced to the door and ripped it open. Foul greasy fumes tore at my nose and eyes. |
retreated back into the room. LL shoved a wet towel against my face. Draping our heads with
the towels, we anded down the corridor. Oily gray smoke hovered over us like storm clouds,
popping into flames whenever any of the superheated gas found oxygen.

The front hall was burning like the bowels of hell. Lurid flames curled up and over the
floor of the balcony.rBssed against the wall, we felt our way down the three steps to the
landing. Even closed tight, my eyes burned and the slightest breath scorched my throat. Flames
licked at my feet and ankles like the tongue of a dragon. | groped around and fedina plant s
Dumping the flowerpot off it, | pulled it back ready to smash out the leaded glass window.

LL stumbled into me. o0Come on, 6 he hissed

Pushing him away for a clean blow, | smashed the stand into the window.

The inferno roared outward at the suppfyesh oxygen. Flames swirled around me,
singeing my eyebrows and burning my hands. LL crashed into me asith#t baplosion
blew us through the window and out into the October night. | opened my eyes but could see
nothing and frantically thought tkia fire had taken my vision. Blindly | kicked out trying to
make contact with the roof. When | landed, my legs collapsed under me. Falling onto my side, |

rolled and slid down the slope of the roof. Burning embers tumbling along beside me. Jamming
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my hails and feet against the shingles, | clawed madly for friction.

With a resounding whomp and a yelp of pai
pitched down toward me. | pressed my running shoes hard against the shingles, and as he rolled
by | grabbed did of the shoulder of his Winston Cup jacket. It would have been easier to stop
a superliner. His momentum towed both of us toward the edge. First one of his legs fell over
the lip and then the other. His hands scratched at the shingles, and | hdigborifiarHalf
on, half off, his body came to rest. LL looked up at me, and our hot, quick breath mixed and
misted in the cool air. Oily soot covered his face and smoke rose from his hair. He hung there
for a few seconds while we caught our breatrhamdvith my help he hauled himself back
onto the roof.

o0oThanks, 6 he said straightening up.

We clambered to the peak of the roof and ran crablike away from the burning building.

LL was noticeably limping.

oYou all right?5¢6

He hacked and &cgndy. ®Fine, fine and

We reached the edge of the conservatoryds
squeeze through, and from there we could lower ourselves onto the floor, and out of sight.

Holding me for balance, LL kicked out the glass pane next to tishasl®of glass remained
stuck in the frame.
oLet me have your jacket. 106l wrap it ar

oUse your own fuckind coat. o

ol 6m not wearing a coat, 6 | replied, angr
o0l got this jacket in Daytona. o
OAIl I Irli ghitgghta 6 | pulled off my navy bl ue

O Bob Morrill 116



glass encrusted frame. Grabbing hold of it, | swung down into the conservatory, waited until |
stopped swinging, and dropped. The loose pebble floor crunched when | lamtieddd. f
Picking our way through the old potting benches and a jumble of lawn furniture, we made it to
a pair of flootto-ceiling double French doors that opened onto the terraces. One side was
jammed or locked. The other side opened easily, and weostipped
The house lit up the night sky. Silvery streams of water arced up and fell into the
flames, hissing like a million snakes. A pumper pulled into the driveway. Two firemen jumped
off, tugging a hose behind them. They scrambled across the driveaakyand position
half way between the house and us. The hose stiffened. A shot of water slammed through what
was left of the windows we had escaped through and evaporated like pee in a bonfire.
oLetds get the fuck out of here, 6 LL said
We raced throughé gardens and terraces to my car, hot to the touch. Sliding into the
front seat, we both sighed with relief. | fished out my car keys, and in a moment my Saturn was
alive and ready to roll. Before | put her into gear, LL turned toward me with a loognsieim
satisfaction. He gave me a congratulatory slap on the shoulder.
A flashlight beam from LL6&6s window cut th
concluding our celebration. In the bottom half of the its arc a Portsmouth Police Department

uniform aad badge were visible. LL lowered the window.

OQuite a fire, isndt 1t?6 he said.

oDid you fellows just come out of there?o0o
OAbsolutely not. 6 LL sounded as innocent
OAnd | supposaréehber bl Hakl|l bwees party?5o

LL touched his face and looked back at me. He dropped his voice to a confidential,

conspiratorial tone. O0To be honest, Officer,
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buddy and I, we said, jeez, we better make suneen@cs i n t here. So we st al
heat and fire drove us back. Trying to be Go
The officer, whose face |I couldndot see, s
Pari s?6
Not lettihngmemas wer , LL smoothly shifted gears. 0
want to get involved. 1 dm Lionel LaCasse, hi

important court meeting when we saw the fire. The rest of what | told you is true. You can

understad, | dmhsauredi d you say your name was of f i

oClay, Jonathan Clay. o

oWell, you can understand then, Jonathan,
involved. 6 LL | ooked down at his watch and t
getgoingfroudr e going to be | ate as it 1s.60

|l couldndét stand it anymore and decided t

in the house when the fire started. Someone set it, probably in an effort to kill us. We saw them
running away immediately befoews me |l | ed t he fire. o
LL shook his head slowly and sadly, as if
head disappeared as he stood up to observe the fire. The section of wall, where the landing and
windows had once been, collapsed inward witmderous clap. A shower of sparks
ricocheted out of the crash and drifted into the darkness. Two firemen in full battle dress,
carrying medievhlloking axes, lumbered by the car.
0Get that car outta here, 6 the closer one
OMove iheupopoof the street. dé Clay moti on:
| pulled out, drove slowly up to the head of Carriage Lane, and turned off the engine.

Neither of us spoke. | swung around to watch the fire.
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Karen Martin, host of Sesh@®vnchasedbythdre Seacoa
cameraman, rushed down the sidewalk toward the blaze. | looked atfimg:M@&t&fith
|l uck, they could break the story before the

In the rear view mirror | spotted Sweets Malloy waddling with abrearélerity up
the sidewal k toward wus. His familiar but dec
out of that <car! 6

LL and | met him on the sidewalk.

His face next to mine, he snarled again,
hopping nad, literally. With each bounce, waves of fat rippled up and down his midsection.
oYoudre under arrest. o He slowly appraised u
hips, LL stared back dumbfounded. All | felt was numbness, a sensation tietvesay

been turned off, every brain cell locked in shock.

oYou have the right tdé& remain silent. Any
ol know what my rights are. What | want t
demanded.
With the faintest hint of a smile, Swetetas ed bacik. oO0Bur gl arybo
oBurglary?6 LL cut in. OWe didndot take a
Sweets cocked his head with a | ook of sup
entering with the purpose to commit arson i s
Sweetsvasndt interested in my opinion on the fi:1
| was speechless. LL spluttered until he finally formed thewomed quest i on: O0A]
OArson, 6 Sweets repeated. The word hung i

ol 6m chawgi wgtwoarson. 6 He motioned at the t

the sidewal k. o0l 6ve got a dozen witnesses wh
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started. o

oYoudre ful
OAnything vy
OFuck you!od
i 0 bues e d

0Someone tr

that doesndt b
oYou have t
OFuck you. o
LLds effort

| figured 106d

agai n s

|l of shit, Malloy. o
ow say can and will 6

you in a courto
ies to fry wus | i ke hamburgers
eat all .o
he right to talk to a | awyerod
at r easoni nghawngitsllesi®edealfect s Mal |
try my luck. oO0OSweets, the fi

the central hall. They used some outboard gasoline Sean Devlin had left in the foyer as an

accelerant. Tomorrow morning the r e

Mar s hal

Wi

[ 1 conf i

and | are not so stupid that we would touch off an arson on the first floor and then run up to

re

rm what

the second to watch it burn.o | motioned at
saw us witell you that a baakaft blew us out of the second story. Not your usual modus
operandi for an arsonist. o
LL nodded his approval Doubt crept onto
reasoning. But he was only doddkéoratawydraddor a mo
have him present with you while you are bein
LL wasndt finished. O0OYou candt prove shit
you had is now gone. He flicked his head in
oYou keapnmooff and 1811 pile on resistin
0Go ahead. Youdve got as good a chance of
O Bob Morrill 120



Menacingly, Sweets moved toward LL. His v
donoét take any pleasumnagien dar ginhgy a ofi elgl ow
job, but you ke & SBSweaetswhispergd theiwdrcfor ammpfagiss sd o | e 0
youdre going to make this downright joyful.?®o

Rushing to get their film back to the studio, the camera crew came running up the
sicewalk. While LL and Sweets glared pugnaciously at one other, Karen Martin, who was in the
lead, noticed us and over her shoulder said something to her cameraman. He stopped and
began to set up. She squeezed in between LL and Sweets, oblivious tgetezit bihces.

oCommander Mall oy, can we get a statement

ONot right now, 6 Sweets growled back.

She turned to LL. oYou Il ook Iike you were

LL gl ared at her. oONo comment . 0

OWhy dondt ryoat tteerlheyhelrasyoaudvi sed you to t
sneered.

Finally picking up on what was going on,
Commander ?6

ol said, no comment. o

She moved back to her cameraman and whispered in his ear.

Sweet s s p o twvebetteovamoese. WheYi bget the complaints filed, |
expect both of you to come to the station to

The camera light snapped on, nearly blinding us. LL and I, on videotape now, hustled
to my car and started to climb in.

Karen Martinshovecechr mi cr ophone under my nose. 0Wh

you?6 she demanded.
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The camera, its light shining directly at me, captured a full frontal picture. It was an
image | would see repeatedly over the next few days. Soot covered my face) lut itclidnn c e a |
the alarm in my eyes. She held the car door as | tried to pull it shut. With the door still open, |
drove slowly away.
Jogging next to the car, she shoved the m
fire?6 she shouted.
| di dndt edehge of the doa. Mslwe sirbve up Carriage Lane, all eyes were
on us as the camera light bathed the rear of my Saturn.
OFuckind bitch,déd LL muttered.

It was too late for me to be angry with anyone but myself.
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Chapter 18

Opal Street

On the way home tlgar was as silent as a hearse. The fire, casting a yellowish glow
into the night sky, was visible from our driveway. My career was going up in those flames as
well, I thought. A judge charged with a crime would be considered guilty before a single shred
of evidence was presented.

Standing in the driveway, LL apologized,

never should have | et you go into that house
oltds not your fault. | could haveél shou
oYeah, Dbut hésatnew better, o
0So did I, LL, so did I.o06 I looked over a
too. o

oYeah, big {fivebukksadayaddandgly sSiuxti y or m. o

olf 1 dm lucky, theyoll | et meindesgigator my ti cC
and paralegal . o
LLds tone assumed a girlish pitch. oO0You m

oYou already work for me. 0
ol do?6 he said in mock amazement.

Jen was at the breezeway door waiting for me. She took one look at our sooty faces and

asked OAre you guys all right?5¢6
oOYeah, wedre fine. But someone tried to b
You can see the fire from here. o6 Jen foll owe

pushed an eerie hamisphere of radiance higlo itite night sky.
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0ls there anything |l eft?06 she asked.

0l doubt it.o

We watched for a while, then went inside. The table was already set and the news was
on. LL fixed himself a whiskey, the amber liquid nearly filling the tumbler. | poured an
industrial sed scotch. LL and | told Jen the entire story: the absence of financial records, no
power or phone, two men in baseball caps running from the mansion, the fire itself, and our
nearmiraculous escape. Jen reached over to touch my arm.

LL waited for me to keal the rest. | hated to tell her and it showed. Putting it into

words, especially to her, would give life to the irrefutable reality that | was probably going to

|l ose my job. | spoke softly, reluctantly. 0T
house, and heds going to charge us with arso
OAfter you were almost killed?06 Jen decl a

OHedéd ticket a crying baby for disturbing

|l hesitated, while the knot in my stomach

00Oh no, Tony. o0 She reached out for my han
examined it. oltds all burned. 0

Even through the soot, |1 could see my han
okay. Itds a little sensitive. o

Jencontinuedtoholdy hand. o0Candt you fight the cha
you. 0

oFight 6em. Why? When the press gets hold
going to resign, tomorrow. o

o0But you havendt done anything wrong, 6 Je

Butlhave,JemlanLi am Devl in knows it. And what Wi
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with torching his familyAdme2ud | sai d, o0lt doesnd6t make any

entire court. Being charged wbtebh.a crime, |
Jen started to say something, but LL cut
up without a fight, are you?b6

oOWhatds to fight?6¢6

0l 6ve seen a |l ot of judges in my day, 6 LL
far fromit. Nooneis. Bt you see the gray in |ife. Thatos
white. o

LLds steely eyes bored into me with a wit
before. For the first time | understood why the most hardened murderers had cavisd under h

interrogation. That stare could have cracked a safe.

0Choirboys make | ousy cops, 0 he continued
sin. 1 0m not s ay-dumgdeselvaybu, aut sbme dd. Yot step doan aad u mb
justice in Rockingha@o unty is gonna be a thinner soup. O

LLds gaze was still fastened on me and |
oThanks, | appreciate it. But 106l never sur:

0Someoneéwell, two guys abasdomahmgtodoar e try
with Sean Devlinds disappearance. | dondot th
just because youdre no longer a judge. We fi
who it that fire. o

OHed&s r i gahtte,v eTro noyu.r fiMidhilobkedi up in duprife® yy caird & @

still a wonderful judge. Dond6t resign. 6
* * *
For the rest of the evening, |l waited, |
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news. No surprise, the fire was at the top of the show. Katemn Wearing a trench coat
against the October chill, stood in front of the still smoldering remains as firefighters continued
to soak what was left.

oLast evening Portsmouth | ost one of its
four-alarmblaze ef t | i ttl e of the mansion that was ho
colorful governors, Walter Devlin. Although no official cause of the fire has been released,
unofficially we have been told that the poli

A clip of the fire was next burned as ferociously on television as it had in real life.
Reddiskorange flames poured out of the windows and roof, reaching upward into the inky
night. Middle Street in front of the mansion was a bedlam of fire trucks, police cars, and
ambulance# spaghetti mess of hoses shot crisscrossing streams of water onto the mansion.

Then there was a quick glimpse of LL, his face as dark as his hair, his eyes snapping
with anger as Malloy barked something at him. The rest of it was all me. And saitbere coul
no confusion, an old file photo of me appeared in the upper right hand corner of the screen,
captioned, o0Judge Anthony Paris. o

o0Oh, oh, here it comes, 06 | said.

The video was worse than | imagined. It showed me slinking into the car, microphone
inchedrom my mouth, my oily face numb with incriminating fear, the car pulling ahead with
the door cracked open, Karen Martin running alongside, me looking backyedvide
amazement, and then the final elgsef my judicial license plate, growing smaitérl u
turned the corner and disappeared.

oln another extraordinary twist to this d
unidenti fified companioné

0That ds me, wunidentified! o6 LL shouted gle
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Aoi nside the home wh e ruestiomed lsy thé policese Judge ar t ed .
Paris was released, and his connection to th
Watching myself in black face, fleeing the camera like a bail jumper, was not pretty. The

camera had turned my embarrassment and confiisian expression of guilt, writ in bold

across my face.
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Wednesday
Chapter 19

Rockingham County Superior Court

Anguished sleep had come in fits and starts and, when dawn first winked at the hem of
the curtains, | rose and went into the family room. Omgeae enter, LL, who had spent
another night guarding us, sluggishly rolled over to face the back of the sofa. His holstered gun
hung off the sofa arm by his head. Like me, his hands were reddish and puffy as if sunburned.
Despite knowing the punishméntas in for, | turned on the morning news.

In the watery light of morning a reporter for Seven on the Seacoast stood on Middle
Street. Behind him, only the blackened front and left wall of the house remained standing. The
rest was rubble. A police offiteo o k ed on whil e two investigator
Office, dressed in yellow hip boots, poked through the smoldering ruins.

ol nvestigators are on the scene and their
to a small van with an officialseald Fi r e Mar shal printed bel ow
Sean Devlin, brother of Governor Liam Devlin and a grandson of Governor Walter Devlin. A
local excursion boat captain, Sean Devlin was lost at sea last week. Although the search for him
conthuesom scaled down basis, sources here say t

The scene shifted to a replay of LL and me fleeing the scene. The morning show host
broke in. o0Three days ago Judge Phoatis barely
chase on Great Bay. Are the police saying whether there is any link between this fire and that
attempt on his |ife?6

The television flipped backed to the repo
this. We have learned that drug dealers aretsespec i n t he attempt on Jud

as revenge for some sentence he handed down. But why he was in the Devlin mansion at the
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time of the fire is unknown. The State Police are continuing their investigation and we intend to
follow thisstoryast unf ol ds. 0

o0Drug dealers?5¢6

LL, who had shifted into an upright posit
are saying.?6

0OYoudre kidding! 6

LL shrugged.

* * *

It had been Jen who had first suggested it, and LL and | quickly agreed. As a result,
ofloolw t he moneyo became our marching orders f
mysterious mantra, ORoosevelt made wus rich, o
whatever she could linking F.D.R. to the Devlins. Charged with trying toviratiedorigin
of the deposits to Sean Devlinds Paine Webbe
crony of his, a retired FBI agent from Boston who had specialized-coldritrime.

My desk at court was a blizzard of message slips. Matggretdin delivering them,
one after another, enjoying every jot of my
irritating seffighteous voice, unable to conceal her pleasure.

While | was trying to return the worried calls of my family, £ kigraaling me to get

off the telephone. 0l need to talk to this g

o0Use another telephone, 6 | said. There ha

0l need privacy, 6 LL explained petulantly

odonét have to find another phone. Look a
and this is my phone! o

OFuck you.6 LL slatted out of my chambers
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| reached my mother, right after she had
youdre okay?Pi Eony, yoamnd mot her, 6 She demanded

troubl e?6

oNo, Ma. o
0So, itds not trouble that you get shot a
oMa, | told you, | didndt start any fire.

d se started the fire. o

0OAnd this, this is not troubl e?6

oMa, my bailiffds at my door. Theyodore wai
knew | was lying.

Several of the pink message slips were from reporters. One was from a reporter | had
never leard of. | tossed it out. A couple were from reporters | did know, and | gave those slips
to the clerk of court, asking him to call th
Paris appreciates your cal | eblsosevenabfemmyo ¢ o mme
fellow judges, including my Chief Justice, commiserating no doubt on my recent travails. But by
that time, my morning list was actually feadpuld tell, because LL stood sullenly at my
chambers door. Returning their calls wowe teawait.

When | declared the midmorning recess, LL
dashed out of the courtroom ahead of me, a major breach of courtroom protocol. When |
arrived at my chambers, he was already there, in my chair, on my telghitipping
through his little spiral notebook, LL began to punch in a telephone number, mouthing each
digit as he dialed. He waited, and then his eyelids dropped and his lips tightened in
disappointment.

Speaking slowly to the answering machine,hesad- ou, thi s i s Lionel
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Hampshire. | need a favor. Try to get back t
you then. 6 LL gave him my private |ine and h
into its craddkely oByne oowuthefdsr ptrltodd day. 6
OHave him paged at Suffolk Downs. 0
oYou know, I 6&m trying to help you here. N
ONot yet. o
My retort was cut short by Margaretods app
Without saying anything, she arelyied LL in my chair and deposited the slips on my desk. LL
patted his lap as if he wanted her to sit on it. Her body shuddered at the thought, and pivoting
with near military precision, she marched out.
0Get out of my chair, o6 | ordered.
Rising, LL grabloemy Coastal Courier, its front page covered with pictures of the fire,
and left. | flipped through the new messages. Two more reporters, one of my brothers, and the
Chief Justice again. 1 returned the Chiefos
Peter Gigaslithered into my chambers. Only several years away from retirement, Gigas
was Supervisory Justice of Rockingham County, in charge of assignments and scheduling. To
the extent that someone with a lifetime appointment can have a boss, he was my direct
supeior. He perched on the edge of my conference table.
|l knew he wasndt there to commiserate. Gi
to stock up on juicy tidbits, and | wasndt i
asked in a way that | rempwould discourage further conversation.
Ponderously he cleared his throat. o0Somet

| waited for him to continue.

0This isndt easy, o6 he said withha sinceri
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coughed lightiyo tah , you know, criminal c¢charges may b
00Oh, 6 | replied innocently.

0l dve discussed t hmaelikeiafewhuadrefl, ethoughtt her peo

oand | dondt think it would be appespi ate f
His judicious, superior tone grated |ike
been, and | wasndét planning to, which if you

| ot of time on the telephone. o
Bristling, he derkaandtndplgntyofcvil@ddomeastic eorktfon e
you. 0

Without responding | locked him in my stare until, after clearing his throat like some

snooty professor, he said, oBy the bye, did
you?o
ol kinojwst called him. o

It was a few minutes past eleven when clerk of court entered courtroom four. He held a
pink message slip. Receiving a message while
news. And the | ong soeforiing.livgas ceréam it was Swedtsi s f ace
Malloy, ordering me down to the Portsmouth Police Department to be formally charged with
arson and processed. I n my mind, the picture

prints woul dndtoogm gaway.edThes ddteurhtanded me th

Justice is holding for you.Oo
o0Sorry for the interruption,é6 | apologi ze
o0oTony, 6 my Chief Justice said when | pick
right?6
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0 Y e a &nswered nervously. | liked my CJ and his characteristic directness. There was
no beating around the bush. It took him only
what could | say?

LL appeared at my door.

0The CJ has placledawe wmt ialdmiwni shem@atmeoti C

ONo, 6 LL said sympathetically.

oUntil this all settles down, he says. No
duties because I d8m innocent. 0

oWhat are you going to do?o6

oWell , 1 0m not st ayiinngg uhpe.r eo,lo6n |a naontnhoeurn cneidn
down here administering | ast rites. You comi
0Since you asked so nicely, yes. o

|l didndt even bother to gather up my pers
them up later.

0Shoul dndt kwme w ene Otrtee | elaevritng? 6 LL suggest

OHe knows, 6 | said.
We passed by Margaret. oOWhat time shoul d
|l turned on my heel . o0fVl4yagkaedthebackoofnly snappe

suit coat so hard | nearly fell backwards dbealoor.

* * *

The car was quiet as we departed Rockingham County Superior Courthouse. Breaking
the silence LL invited me to his place for a sandwich and a beer. | accepted, knowing the beer
would be Knickerbocker and the bread snow white. Butmy dardcecaea s ndt exact |l y

afternoon.
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I n a feeble attempt to make conversation

|l knew that wasnodot LLO6s real question. |t
know. oOYou want toalkmogw 6how wedre getting

oNo, | was only asking how she was. 0

0Sheés fine, and | dondét know about wus. S

it right now. 6

oLast night it |l ooked |ike you were back
ol candét tell. %keé¢da wbent hedsypewno kifck
ot her stuff, being shot at and someone tryin
now. Goes to show you, thereds a silver | ini

The car grew quiet agaand | wondered what Jen would ultimately do. Leave me?
Make it my fault? OEither agree to have a ba
the landscape of my life would be without her, but there was a blankness there, an emptiness

that defied pnetration.

OHow come you never got remarried?06 | ask

The question hung unanswered. LL knew wha
going to respond. When he did, it was only i
| 6ve oftenhel bmed o0of khds. We couldndt have
out, our relationship had become a Ilittle ro
from time to time, but it never gnaybeabeyond t
couple of kids would have made it different,
donét know though. | would probably have bee

OWere you that wunhappy?o6

o0Naw, Il wasnot . B hetto ruin adazen §vesdProblenoigylgh hear t
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caused it to only one person. Ol married you

guess, this is part of the worse.d 6 He shoo
bridle. faubtyal She ahould have Il eft me a mil!]l
ols that why you havendt remarried, worri

were in dangerous territory for LL, skimming on the thin ice of real emotions.

He looked over, unsurewhber he shoul d continue. ONo, i
He sniffed with faint amusement. O0There were
| m sure of that. o6 He flashed his cocksure g
Earine Thi sd6l 1l sound funny, but itds the truth:
sacrifice, considering all she put up with,

chuckled in his throat, hisowmotuh &t cdlos@sl . d@d

than | ever was when she was alive. 0
That was LLO6s first, |l ast, and only state
us said for the rest of the ride. A couple o

drivewa. She waved sweetly to LL as we passed by her kitchen window.

LLds apartment was a study in contrasts.
features remained: ornate arched doors, a vaulted alcove framed by fluted wooden columns,
and elaboratelycard pi |l asters along the walls. I n cont
Sunday suppl-esndeOnot,:0 00& poiTehcreese rooms for the p
threesided, foresgreen velour sofa surrounded a largetgla®sd coffee table, whilisted
slightly as a result of a damaged leg. A single book, Wildflowers of the Caribbean, slumbered in
the shadow of a dusty, dried flower arrangement.

| pointed at the book. OYoudve got to be

oWomen | ove it. o
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0OYou donod6t knloowweshs$toéabout wil df
0That ds what books are for,6 LL answered
If LL intended the living room for show, the kitchen was where he lived. Under a high
bank of small octagonal windows rested a Canadian rocker directly in front\asibe. tele
The only other seats were two white ice cream parlor chairs at a small matching table. It was
obvious where | was expected to sit. LL popped open a couple of Knickerbockers and handed
me one. After spreading generic mustard on a piece of whiidém@pped some bologna
on it, covered it with another slice of the samesgjoking bread, and handed me my
sandwich without a plate. Apparently exhausted by his efforts, LL flopped into the rocker,
holding his portable phone. He tried Lou, tREEbagent, again. From his expression, | knew
he was still out. LL didndét bother to | eave
While we ate, | flipped through a coupl e
catalogues. Clicking on CNN from the comfort of his rocker, LL watchetlyabsa few
minutes he fell asleep, an uneaten corner of his sandwich resting on his lap, his sleep measured
by slow, heavy breathing punctuated by a fluttering whistle. Tiptoeing around, | found a
ball point and on the Wwatk,ofgeanl enveli opge. wTo
stomach next to his sandwich.
With no job, no boat, and no place to go, | picked up a Boston Globe on the way
home. The Coastal Courier was one of those papers that you can read in less than ten minutes.
oTom tthi |l ine a |Iitter box, 6 as one of my sis
occupy a good part of the afternoon. | grabbed a Smutty Nose Ale from our refrigerator and sat
down to read the paper. The fiinfeet section di
| flipped to the New Hampshire Section. There was nothing there about the fire either.

Instead the section was exclusively devoted to Governor Liam Devlin and how he had
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maneuvered himself into the position of kingmaker for the Democratic RaéSiderary.
One sidebar weighed the chances of a dark horse congressman from Massachusetts who, the
| oyal writer hoped, might r i smakigmitrcan not c hes
account of his proximity to New Hampshire. Another sidelzaraeel, pretty wildly |
thought, about Governor Devlinds prospect s,
himself.

| was more concerned about how much longer he was going to let me hold onto my

office.
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Chapter 20

Portsmouth Public Library

Sittingaround the house alone was driving me crazy. There was nothing on television
unless you were a stock jockey who liked to watch the tickertape stream across the bottom of
the screen. Around thrderty | was ready to jump out of my skin. A walk to thisfouth
Library to tell Jen firsthand what had happened seemed a lot better than stewing in my own
sweat.
It was a little less than a mile to downtown, and the weather, cool and slightly overcast,
was perfect for walking. The physical act of placingaine fiont of the other developed a
meditative rhythm. My mind started where | did, heading downtown to see Jen, but once
underway, while my body shambled towards its destination, my thoughts roamed like a dog,
sniffing at this idea, exploring that r&lec and peeing on everything.
An elderly man, walking toward me at a steady clip, jauntily raised two fingers to the
brim of his porkpie in greeting. oBeauti ful
oYes, it is,06 | responded flatly, uninfec
Would that be me in a couple of weeks? | worried. Filling wastelands of vacant time
with brisk, invigorating walks, cheerily impressing strangers with my happy, upbeat outlook?
The urge to resignmaybe | could resign in exchange for the State droppathgithe$ to
end the waiting, to bring the whole tangled mess to conclusion, surged over me. Then my
thoughts shifted to Jen and her driving determination to conceive. And | wondered where our
relationship was headed, right when | needed her most. Reliefth what | want ed.
l ying at t he -waaniedrock, waitirgdag that tamyuilizing side to reach me,

waiting for it to rise up, to slip me off the rock, to slide me into its peaceful bower.
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But when the water touched my leggad the frigid North Atlantic, offering no
succor, only the cold shiver of reality. My job and my marriage, my anchor lines to terra firma,
were rapidly fraying. Someone was trying to
coastline | was familiarvt t he | andmar ks and the headl ands
relied on, were gone, over the horizon. This was deep water sailing, deep water sailing without a
compass, deep water sailing without a star, deep water sailing for survival.
For the first tine since | started out, | looked anxiously over my shoulder. Nothing
there.
Quitting wasndt going to save my |ife. Qu
whoever was trying to kill me. Or would it? Could someone be trying to drive me out of office?
But why?
First things first, | thought. Finding out who was trying to murder me, finding out what
happened to Sean Devlin, those had to come first. The street ahead of me, the brick sidewalk |
was dawdling along, the old houses pressed against it, sadueimjo clear focus. Lowering
my head, | picked up my pace.
In a few minutes the irregular back of the Portsmouth Public Library came into view. A
fixture at the corner of Islington and Middle for nearly two hundred years, the library consisted
of two kuildings, a brick Federalist with an elongated facade facing Islington Street and a
smaller, ruddigricked Colonial behind it, connected by a modern brick and glass addition. Out
of habit | walked up the wheelchair ramp. An assortment of retireesfilledttreading
room, saving a buck by reading the | ibraryds
An assistant librarian behind the checkout desk knew Jen and apparently, by
association, me. o0Judge Pari s, ebMigiodcal wi f eds a

Archive Collection.
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A pudgy, gnomislooking man with a goatee seated at a wooden desk guarded the
large alcove. Behind him were several rows of gray metal bookcases filled with ancient tomes.
The librarian set down his paperback of poetgydnaugh to eye me suspiciously. After
sufficiently warning me against all manner of bibliophilic transgressions, | was permitted to
enter the inner sanctum, and he returned to his poetry.
Seated at the end of the alcove, Jen peered into the screenodifra reader. She
di dndét notice me wuntil | tapped her shoul der
the screen into a wavy blur of grayish print
oSorry. o
oWait till you see what | found. ¢

Wait till I tell you about my day! | thought

She wheeled around and rolled out to the
is Tony, my husband. | want him to see the s
wife, Stephen opened a drawer o Jen | ooked up

He handed over a clipboard with a pen dangling from it. On it was a microfilm sign out
sheet. Jen pointed at her signature, which was last on the list, and then skipped her finger up to

a signature close to the tawAugusthintt he page. 0S

| turned back to Stephen, still pointing
Sean?¢d
0Jen already asked. No, but | remember hi

whi sper . 6

OAny idea what he was |l ooking for?06
ONo, spenft houaourplea eo and | eft. o
oDo you remember what he was | ooking at?¢o
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0Same thing Jen asked for, the Coastal Co

oWhy 1933?06 | asked Jen.

0The year Roosevelt and Devlin were elect
thatSeanwiat ed t o | ook at . o

oOHave you found anything?éd | gestured bac

Jen shook her head gently. o0l dondt know

some copies. O

Like the tail of a bird, G&ittenpgdpiesniéeem goat ee
to remember that he paid a buck, ten cents a

OAny i dea what he copied?bd

ONo, they make the copies right at the ma

show him how to operate the reader and make

oWat now?d6 | asked Jen.
ol d6m going to finish reading every issue
into the archive room. 0The answer may be ri

| looked skeptically at her.
oDo you have a better idea?bd
| wanted to ask her to drinee home, take me in her arms, and make it all better.
ONo, 6 I answered. o0Jenéd My voice dropped to
oWhat ?6
Without moving my head, | shifted my eyes toward Stephen. She immediately
understood and signaled me to follow her back intdcthee.
oOWhat ds the matter ?0

0The CJ put me on indefinite administrat.
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up. 6

00Oh no. o6 Jen reached out her arms, and |
kiss. O0ls there anything | can do?6

OWhat coa?n Iytodus dny probl em. 6

oYour problem, my problem; for better or
home?é6 Jen asked, reading my mind. Her eyes
right to the bottom of her pure soul.

My expression was all deeded. She rewound the microfilm.

* * *

As soon as we got home, Jen asked if | wa

you, 6 she promi sed.

't was Jends typical Protestant reaction
Whenshegotedpr essed, she would clean the basement
shitty, you might as well get something acco

prescribed a nice cathartic run. My approach was more fatalistic. | preferred to marnate a cri

in alcohol and hope that either the problem would go away, God would intervene, or in a worst

case scenari o, |l 6d di e.
|l smiled weakly. o01dd rather have a scotc
0Scotch it is!bo

| poured one for myself and a white wine for Jen. Thewylyrégstified, | listened to
our telephone messages. There was no call from the Portsmouth P.D. or Sweets Malloy. |
should have been relieved, but | wasnd6t. The
clerk of court . oafhordegespecially atha imedike this, bubamt her y ou

Assistant Attorney General called. He said it was important that he talk to you, and | thought
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you ought to know. 6
This was the hammer. And it was about to drop. It made perfect sense. Sweets had
brought in lhe attorney general to prosecute my case. The county attorney would have loved to
do it. Hanging a judgeds scalp from his belt
knew, would afford him particular pleasure. But prosecuting me would hawchbeana@
forbidden conflict of interest. Whether Sweets checked with him or figured it out on his own
really didndt matter. Sweets was three steps
to the police station to pick up some complaints, vewas already arranging to have me
indicted by the Attorney General s Office.
The assistant attorney general had probably prepared the indictments and, ostensibly
out of respect, but more likely to save some work, would want to know if | would waive a
grard jury, the formalities of service, and arraignment. It was a tried and true formula, a
Faustian bargain; | cooperate and in exchange delay for at least a month having pictures of me
and my attorney exiting the Rockingham County Superior Court splasieedhai|
newspapers and evening newscasts.
It was like waiting for the guillotine. I just wanted it to drop. | picked up the phone and
dialed. In a few seconds | was through to the young assistant attorney general who, by doing his
sworn duty, would so@nd my short career as a judge.
o0Judge Paris, thanks for returning my cal
ol dve been better.o
o0l know youd6re busy, so |6l get right to
Busy? Not any longer, | grimly thought.
0The Governor has r eqstatanirvestigationentothet or ney

attempt on your | ife, the attack in Little B
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OYoudbre kidding,o6 | blurted out. No one <c
spoken to Sweets Malloy?6 | asked, almost 1in
0Sweet s Mal d prgn@uicindtlee name ploavly asef that might trigger
recognition. It didndt. o0Should | know him?6
oNo, no,06 | answered hesitantly, paranoi a
Governor mention the fire at his brotheroés h
ONo, yowy MmWonh to me, he didndtdéd He contin

your convenience, but | need to do some preliminary research first and | have a motions

hearing up north tomorrow that | candt get o
accgree of intimacy | wasndt quite ready to s
oYes, | know, 6 | agreed guardedly.
ol dondét know what your schedule is this
Portsmouth on Saturday. 1 tds a greaatory | i ttl e

outlets. I was hoping to combine a little business and pleasure, that is, if you happened to have

some free time on Saturday. | can come over
oSaturday will be fine. o
0l could make athen@®emésfhsut b mReé¢i cebd
ol 6d rather not, 6 | said, summarily cutt.
oltds centrally |l ocated and private. o
oltéds the appearance of it; a |l ot of thos

can understand. 6 Suddenloy ihti swas elr tturryeisng ft d
come here, or 106d be glad to meet you downt o

oDowntown would be fine. o6

(@)

Do you know why the Governor IS concerne
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0The Attorney General didnodtdbwaagpen She onl
attack on a public official in this State, and that Governor Devlin wanted to be kept abreast of
the investigation at all times. [ tds a |ittl
under standable. o

We talked for a minute moagtanging to meet Saturday afternoon at Café Brioche
downtown.

When | returned to the family room, Jen had turned off the television and one of our
favorite CDs was playing. Seated with her at the milking table, | noticed that the Coastal
Courier, whichad been | aying there only a few minute
now missing. Clearly, Jen was trying to insulate me from reality. And inwardly | appreciated it.

OWhereds LL?6 she asked.

OHeds off too. With me gone, heds out a |
ol dowarte $h.eo
oBased on the telephone calls |1 d6ve overhe

happy with some time off. o

oOWhat ds he doing for dinner?5¢6

ol dondt know. When | | eft him, he was so

oOPoor gule ¢élehamusted, staying up all hour

oYeah, 6 | agreed.

oYou mind if I invite him for supper?dé Je
telephone. It took some wheedling and cajoli
demands.

OHepseaty special friend, 6 Jen said.

obondét tell him.o
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ol think he already knows. 0

oWhen he started as a bailiff, 1 didnét Kk
honest. The other bailiffs always tell you what they think you want to hear. Not Lay$le alw
says exactly whatds on his mind. 6 | <chuckl ed
pointed comments. OHe may have broken every
there have been times when | wished he would have kept his damn mduthl stiwgys

knew where | stood.

oOYouol | | ove this, o6 I continued. o0On t he
hedd never remarry. o6 | waited for Jends reac
Earline! He must have cheated on heramilli t i me s , but now t hat sheo:

conscience. Course, he still chases anything witkctkorXo mos omes and a pul se
Jen giggled. O0To each his own. o
Wor king on an embattled and exhausted bra
mylips My voiced6s timbre dropped and thickened

marry anyone el se. 0

OWho says | 6d allow you to, 6 she said jok
oYou know what | mean. I f we ever split wu
oTony, | |l oa@i yeugoilngamidtouwugth what youdr
oYou went through something a | ot worse. o
oNo, no, | didno6ét, 6 she protested. o0l | os

rest of me works fine. 6

oWell, |l ast week, you were talking about
Ignoringmypeevs h t one, Jen firmly stated, Ol dm i
me during rehab and recuperation and | 0611l ne:
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noweé. 6 Her eyes clouded with dampness. o0 | s

ol Kndw.reached out for her hand.

Jen wiped her eyes with the back of her w
al ways been there. But when | |l ost the wuse o
whet her i tds h akingmedowd fed @ umping up evary tima yneed a s
somet hing, you see me as incomplete and, wor

0l do those things because | | ove you, be
forgiven myself for being out fishing wiien were working, for allowing you to lie there for
three hours, for not getting you the help that might have prevented all of this.

oYou al ways say that, as if it somehow ma
comes from, it still diminishes nseagperson. | try to remind myself that you mean well, but to
me it hurts. o

* * *

When LL arrived, | pressed a Canadian Club on him.

o0Just one, 60 he agreed, oOand keep it I|ight
ass. o

ol 6ve got monydppomtgenpbeak foritdmerw. | can take part of
the night. o

LL snorted his opinion of my offer. Then,
me from news, LL clicked on Seven on the Seacoast. The fire and yours truly were still the top
stoy. At | east they didndt know that | was on
the lead story tomorrow, | groaned to myself.

* * *

Over dinner, Jen relayed to LL that Sean Devlin had copied parts of the Coastal Courier
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for 1933. LL appearedompr essed, and Jends chin dropped s
| fought off my own skepticism and came t
interesting that Sean Devlin was studying microfilm from the year that both his grandfather and

Rooseveltwee el ected to office?6

LL arched his eyebrows, silently communic

Annoyed, | added, oDondt forget what Col |l
0

oCall it womanés intuition,é6 Jen said, o0b
Devl in6s di sappearance is in those newspapers

| asked LL, Oo0You hear back from your guy

oONo. I f heds around, heoll <call tonight a

dondt know what we can do. O
oOWi tie timvestigation rapidly c¢closing in on
about my prospects, 6 | kidded.
oDondt make jokes about this, 6 Jen admoni
LL shrugged, what are you going to do.
* * *
Although LL had reluctantly consented to kipdgethe second shift and promised to
wake me at twb a promise which | seriously doubted he wouldikeepmany worries and
concerns spiraled around in my mind to even consider trying sleep. With the lights off, the two
of us sat at the milking table ie thark, only occasionally interrupting the quiet with
conversation. Country and west-presentpmtoltay c pl ay
next to the portable radio.

| stared at the pistol for a moment. oLL,
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LL glanced down at it, and then studied m

one?606
ONot really. | dve fired 6em, but |1 06ve nev
He rubbed the back of his neck. ol donodt

dangerous than no gun at all.iBaybe | should teach you. Who knows, it might come in
handy. 6

* * *

Sound asleep, Jen offered no resistance when | rearranged her for more comfortable
cuddling. But even that wouldndt calm me. Fr
heavenssod tsoarkregnt ed me that | couldndt fall as
insomniac. Around midnight | gave up and went back out to keep LL company. He was
listening to some aight radio talk show catering to lonely hearts and jilted lovers.

| confidedmy nagging, middtd-the-night nightmares. For all the sympathy and
understanding he gave me, | might as well have spilled my guts to the pillow.

oStill, 6 | explained, othe thought of get
withoutajobtogotoisdivn g me nut s. 6

Here, he was much more in tune. Even more than me, LL came from the old school

where work had an intrinsic value that had n
on your feet, 6 he reassur edusetkistmetédfigyeh ow, |t
out who the hell is trying to kill you.o
OWhere do |I start?d6 My question was mor e
really knew, and how our scanty clues didnodt
LL exhibited not an ounce®fy mpat hy. o0You want to try the

individuals who shot at me the other night in Little Bay and who tried to burn the Devlin
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mansion down around me, please call and i den
me . Wh i [thering avound ebeut ybur job and marriage, someone, someone pretty
professional, very much wants you dead. And all the while my sex life is going down the toilet.
Anot her week of guarding you and 106l have b
0At | eamenswimkel wbe rescued from disappoin
brooded for a second about my own sex life.
LL saw the sadness, and our eyes held one
him uncomfortable and quickly, almost poignantly, he returnedecuhy of the banter.
oYou want affidavits? Certificates of satisf
OForgery another of your hidden talents?o0
oYou want some?060 | offered from the kitchen.
0Jesus no. A ckoipngonmia ks.t afkreeo uyto ud rniunt s ? Yo u
to bed and do something with that wife of yo

In hindsight | should have taken his advice.
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Thursday
Chapter 21

Opal Street

Around three o006cl ock rim itrh.e arButnifnigr sLtL Idden
a little stroll .o
He strapped on his holster, put on his black nylon windbreaker with the Winston Cup
logo on the back, and slipped out through the slider onto the back patio. | clicked on ESPN.
Ten minutes later, thetjpedoor slid open, and LL stepped back into the house.
oTurn that off, 6 he barked, | ocking the d
range target. o6
Sheepishly, | scrambled for the remote control, increasing the volume twice before |
was able tiocate the off button.
LL took off his jacket, brushed it gently, and hung it carefully on the back of a chair.
Looping his holster over the arm of the sofa, he laid down, shifting and muttering until he was
comfortable. ONight. o
In minutes LL was snufity contentedly, and, now that it was finally my shift, | felt
dogtired. Fumbling around in the dark, | made a cup of coffee. Drinking it only made me more
sleepy. On the radio | found an early morning talk show where everyone appeared to know one
anothero Mi ke, 6 the host | ectured, oOyou bring thi
tell you youd6re wrong, wrong, wrong. Got it,
At six, when the first milky light of dawn came through the windows, | went to bed. |
di dndt <carde swahya,t and weobuodut then, | didndt eve

slept. In fact, given the way | felt, | probably would have been more pissed if he missed.

* * *
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It was past nine when | finally woke, still groggy from a lack of sleep. In no rush to get
up, | languidly shifted toward Jen. Her side of the bed was empty. | laid my head into the
depression on her pillow. Her scent, a blend
after a summer rain, still clung to the bedclothes and | geaidd.iker perfume stirred
senses and awoke memories. Memories of languorous mornings, whigratieeldiéy
waited like servants outside our door. Once unbound, the memories rambled and played in the
wide open present. On those mornings Jen would awakgrslipping a naked leg over
mine, pulling me closer. Sliding onto me, legs straddling me, her naked skin against mine, she
would kiss me awake. Her scent, luxuriant and sensual, fresh and natural, would perfume the
motionless morning air. Sometimes wadvall back to sleep, her on top of me, my arms
around her. On other mornings her kisses would push away sleep and nibble at seduction until
our passion filled the bed.

Those days were gone and recollecting them would only bring me heartache and grief. |
tried to shove the memories back into the compartment they had come from, a compartment
that | had closed two and a half years ago and rarely unlocked. No point in dreaming about
what you couldndt have. A usefvarldwelltéanson | 6d
how poor we were or how cramped our home was. Instead they concentrated their energies on
how to improve what little we had. | never heard them utter an envious word. Envy to them,
besides being a sin, was a useless emotion. They atcepedli vagar i es, har bore
held no sense of entitlement. They never looked up with envy or down with shame. They
looked straight ahead, into the eyes of life. And although they knew who was master, they never
blinked. A philosophy rooted deephie rocky soil of Italy and the catechism of the Church.

For my parents, it had been that simple. Put the envious wish, the regretful reminder

out of your mind. It was not that simple for me, as much as | wished it were. Does hiding the

O Bob Morrill 152



memory destroy tleesire? Or does the desire still persist, a seed within a husk, waiting for
fertile ground? | hadndot yet found the answe
the temptation ever presented itself. | had started looking at women in avdijeserte
Jends accident. Shedd seen it, she knew it.

* * *

Jen arrived home around five, balancing three plastic sacks of groceries on her lap. Her
face was drawn and listless as she rolled up the ramp into the kitchen.

oOYou all r i glytegeftingimy ehside efavords.i nst ant |

She wearily frowned, too tired tgplew old ground.

Al 't hough her expression gave away the ans

ONo, 6 she said, disconsolately. o0l | ooked
yar and didnoét | earn a thing. 6

oWell, you tried. o

Jends head whipped around, her face firm

read every damn article all over again tomorrow. Maybe the second time through will be the
charm. o

* * *

0Just Itdéhme Inmaonk i ng for. & Beaming, LL greete
kitchen.

Jen had lured him over for another dinner by offering a half peck of steamers from my
brotherdés market, freshly dug that morning.

In his hand LL held open his epeesent,pdcet si zed spiral notebo
me back. Must have been right after you | eft

has connections up the wazoo. Half an hour ago he called me again. You know where the
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money in the Devih?®dds account comes fro
owill it be a crime to hear this?06 | |joke
We wal ked to the end of the kitchen count

my bottle of scotch.

o0You sound |like the pig covered with shit
his hands beforedier . Learning this will be the | east
LLds reminder triggered a quick mental ac

He mistook my expression as concern about
worry about. Lou woul dmdt eevveerr kafofwe rwhme ywp, a
ol wasndt worried about that. | was think

hauled up the two bottles and poured each of us a dollop.

oJust this, the money comes from the Firs
porp, as if hedd found the cure for cancer.

oDublin, as in Ireland?0

ONo, Dublin, IlTtaly! Jesus, dondt you get
Devliin, 6 LL recited in a horrible imitation

00Okay, 6 | ans wer gedof himmsDevindoormed yp.and Pt alcoldne mo

grip on my conscience..
0l must not be expressing this right, or

Devlin was getting money from a secret account. From Ireland. From an account that

apparently hediddt want anyone to know about. Why? Wh
controls it?60
ol donoét know, 6 | said, dancing warily ar

my role | should confess to LL.
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OYoudre hopeless. 6 LL gradandad.i sOyrowrt e kK en

to save by doing all this shit. Why dondt vyo
Parisi bloodline. ¢

OMe, nothing today, o6 | admitted.

0l have the number of the accoulNdu and t he
want to call them?56

0Theydre not going to tell wus anything, 6

0They will if you tell them youdre a supe

i nvestigation. 0
ol candt do that, o6 | protested. o0Do that,
ol tthotulgdt was what wedre trying to save.
He had me there.
oWel |l ?6 he asked.
oltdéds too | ate now, anyhow. Theyod be clo
brawled for precedence, whipping themselves into a confused hash of emotongnOne
thread, twisted and wound itself through the whole mess. Following it, my memory raced to the
afternoon when Liam Devlin materialized at my walkup law office.
* * *
While I rinsed the steamers and thusked th
Jends sake what he had found out about Sean
0Seands disappearanceéhis death?d Jen que
be connected to money. First the checkbook d

|l $ dgot to be the key. o

Holding a whiskey, LL stood at the edge of the kitchen, satenkyt -told-youso
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look on his face as he listened to Jen repeat the same points he had made a few minutes earlier.

My scotch burned like antifreeze, turning my ssittea chemistry experiment.

* * *

| was back on the early news. Well, to be more accurate, Sweets Malloy was filling in for

Chi ef Whittaker on the Chiefds Corner, a wee

Sweets looked lumpy and rumpledbHik threatened to collapse the small wooden chair he

was seated on, and he dwarfed the woman interviewing him.

0Judge Paris has been in the news a | ot
on involuntary administrative | eave. OO
ol woul dodét khawoab

OAre you going to press charges against

OWedre still investigating, 6 he answer e
oOHe can really warm an audience, canot
OAre you willing to discusnoutthereaboutof t he

Judge Paris. 6

oNo. ¢

It was nice to see that Sweets was an e
talking about?6 | asked LL.

LL returned my look with manufactured blankness, which only made me more certain
that he did know somettgj.

oDo you know?o

LL rubbed the back of his neck as he tried to decide whether to tell me what he knew.

oDo you know?6 | insisted angrily.

oYeah, but itds stupid, not even worth
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OYou dondt ihtavteo ttoelbleliitevteo me. | want to
A pained expression crossed LLO6s face. 0T
running drugs; that his murder and the attempt on your life were somehow related to a drug
deal gone bad,andyourbrd t he mansi on to destroy the evi

OAre you crazy!éo

oDondét bl ame me, for Chrissake. 0

OMy God, how can anyone believe that?6
ONo one does. |1 tds just a rumor. 6

oDo you know its source?0 | asked, trying
ONo, I 6m working on it.o

* * *

| agreed to take the first shift. LL possessed the knack of being able to fall asleep on
command, a benefit derived from his tour in Vietham or working all those second and third
shifts as a state trooper. Although | would be waking him in fiveheowited himself asleep
on the couch. Like a talisman, his holster hung from the arm of the sofapeasentgr
grotesque metaphor for how our world had been turnedtopgy

As we played cards only a few feet from a pistol, | studied Jen, wbaiy/mey
reaction would be when she learned what | had done and, maybe worse still, that | had kept it
from her. |1 glanced over at LL sleeping and
Jen returned my stares with cheery looks, as if themwvesheenture that should be enjoyed,
like losing the electricity.

* * *

It had been eleven years earlier, in my third month as a struggling new lawyer. | had

been thrilled, when out of the blue, Liam Devlin bounded up the wooden stairs to my office.
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Hewaa 6t governor then. He was, however, one of
limousine doubiparked on the street below.
0Tony, nice setup. Looks Ilike that furnit
| came around my desk t o ggreateMr.Dévinm. | di d

Thank you again. ¢

We both sat down. o0Tony, 18d Iike to ask
0OSure, 6 | said eagerly.
He pulled a sheet of paper from his jacke

an international financial transaction | maslved in. My Boston lawyers forgot to complete

this part of the paperwork. The deal was completed months ago, but | need this signature

witnessed and notarized. You are a notary, a
oYes, 0 | said, prrewdtddepsegatdrylseang out my br a
ol 6ve taken the | iberty of dating it, so
The date, some six months earlier, was al

recognize and next to my typewritten name. So naive and excited that lnamoéwvome
to me for a favor, it never occurred to me 't
nor was | a notary public then, and worst of all | had no idea whose signature | was affirming.

Nevertheless, young and dumb, | signed my nahadfiaiously embossed my seal.

0Thanks Tony. Send me a bill .6

oNo, no, Mr. Devlin. 1 dm just glad to hel

ol 61/l send you a check,dé6 Liam Devlin decl
appeared.

A week later, when myeztkbook balance was about to drive me out of the practice of

law and back to selling cars, a personal check in the amount of ten grand arrived from the man
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whose signature | notarized. | obviously did
DeM in to explain why | couldndt accept the mc
explanation to his secretary.

She called me back the next day. oOMr. Dev
are not measured solely by the time involvedsbutyathe value and benefit of the work, the
result the lawyer achieves for his client. You saved Mr. Devlin and his associates several million
dollars, money he could only have collected in a malpractice suit against his regular lawyers.
Thankstoyounte whol e thing was done simply and cl e
extremelt grateful and would have paid you m
accepted it.o

That convinced me, and | deposited the check and bought a computer.

| 8dd h aantactovithriLianaDevlin for nearly ten years when his chief of staff
called with his offer to nominate me to the Superior Court. The offer tore me up. On the one
hand it came at an opportune time. But by then | knew what a blunder | had made. One word
from Devlin and my ticket would have been pulled in a heartbeat. Knowing how much |
wanted to be judge, Jen couldnd6ét wunderstand

| wrestled with the decision over a few sleepless nights and finally said yes, but with an

anxious premonitontheth er e was going to be a price for 1

paralysis, the |l oss of her incomefithecher medi c
health insurance alone was a |ifesaver. Anot
Hadlinadvege nt 'y participated in | aundering Seas

money was the same, | was going to be drawn into the vortex of the maelstrom. Devlins, dead

and alive, danced all night in my dreams.
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Friday
Chapter 22

First fiDooblino Trust

Again lawoke in an empty bed. It was nearlythirg. So what? | thought. A week
ago the clock drove my every moment. Time was as irrelevant as | was, and for me its passage
only promised more pain.

In my boxers | wandered into the family room. LL was pa@uduag of coffee in the
kitchen. OWheredd Jen go?6

0To the Ilibrary. o

LL came into full view around the counter, white socks, gray knit slacks, and a New
Hampshire State Police sweatshirt. He sat down at the other end of the table and pulled the
telephone awn from the counter behind him. From his back pocket he retrieved his small

spiral notebook and thumbed through it for a second.

oYou ready to call the First Dublin Trust
oWhat am | gonna say?060 | changedtoto an of
bot her, but could you please tell me the bal

hated myself for trying to deceive LL.

0That ds not what | had in mind, 6 he respo
judicial inquiry as aresult of hisslappear ance. Make it sound | egse
oCome on, you know I cand6ét do that. Itds
o0l know what it is,dé6 he said, testily sl a
you interested in solving thiscaseorfo | 61 1 call them i f you want
pretend to be a judge. And you can guess who

get every time | do something that disturbs your precious conscience, | figured you could call,
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since youraf at least for a little whilelonges t i 1 | a judge. 6 LLO&s dark

amusement.
ol can6ét do it LL. I just candot. 6
oWhy not?6 he demanded, his eyes carefull
oLots of reasons, 6 | answered vaguely.

Hecouldtelmy el uct ance was more than just scrup
0Go get on the other line, 6 he ordered i mpat
| grabbed the portable phone from our bedroom and returned. Studying his notebook,

LL was in the process of dialing. ThreeringsjJatea f emal e voice answer ed
Trust . o

ol dm inquiring about an account belonging

from Portsmouth, New Hampshire. o6 Tweayng to a
Southerner.
OAy o6l | oogodbnect vy

A couple of clicks later, a male answered.
oMay ay be of service?06 An Irish brogue |
incomprehension.

0This is Judge Anthony Paris from the Sup

hereinthe UnitedState 6 LL smiled | i ke a cat who had | u
tank. OWe have an ongoing investigation into
transfer from your bank into a Paine Webber

in front of him. oltlrsegoudasaled®unt number t

From the silence on the line | gathered he was checking. In a few moments he was back

on the |ine. 01l dm sorry, yer ©6onor, we Oave
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0Yes, you dovoi ¢té liosimsdgeidtt s hSsut hern acc:e

have records of monthly transfers from your bank to a Paine Webber account in Boston. The

most recent was |l ess than three weeks ago. o
oSorry, sir, | am unable to assist you. 66
LL continued, even morefoe f ul |l y. oLook, this is an off

speak to a manager . 6

oYer ©6onor, Director Connelly is present.

There was another click, making me wonder if they still used switchboards, then a long
silence, eventually brokeraldyooming, authoritative voice.

oConnelly O0ere. o

LL introduced himself, or rather he introduced himself as me, and explained the
purpose of his inquiry. When he offered to r
quick and firm.

ONot ndedesesgroy. it right Ooere. o

In anticipation | raised my eyebrows at LL.

ol 6m only interestediiin some basic inform

oPawsesred first. 6

oPassword? | dondét have the password. 6
OWithout the password, sir, luthsannot supp
account, 6 he said with sonorous finality.

LL started again, explaining that Sean Devlin had been missing for a week and a half,
that he was conducting a judicial investigation. That he had access to all sorts of information, as
evidenced by our kmtedge of the account number, and that he believed that information

about the origin of the account, its set up, and who else received funds might help him learn
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what happened to Sean Devlin. Connelly listened without interrupting. In the background |

coul hear the occasional click of computer keys.

0Sean Devlin, you say.§6
oYes. 06
OHeds shown on our records as deceased. E

no good now. 0

oDeceased? When?96

0Doesnd6t say, sir. o

As t he t el ephon erleccuptighter @nd tajleed in cohcénfiation.f ace cu
oDeceased? He said 0Sean Devlinds deceased. 0

| nodded affirmatively.

OHow the hell can some bank in Ilreland de
no one can even find pirodbalbl yeamrayqou bandtlhak
him | egally dead. ¢

|l didndt have an answer. But then again |
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Chapter 23

Opal Street

After driving LL over to Orchard Street, | spent the rest of the morning tidyirg up th
house, vacuuming the family room, changing and washing the sheets, and cleaning the
bathrooms. The phone rang all morning. Each ring arrested my breath and stiffened every
nerve with the dread that it was Sweets Malloy, offering to deliver an inidicemsmt and
my coup de grace. Whether swishing a brush around the toilet bow! or folding a sheet, | was
frozen in place, waiting through all four rings, each ring separated by an interminable silence
from the next, until the answering machine took \0ftr.a concerted effort | restrained
myself from racing to hear who was calling. After the beep that marked the end of the message,
an involuntary shudder would release me and | would return to my chores, wondering if that
was the message that would engudigial career.

Around noon | couldndt stand the suspense
took a couple of anxious minutes for all the messages to play. None from Sweets Malloy. It said
something about my growing paranoia that the absermoessage worried me. | wondered
what was going on? Was Sweets using the delay to pressure me into making a misstep? To
confessing? More questions. And still no answers.

There were messages from siblings, an inv
Sundy gathering of Parisis, a directive from my mother to call her in the next ten minutes
before she went out, a message for Jen from
supervisory justice, Peter Gigas.

0Tony, sorry | missasdrydwe. ¢lleiak e da hti se & chy

file here that has your fingerprints all ove
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you give me a ring? Thanks. o

Free! | harrumphed silently to myself. Gigas had never consulted me about a case. Ever!
The gossip stream at the courthouse must have slowed to a trickle, and he wanted to replenish
his supply by milking my misery. Screw him!

As his message finished, the phone rang.
0Tony, | havemdt heard from youbod

| picked it up. The conversation was a reprise of the same one we had two days earlier.
Her concerns, which I couldndét allay, only e
house on Sunday, | was eventually able to pry her off the phonespibet pfseeing us in
the flesh at Saldés seemed to satisfy her som
beforehand. olt wouldnoét hurt to ask the Lor
feeling that Hedd andfigereddhgre vgere belter prgedisto vimek s i t u a-

on.

At around noon, LL returned in his Cadillac, which was still beaded with water from a
recent wash. Like his automobile, LL was also spiffed up, redolent with aftershave, and wearing
a freshly presdeplaid shirt, dress pants, and black tasseled loafers. Visibly disappointed that Jen
wasnodét there to make him lunch, he groused h
About every third bite, | reminded him that his precious bologna was ongunaynile

Pulling his notebook from his breast pocket, LL recounted what he had learned from
Lou. o0Sean received 296 grand four years ago
year. Lou had no idea how or why the Irish bank would have decladedh&eapparently,
the time when someone is declared legally dead differs from state to state and country to

country, but he didndét know anything about |
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can find. 6

o0 Wh a't now?o6

Ol dve been dthi nRiichmgdtabbruueder say you

Colleen Devlin some other time. | think that time has come. Call down there and set up some

sort of a condolence call and social vi
0And jusyowhgoiengrto go while | make
A sleek smile crept across his face.

0OThat business woul dnot i nvol ve Chri

oYoudre not my only respohstbebi byThek

over the syll ables of oresponsibilities

| went into the house and called the Devlin place on Little Boars Head. A man, who

sit?
t he
ol

sti e

, 0 i

didndt i dentify hi ms elofmeandtakedmegdielyféfemy s ai d
interest.

* * *

| heard Jends Eagle Summit pull into the
The kitchen door flew open, and wheels whirred across the smooth wooden floor as Jen raced
into the family room.

oTonyl ook at this!oé6 From her canvas boat
newspaper articles. OHere, |l et me put them
them and then tell me what you think. o

The first article was from the front pafjthe April 6, 1933, Coastal Courier. The
headline read 0Gold Hoarding Outl awed. 0

President Roosevelt yesterday issued an executive order to forbid the hoarding of gold

certificates, bullion, and coins. Acting under the authority of the Emergency Bankinthé
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order imposes heavy penalties on those who do not exchange their gold for currency.
Privately held gold and gold certificates are estimated at one billion dollars or six hundred
thousand dollars in gold certificates and four hundred thousandsdinllgold bullion and
coins.

The gold must be exchanged by April 28. Those who fail to comply may be fined up to
ten thousand dollars and imprisoned for up to ten years. The Secretary of Treasury is
expected to issue regulations by the first of next w&bkse regulations will list member
banks of the Federal Reserve System where exchanges may be made.

In a statement last night Secretary of the Treasury William H. Woodin further explained
the Executive Order. AThi s Osagesof thelEmeygeritye e n c o nt
Banking Act. Hoarded gold held in private hands serves no useful purpose in the present
crisis. When added to the gold reserves of the United States Government, it will augment our

currency, thereby strengthening our banking strua@uned i t s abi lity to exten

My expression revealed my utter lack of comprehension.
oKeep reading. o

The second article, from April 12, explained that gold coins having a recognized special

value to collectors and gold stock used by jewelers andftevere exempt from the

Executive Order. Although the Order directed that all gold and gold certificates must be

exchanged by April 28, extensions would be granted for extraordinary hardship. Listed at the

end of the article were the member banksedféderal Reserve in New Hampshire and Maine

that would make exchanges, their locations, and hours of operation. It reported that the

Department of the Treasury would be shipping sufficient paper currency for the anticipated

exchanges and would assistl lbanks delivering the gold and certificates to the Federal

Reserve Banks of their respective districts. From there it would be transported to the United

States Assay Office in lower Manhattan.

| looked up questioningly again. Jen appeared a littledisapp e d. o0 You dondt

ONot yet. o
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oWell, keep going, 6 she encouraged.
The third photocopy was the o0Police Blott
the squib she wanted me to read.

Early this morning police received a report of several gusstrothe Memorial
Bridge and a loud splash. Officer Flanagan of the Portsmouth Police Department
responded. Seamus Finnan, the brithgeler, surmised that the noise was caused by the
drawbridge catching while being raised and lowered.

Thenextcopywasa article from the May 5 oO0Police I
sentence. O0Seamus Finnan of Kittery was repo
return home from his empl oytmeemdera.sO6 Memor i al

00One mor e, 6oniglatehe kmsh phatocopynirofront of me.

It too was from the oOPolice Blotter. o6 The
circled the report she wanted me to read. Like the previous article, it involved Seamus Finnan.

And, like the last, ittoowasshb. 0 The body of Memorial Bridge

discovered by a fisherman last night in Spinney Creek. Authorities have declared his death

accidental and it is presumed he fell from M

So this was the infamous FinnaRefnnands Fl op, the bogeyman
smiled briefly, but Jends face maintained it
out of the articles. The Seamus Finnan piece

his fallirg off the bridge and drowning and the articles about the hoarding of gold. | certainly
di dndt see any connection between Seamus Fin
they were both Irish and from Portsmouth.

But i ndul gi n gskithreed thephaoodpibsagain. Afteena, second

reading, the articles still didndt make any
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Jends vivid imagination, they might produce
have a clue whatJemdhai n mi nd. 0So you think. éMaybe you:¢
ol havendt got it all figured out. Obviou
Maine had to pass through New Hampshire to reach the Federal Reserve Bank in Boston. The
gold had to baurned in by April twerdgighth. Add a few extra days for late deliveries and
organizing it for shipment, and you get pretty close to May first and second. The shipment had
to pass over Memorial Bridge. On a night close to when the gold should h#w®agme
there are gunshots on Memorial Bridge followed by a big splash. The police investigate and find
not hing. o
oJen, no offense, but youdre assuming all
Memorial Bridge. That it came over on that particular Tilgittthere were gunshots on the
bridge. | mean, it could have very easily be
0So why was the drawbridge being raised I
oFor a ship.o
oOWhat about the spltdeadintehytlesSocrate méthodl , at t em
down a path discernible only to her.
0Could have been anything. o
0True, but three nights | ater Finnan goes
days after that his body is discovered in Spinney Creek. Accidental!drdmmnaan it be
accidental? He either jumped or was thrown.

tenders. 6

oLegend has it that he fell off the bridg
Jen weighed my comments for a moment before she pointedilysao J ust | i ke S
Devlin. o
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0Okay, okay, but thatds the only connect.i
OAssume the splash was the gold ending up
piece it together in her own mievwrdheyusedt coul d
back then, or it could have been the gold itself. Suppose the Devlin family somehow got their
hands on that gold. It probably would have been easy enough for the Governor of New

Hampshiredto find outo

0Jen. 6 | held uplmyybadde dboiagpfeci asmee |
honey, youdre grasping at straws.©o

Jends retort was sharp. o0ls that what Sea
reading the Coastal Couriers from 1933? Gras

| waited foramomentdn t hen of fered a mollifying fact
you this or not, but the first two numbers o

Jen stared incredulously at me. o0The firs

excl aMyne@ad,0 Tony, ©633. Thatds the year of tF
out, i1tdéds the year the gold went through New
the year Walter Devlin and Franklin Roosevelt were first elected, andvtloertinstiters of

the account Sean Devlin was getting money fr.

us rich.d 6 She banged her knuckles against

oJen, if a shipment of federal gold was s
newspper s would have been all over it the next
trace. Was there anything in the Courier | at

oNot a word, 6 she answered, as iIif that so

0J @ hréachedouttotech hefi 0t he coinci dence of 33 popp

I ntriguing, but after that i1tds just hunches

O Bob Morrill 170



OMy hunches are pretty good. o

The phone rang. Jen looked at it, hesitating. Over her shoulder, | noticed the time on

the kitchen wattlock, almost fivetA t he second ring, | said, olt
her earlier. 1 tds probably Lexie. o
At the mention of Lexieds name, Jends | oo

something to her. o6 She said aalersvhoevaspi cked wup
obviously not Lexie, and responding frostily that we were doing the best we could under the
circumstances, she held the phone out for me

oTony. O

OHi Chief, 6 | said flatly.

0The Gover nor 0 safegminuteg | justgot affahk phong with him. n
Heds very concerned about your safety. He wa
you may have been the target. o

| was the target? Two days ago rumor had it | was involved in dealing d8egsith
and Sweets was threatening to charge me with arson. And now the governor wanted to protect
me. That was a sudden reversal. The chief ju

sword, but where Liam Devlin was involved, | had seriousmgsgiv

0OActually, |1 dondét think itds your safety
were to happen to you. Jeez, Tony, | hate to
oltdéds okay, Chief. I 6m getting used to it
OAnyhdw, Governor wants the state police t
|l ose a judge, especially during primary seas
o0l donoét know, Chief, o6 | said, hoping my
0This is for yoéur safety. And Jends
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oltds not that. My bailiffds been spendin
safe. 6 That was gilding the lily a bit. | st

than with a bunch of strangers.

The chief | uestliecsesd sf rtioenned Ilbye.c adnTony, you kn
with the | egislature and governor. Wedve got
courthouse up north, and two new judicial no
and youalkavegnbteemxa public relations star fo

oYeah, | know, 6 | gul ped.

oOHel p me out a I|ittle here. This is in yo

| had started to explain all this to Jen when the phone rang again. | reableetbover
pick it wup. It was the governords secretary.
The same old queasy feeling revisited my stomach.
oJudge Tony, 6 he greeted me and, after so
businessathand 601 6 ve become concerned about your sa
terrifying attack on you in Little Bay, | asked the State Police to become involved. Then | found
out that the fire at my grandfat hdrvées 6house
How the hell did he know that, | wondefdue Governor waited for me to respond.
olt appears that way, o6 | replied.
0l 6ve requested the State Poheclocdk t o provi
protection until everyone is assured ofyourperman s af et y. 6
0That ds very thoughtful, Governor. Thank
me by asking why | had broken into his broth
0Gl ad to be of help. Us Portsmouth boys h

Yeah, two peas in a pod! You, beith a silver spoon; me, born into a world of hand
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medowns. You, about to run as vizesident; me, sitting at home without a job hoping my
mur derer wondt get me first. You, hol ding a
heartbeat;andeve | | , it coul dndét get any worse. Yealtl

oListen,d he added. 0106d |i ke to catch wup
front of my desk madly waving something. Hol
him shyt hémehnot her s e c ocandrueployltobangsuu med it wa
conversation to a close. Then he came back on the line.

ol dondt want you or that good wife of yo
youdbre taken good care of. o

| hung up theelephone, and then my paranoia moved in, set up camp, and built a
fortress. It was all so obvious. Governor Li
because dead | was useless to him. No, as usual, Devlin was way ahead of me. He knew he had
avaluable asset: a superior court judge in his back pocket. He was protecting me because he had
to, a farmer protecting his prize cow from r
But when he did, he knew and | knew that he held the long eadevkth The question that

haunted me was when that denouement came, what would | do with my end of the lever?

oTony, whatod he say?5é6
My answer was flat, but that was better t
Police to guard wus. o

oWhat ladbdulern asked, thinking no doubt t hece

0l havendt really got a choice. The Chief
get some sl eep now. 6

Jen studied my | ack of excitement. o0l s th

Yeah,penty | thought, all of which | want t
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answered.
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Chapter 24

Opal Street

0There he is,060 Jen said.
On the screen was the Governor surrounded by -&isgmof the six major
Democratic candidates, four men armviwmen, all smiling. As a sign of loyalty, they had
stacked their outstretched hands like athletes in a huddle or a bride and six grooms getting ready
to cut the cake. As they held the pose, flashing cameras cast therdike strobality.
Thescengsi fted to the national news anchor. 0
group of presidential aspirants is Liam Devlin-tlreegovernor of New Hampshire. One of
the major stories wedoll Dbe coveringyeanext wee

Governor Devlin may very well select the next President of the United States.

0So next week we wil/ be on | ocation at t
on the spot coverage of this startling devel
* * *

Minutes later the front door bell rang. Standing there in full uniform was Sergeant
Krueger and another state trooper, rugged like Krueger wittubbiande hair.
oYour Honor, we meet again, o6 he Isai d affa

| let them in, and we went to the family room where Jen was. After introducing

everyone, Krueger started. oO0OWe want to make

be three shifts: six p.m. to two a.m.; two a.m. to ten in the morning; andtet i | si x. Wed
guard you from outside the house. That way w
have any questions or concerns, |l et us know.

neighbors so as not to alarm them. How many phonesa dolyave and wher e ar e
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00One in our bedroom and that one there, o
counter.

ol f you need us, dondét use t he-takie This wil
from his jacket . anthingfunnyp oreversifydugistieavean f you he
i nt ufi Jeni aodhl éxchanged glaficesc al | us i mmedi ately. Let wus

| nodded my agreement.

OA couple of other things. At night | eave

course,yourldler oom curtains. 6 Krueger smiled patroni

clenched grimace in return. o0That will all ow
free run of the house, but at ni gleasecalf youodr
usonthewalkikal ki e so wedll know the shadow having
chuckled and then continued with his instruc

weapons?56
ONo, 6 | answered.
0That ds f i ne Ildndedtokhaviheiddcaligns, soeve coudwsecure

them quickly in case something did happen. One less thing to worry about in the event

somet hing happens. 6 He smiled sympatheticall
0Cross our fingearcasmd | said with a hint o
* * *

Half an hour later, | was sitting at the desk on the far wall of the living room paying

some bills. Jen, who was reading, called to
His Cadillac was stopped at the end of the driveway. Stexdlitagit, LL was having

words with Sergeant Krueger. He waved angrily toward our house; Krueger pointed at the

unmarked cruiser parked on the street. Of the two Krueger was the calmer; LL pointed his
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finger at Krueger 6s Ily#yngtoiatimdatelhimakKnuegérheldht o hi m
his ground.

The argument raged for a couple of minutes until it ended with LL marching up the
driveway, Krueger after him. LL pushed through the breezeway door and pounded up the
wheelchair ramp into the kitchen.

oYour babysitters dondt want me staying t
few steps behind.

Not bothering to waste his breath on LL,

explain that an extra person unnecessarily c¢
Srcastically LL asked, oMay | go to the b

in resignation. ol ®&6ll try to be quick.Oo
Krueger didndt respond. LL strode across

ol know LL is a fr i endmakesaudjgbenpre difficilt. even o
He wused t o be i Kryegdrsaid withautragy semde bfilasselredn | st ar t ec
in the State Police. Probably doesndot | ike t
bl ame him. o6

A short silence followed. & we all heard LL close the bathroom door. As he
marched through the family room, he curtly n
he brushed past Krueger, who shrugged at us and followed him all the way to his car.

To Jen | had asexhaused crankiness at hamigdtodake orders from

his former trainee. But the episode unsettled both of us. As we were preparing for bed Jen

called out for me. There, lying on the back
relieftothc ool white porcelain. Apparently LL hadn
meticulously printed on a smal/l l ined sheet,
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ol donot |l i ke this, o6 Jen said. 0 Wh at ar e
O0Brush mygot ¢eot heandd
oLL |l eft this for a reason. 6

The gun puzzled me, too. It had only been a couple of nights ago that LL had advised

me that | was safer without a gun than with
case. 0 But | dciadrndty wdmtr m dd emnned®Paxobably fee
guard us, 6 | explained, casually picking up

his conscience. 6

A few minutes later Jen crawled into bed, cuddling up next to me. TherenHave bee
times in my life when | have felt such profound contentment. Whether it was being beyond
exhaustion, or the security that the state police were guarding us, or Jen lying peacefully at my
side, or the combination of the three. Whatever, my bodyesail imto the bed, my muscles
limp, my nerves at ease. Jen breathed softly against my chest. The red block letters of the clock
shone 010:22. 0 Next to the clock the reddish

thing | remembered beforedrfalling into a deep, carefree sleep.
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Saturday
Chapter 25

Kruegero6s Cruiser

The next thing | felt was someone roughly shaking me. The room was pitch black.
Throughsleep aden sl its | saw the red numerals, 02:
0Tony, for Chrissake, wake up!é6
LL wasleaning over my bed, his big hand gripping and pushing my shoulder. A black
knit watch cap covered his head.
0Get up!o6 he growled in a |l ow voice.
| sat up. OWhat the hell . ¢

Jen propped herself up on an el bdyw. oLL,

oWhat time is it?0
oOYoudve got to get out of here. Now!o
oWhat ?6
LL continued to whisper hoarsely. oO0OYour s
Somet hingds up. We need to get the hell out

Il swung my | egs t o telokthebddand unceremdniouslp ved t o
shoved her into her wheelchair. | yanked on my pants, grabbed a sweater, and stepped into my
running shoes.

oTony, my sweatshirt,é Jen whispered. | t
the bedroom.

OHave tylhes guomn?06 LL asked over his shoul det

| dashed back around the bed and shoved it into the waistband of my pants. Its barrel

pointed directly down at one of my more important organs. | hoped the safety was in good
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operating order.
The hall was dark. Beyatydhe house was ablaze with illumination. At the end of the
hall in the shadows, Jen and LL waited. Light, once our protector, was now our traitor.
LL pointed out through the family room picture window. A big sedan, its lights off,
glided up Opal and stped at the end of our driveway. Silently we watched. The car doors
opened. But the interior lights never came on. Three men in dark windbreakers and baseball
caps stepped out. They werenot state trooper
oOLetds get out of hmrearlggwhistle. Mpthreasshpde r ed at L
constricted to the size of a straw.
0Theyodll see us with the |l ights. Stay bel
wheel chair. o

Jen turned around. Her hair was tousled with sleep, but her face was stretched tight

with panic. | didnét know what scared her mo
being dependent on someone else for | ocomot.
begun to |ift Jen, wearing onlferwheelchatNH swea

She looked helpless, frightened.

Fifty feet from us, two of the men, hugging guns to their chests, crept toward the
breezeway. The third split off to the right, toward the end of the house where our bedroom
was.

0ltds okagowdenoGr Aabkmel shoul ders. 6

LL folded up her wheelchair. oLetds go! o
lit living room. One hand held his gun. The other hand towed the wheelchair. With Jen clinging
to my back, | followed. We skittered actosgloor like raccoons running from a flashlight.

Reaching up, LL slowly slid open the patio slider to the backyard. | pressed myself against the
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floor, scared stiff they would notice the door sliding open. Jen squeezed against my back, her
breathing staato.

OMy bagd6é she whispered. Her hand pointed
chair at the family room table. | scuttled a few steps sideways, and Jen grabbed the bag.

LL had crawled down the short ramp to the patio and then darted shaiiply tight
dark shadows of the house. His eyes and gun scanned the back yard as he unfolded the chair. |
dragged Jen out and the two of wus crept over
barely noticed the chilly air, but for some unknownmreaso wor ri ed about Jenaos

0The slider, 6 LL whispered. From the shad
closed completely, | heard the creak of the kitchen door being slowly opened.

OWhich way?d6éd LL whi s perrelgqgintedtsward@colple | ped J
of stubby pines behind the garage that provided the nearest cover. Designed for harder
surfaces, the wheelchairdés thin tires made f
strong arms driving the rims forward arid mie pushing for all | was worth, we hurtled the
chair across the yard. Crouching low, guarding our rear, LL followed. For such a big man he
moved across the | awn with a dancero6s | ight

From behind the trees we watched the two men slink acrossiltheofam. Gloved

hands cradled automatic weapons.

OWedbve got to move. I n another second the
oOWho are they?d6 Jen whispered, as we star
LL answered, oBeats me, but I d&dm not inter

introducto n . 0
With me pushing and Jen muscling the rims forward, we managed to roll our way

through backyards toward Maplewood Avenue, racing around fences, weaving through swing
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sets and skirting hedges. The night was clear and cold, and cloudy plumes nragted.our b
We soon disappeared into the heart of suburbia.

LL motioned behind us. Four houses away, two men zigzagged through the backyards,
obviously searching for us. He pointed at a narrow alley of lawn and gardens between two older
houses. A couple of sieas of high stockade fence kept kids from using the alley as a shortcut.
| knew what he had in mind. Once over the fe

We made a mad dash for the alley. There would be only seconds before one of our
pursuers would be at the batkhe houses, peering down between them. Against the fence,
wedd be exposed | i ke bugs on a wall

oThrow me the chair and then Jen, 60 LL com
the fence, and noisily heaved his bulky body over it. Jen had alreadydmsed#redt of her
chair and was sitting on the ground. | raised the folded chair up to the top of the fence and
tipped it over. On the other side LL caught it. | grabbed Jen under her arms and boosted her
up. Once she grasped the top of the fence rbeg strms hoisted her body up so her waist
was even with the top of the fence. While | began to swing her limp legs sideways, she
followed, her powerful arms rhythmically rocking her body, a gymnast on a pommel horse.

Back and forth, higher and higherlbeer body went until, at the apex of the swing, her legs
were nearly parallel with the top of the fence.
oOn three, 6 | said. o00One, two, three. 6 At

up and over the fence. One pajama pant leg caught on, apécker bare foot pointed up

into the night sky.
ol 6ve got her, Tony, 6 LL called out in a
|l |l eapt up and pushed Jends |l eg up to fre
di sappeared. LL grunted as he caught Jends f
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| jumped up again, clasping the top of the fence. My running shoes clattered against it.
Ahead | could see LL and Jen, her chair in the lead, already racing down the driveway between
the two houses toward the-deisac in front of them.

Behindmelheardalowv ce bar k, OHey. 6

Fast footfalls came down the grassy passage. In two noisy swings | vaulted over the
stockade fence. Someone slammed into the fence and the fingers of two hands showed over the
top. A loam rake leaned against one of the houses. | graioldeglist as a face rose over the
top, | smashed the fingers.

His eyes popped, and he yelped with pain. With a thud he hit the ground.

| stepped quickly toward the house to return the rake. Gunfire erupted from the other
side of the fence, muffled, likarsting bubblevrap. The bullets ripped through the fence,
riddling it with holes, thudded down the wall of the house opposite me. | pressed my body tight
against the side of the house. The shots pinged into the engine compartment-apthe pick
parked irthe driveway and then began to spray up the wall toward me. Every sinew in my chest
tightened to keep my heart from jumping out of my body.

oCut it out! Youdll wake up the whole fuc

The bullets stopped, onlyapgdue of feet away from me. | f |
| 8d have been a jigsaw puzzle with a quarter
pl ace for every t ool .-tepeatedimbxonuVgho wouldrelaewek t o my
imagineditwdud have saved my I|ife. | didndét ponder
end of the house, | cut left at full speed, a base runner rounding third and heading for home.
Jen and LL were well ahead of me, turning onto Maplewood.

0 Ar e y o uenadkdd, when bchught up toithem.

ol d6m alive and no holes. o6
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oWhat happened?06 LL asked.
00One of them started to climb the fence.
opened fire. Missed me, thank Godama The si mp
right out of it.
Maplewood, usually a busy street with homes and small businesses, was empty. We
slowed to a trot.
ol did learn a |l esson from all this shit.
oWhat ?6 Jen asked.
O0Al ways return what you borr aicd | starte
oWhat! 6 said LL.
A truck came down Maplewood, headed toward town. | jumped out and tried to wave
it down. He moved away from me and passed without looking our way.
A police siren wailed in the distance.
OHowdd you know they were coming?6 | aske

oDo you know Krueger ?0

ONo. o
ol was his training officer, 6 LL puffed.
strengths. OHeds the shiftiest, slimiest | ow

A long gray sedan, its lights out, stole up besidelish e dr i ver 6 s wi ndow
barrel of a gun pointed at us. It looked as big as a cannon. From behind it Krueger smiled. My
insides liquefied and then froze, all in the same instant.

ORi de anyone?96

ol't was you, 6 LL snartl ead.f uoclk isnhGo uw eda sheal v. ed

oLL, raise 6em! You too Judge, and the mi
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| asers. Krueger | aughed. oLL, 108611l be happy
be these other two as well. So either start nmagengr praying, because right now those are
your only options. 0

Slowly LL put his hands above his head.

oLady, | want you to reach inside LLO®s | a
inched my hips sideways to conceal the gun in my waistbahd. s i s an aut omati c
fourteen bullets in | ess than a second, so d

Jen swiveled her chair around and reached
stared skyward with embarrassment. Her hands patted their way upwhedfonind his gun
holstered against his left side.

OHol d it by the barrel with two fingers.

girl . o6 Krueger stepped from the car to retri
oJudge, you help the little | ady get in t
Shielding the gun in my waistband from Kr

opened it. Jen angrily wheeled over to the door and, with one easy motion, vaulted herself into

the back seat. | knew what she was thinking: Even if the remaindéfeoivasrgoing to be

very short, she was determined not to let Krueger think she was some helpless crip. | folded up

the wheelchair and slid it past her.
00Okay Judge, now you get in. No funny bus
| got in the back seat next to Jagrabbed her hand and held it in mine, stroking it, as

if to comfort her, and then | pressed it against the gun in my waistband. When she felt the

pistol, her head snapped around.
Krueger | ooked into the back baekeootthe 0 Hey!

seat where | can see them. Both of you! 6 He
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