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A Sunday in July 
Chapter 1 

M.V. Owaissa 

Piscataqua River 

Portsmouth, New Hampshire 
 

òTony, I told you Iõd do it myself,ó my wife Jennifer hissed. 

òOkay, okay, I was only trying to help,ó I whispered back. We were spectacle enough 

without starting an argument, especially one that I was sure to lose. 

I had accidentally pushed the right wheel of Jenõs wheelchair off the gangway to the 

M.V. Owaissa. An excursion boat, the Owaissa was already half full of sightseers. The other 

half, blocked by Jenõs wheelchair, were lined up behind us. The gangway had only a slight 

incline and Jen could have easily propelled herself up it. But I had insisted on pushing herñ

with predictable results. Rather than watching where I was wheeling her, I had been looking up 

at the head of the gangway, trying to catch the attention of my niece Lexie, Owaissaõs first mate 

and ticket-taker. 

When Lexie spotted us, her broad grin triggered an involuntary reflex, and waving back, 

I had steered Jenõs chair off the gangway. Only a knee-high guardrail prevented her from nose-

diving onto the dock below. 

I wrestled with her chair. òHold still!ó 

òI am!ó 

The bottom of her right wheel hung over the edge of the gangway. Yet when I pulled it 

up, the rail, which had saved Jen a moment ago, trapped the top of the wheel. The harder I 

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 candy-colored nails in bright contrast to the whitewashed railing. Her left arm reached 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     3      

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 granite-green eyes lacerated every time I 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 chair, bouncing 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. 

Imperceptibly moving her lips, Jen commanded, òTony, let me get up. Iõll use the 

railing.ó 

I rested for a second but was determined to extricate the chair while Jen remained in it. 

All this mad tugging and shoving was for her benefit, I rationalized, not mineñto save her 

from having to tow her feet up that gangway in front of all those gawking day-trippers. 

òLook,ó I muttered firmly, òJust give us a chance, weõve almost got it.ó Not waiting for 

a response, I barked, òLexie, when I pull up on the wheel, you pull sideways. That should free 

it.ó 

I heaved up once again. Lexie and the Good Samaritan pulled hard enough that I 

thought the wheel might break. Still they werenõt able to pry it free. Sighing, I let the wheel drop 

back down over the edge, tilting the chair and Jen once again. The grumbling at the back of the 

line grew more noticeable. 

Jen put both hands on the top of the gangwayõs railing and started to hoist herself out 

of the chair. Her legsñthe same limber legs that had once led cheers along the sidelines of 

Cowell Stadiumñslipped out of the footrests and dangled loosely. 

A familiar, booming voice from the head of the gangway froze us all. òJudge Paris, I 

ought to give you a ticket, reckless operation of a wheelchair.ó Snickers rippled above and 
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behind me. 

Captain Sean Devlin continued to broadcast. òWell Jennifer Paris, looks like youõre 

causinõ a bit of a traffic jam.ó 

Jen let herself back down. Showily, Sean strode down the gangway. His captainõs hat, 

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 round, sunburnt face. Instinctively Lexie moved 

out of his way. Sean grabbed the top of the two wheels and leveled the chair. 

òHold on, Jen,ó he said. A quick kick smashed the offending railing. òSee Judge, nothinõ 

to it.ó 

He easily shifted the chair back onto the gangway. 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, 

òWho says the M.V. Owaissa ainõt handicap accessible?ó Triumphantly, to a chorus of laughter 

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. I arrived in the middle of a story. 

òSo there he was flounderinõ and barkinõ like a drunkinõ seal. I sure didnõt want to jump 

in after him. So, I grabbed a gaff, hooked the somabitch right by his belt, and hauled him 

aboard like some big, ole flappinõ shark. Says I humiliated him, caused himéó He turned to me. 

òWhaddaya call itémental anguish and emotional distress, thatõs it, mental anguish and 

emotional distress. Jesus Christ, you imagine. Threatened to sue me. I shoulda let the drunken 

puke sink. ôCourse Iõm no expert, but I do believe that drowninõ puts a nice finishinõ touch to 

emotional distress and mental anguish.ó 
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Jen chuckled her agreement. 

Sean slowly raised his burly body from the chair. òTime to shove off. Once we get out 

of the river, come on up to the pilothouse, Tony.ó 

I sat down in his vacated seat. Jenõs face, laughing and light a moment ago, hardened 

with reproach. òIf I need help, Iõll ask for it.ó 

òIõm sorry.ó 

òItõs not like Iõve never told you.ó Discouraged, she shook her head. 

True, my guilty conscience reminded me. And she was not the only one. The counselor 

at the Seacoast Rehabilitation Center had warned all of us, òéparticularly, you men. This is not 

just a masculine/feminine thing, like opening a car door. Iõm talking about the difference 

between a dependent child and an independent grownup. Your spouse, your partner, your 

lover, has to grow up again, but this time without the use of legs.ó 

Simple enough to say, but itõs easier to ignore a crying baby than it is to resist helping 

the disabled love of your life. Sometimes I wondered if Iõd ever learn, and if Jen would ever 

come to understand that my concern sprang from love. 

Trying to take the offensive, I said, òIt didnõt seem to bother you when Sean carried you 

aboard.ó 

She snapped around to face me. òOh, come on, Tony. He was fooling around, trying to 

entertain the tourists. It was a joke.ó 

òSo when itõs a joke, itõs okay, but when I do it out of love, itõs all wrong. Now I see.ó 

òYouõre making a big deal out of this.ó she said, her voice rising. 

òYouõre the one who started.ó 

òMe?ó she exclaimed loudly. 

òShh,ó I whispered, òwe donõt need everyone aboard to hear us.ó 
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òDonõt shh me,ó she said, but in a lower voice. 

Crossing my arms, I settled back in my chair. 

The boat backed away from the dock, swung around, and pointed down the Piscataqua 

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. 

Seanõs voice came over the loudspeaker. òWelcome aboard the M.V. Owaissa, 

Portsmouthõs premier sightseeing ship, captained by your own Sean Devlin, the best sailor and 

biggest liar, exceptinõ lawyers, north of Boston.ó I had a feeling that good-natured dig was 

directed at me. 

Sean and I had gone through school together until our sophomore year at Portsmouth 

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 of my family. 

His grandfather, Governor Walter Devlin, had been a labor organizer in the Dover and 

Rochester mills. In 1932, on Rooseveltõs coattails, he had been elected New Hampshireõs first 

Irish-Catholic governor and served three terms. His servants, one of whom was my great-aunt 

Angelina, bought fish from my grandfatherõs wagon. Later, Seanõs father Patrick had loaned my 

father money to start his market, and the Devlin family had been regular customers ever since. 

(As a little kid, Sean sold the flounder and mackerel he caught to my fatherõs market. The irony 

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 I 

detailed cars and swept the lots at his older brother Liamõs auto dealerships. 

Settling lower in the water, the Owaissaõs engines ramped to full power and it surged 

forward. The rumble of the PA filled the lower deck. òEverything I say is guaranteed, 
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warranteed, and fully certified. Guaranteed to entertain you, warranteed to confuse you, and if 

you believe a word of it, youõll be certifiable.ó 

On our right was the Portsmouth waterfront, where old chandleries and warehouses 

had been restored to expensive restaurants and luxury condos. Across the river in Maine white 

clapboard homes dotted the shore. Ahead was Memorial Bridge, an eighty-year old drawbridge, 

connecting downtown Portsmouth to Kittery, Maine. 

Lexie flopped down on the arm of the chair in front of us, holding a couple of beers. 

òCompliments of the captain.ó 

Jen and I each took one. òThanks.ó 

Strawberry Banke was ahead on our right, and Sean launched into his spiel about it. 

Once doomed for òurban renewal,ó Strawberry Banke had been transformed into Portsmouthõs 

version of Williamsburg. 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 

colonial that Jen and I 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 I was out 

fishing, Jen fell off a ladder and landed directly on her tailbone. The shock crushed a minuscule 

donut of gristle, the disc between T-9 and T-10, 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, but I have never stopped wondering. And Jen, the 

cheerleader, the skier, the hikeréand my lover, never walked again. I glanced over at her. She 

was looking away, across the river toward the Navy Shipyard on Seavey Island. Her face and 

arms were tanned from the summer 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 Castle Island. The Coast Guardõs white cutter, a distinctive angular red 

stripe marking its hull, sat at the Coast Guard Stationõs pier. Ahead of us was the North 

Atlantic. 

Lexie fished a pack of Camel filters out of her shortõs pocket. 

Jen asked, òCan I have one?ó She had started occasionally smoking after her accident, 

beguiling herself with the notion that if she never bought or carried cigarettes she wasnõt a real 

smoker. 

Snapping a Bic lighter, Lexie lit both cigarettes and took a deep drag. 

At twenty-one, Lexie was the oldest of my seven nieces and maybe, because 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 long she was one of the regular òtwo-footed wharf 

rats.ó A kindred soul, Sean took a liking to her, let her ride the boat, and after a while the M.V. 

Owaissa was where she spent every waking hour of every summer day. He became her 

confidant, employer, and a few years later, to her parentõs dismay, her lover. Fortunately for 

everyone, including me (my family somehow blamed me for Sean dating Lexie), the romance 

didnõt last long, but Sean and Lexie continued as boat mates and best friends. 

Affectionately titled òUNHõs oldest living freshmanó by her family, Lexie, after a bunch 

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 would 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 and islands. 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, retracing our path back toward 

Portsmouth. Lexie and Jen were working on another cigarette and discussing a new hairdresser. 

I 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 scanned the horizon through binoculars. 

òCome in,ó he gestured, putting down the binoculars. He rested against the rear wall of 

the pilothouse. 

I stepped in and leaned against the sidewall. Other than our height (six-one) and age 

(thirty-eight), Sean and I were different in every way. He was bulky and big with untamed 

sandy-bronze hair. I was slender and olive-skinned with ink-black hair, all marks of my heritage. 

His family was rich, mine poor. His older brother Liam was one of New Hampshireõs richest 

men and, following in his grandfatherõs footsteps, was serving his third term as governor. Even 

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. 

òThink Jenõs forgiven you, Tony?ó he asked. 

òWe all do stupid things, but that was a real doozie.ó 

òWell, Iõve done a couple of stupid things in my life too.ó Sean raised his eyebrows in 

mock understatement. 

Like his father and grandfather, Sean had an abiding fondness for alcohol. Known as a 

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 a guest of Rockingham County. 
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òYou staying out of trouble?ó I asked, trying to make the question sound lighthearted. 

 Sean seemed unaffected and answered naturally. òSuper. Business has been booming. 

Best summer in years. Got a lady friend, Susan McFarland. She and her boy, Malcolm, took a 

foliage cruise last fall, right near the end of the season. Only had about twenty passengers so I 

let the boy steer. The rest, as they say, is history. Sheõs trying to straighten me out, but itõs a bit 

like trying to sweep a mud flat clean.ó Sean snorted laughter. 

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. òSince the white man first blundered up it, the 

Piscataqua River has been a thoroughfare for outlaws and pirates. Colonialists used it to 

smuggle tea past the British. Abolitionists made it part of the Underground Railway. During 

Prohibition, bootleggers ran booze up it. And today drug runners still use it.ó 

Continuing up the river, Sean unreeled one yarn after another. We passed under the 

raised draw of Memorial Bridge and were pointed at the Owaissaõs dock, next to a small 

mountain of salt stockpiled for winter. A gritty landmark for a town that was still, even with all 

its cute cafes and upscale stores, first and foremost, a seaport. 

òItõs been a pleasure turninõ all you landlubbers into old salts and fillinõ your heads with 

yarns. Iõve lived on the Piscataqua all my life. Itõs a river rich in history, a river rich with secrets. 

Stories spin in its eddies, tales ride its currents, and three-and-a-half centuries of secrets lurk in 

its depths. From Captain Sean Devlin youõve heard the best of those legends and stories. The 

secretséwell, the secrets Iõll keep to myself.ó
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Monday, Mid-October 
Chapter 2 

Odiorne Point, New Hampshire 
 

I had hoped fishing would take my mind off everything, but trolling alone for late 

season stripers wasnõt doing the trick. After the previous nightõs disaster with Jen, I hadnõt even 

bothered to invite her to come with me. I called from the courthouse and left a short message 

that I was going fishing and would take care of my own dinner. Perversely, pretending as if she 

didnõt care, I skipped the courtesy of letting her know where I was going or when I would get 

back. 

And there I was, caught in the web of my own stubbornness, fishing by myself, not 

catching a damn thing, and wishing I had brought along a warmer jacket and a few beers. Low 

flat-bottomed clouds hid the late-afternoon autumn sun and hurried autumnõs nightfall. The 

World War II lookout towers and batteries on Odiorne Point, camouflaged by age and 

shrouded in foliage, eyed me warily as I trolled by. While the North Atlantic appeared as 

smooth as a pewter platter, invisible swells gently rocked my Boston Whaler. No one else was 

out, except for a lone lobster boat farther down the coast, drifting off Seal Rocks. Absently I 

headed that way. 

What was the problem? The question had followed me all day, an unseen stalker that 

wouldnõt leave me alone. Jen was still beautiful, her cheerleader figure maintained by a rigid 

schedule of daily workouts: wheelchair jogs, free weights, sit-ups, and pushups. Even sedentary, 

she was in better shape than anyone else our age. Despite her allure, since the accident sex had 

been difficult, almost 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. I would 
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position her legs, but then, passionlessly, they would lie there. Weõd try to recreate the electricity 

weõd once felt, but both of us knew the truth. Iõd study her eyes, wondering if she was searching 

her nerves for the memory of the sensations that sheõd once felt. After a while we gave up, and 

Jen satisfied me in other ways. That summer everything had changed. 

Idling the engine, I reeled in my fish line and removed a piece of kelp hanging from the 

lure. The lobster boat still hadnõt moved, and I began to wonder what the skipper was doing. 

Staying put over a big school of stripers? Drinking and drifting? In the cabin with his girlfriend? 

I cast the lure back out and angled in closer to shore to try my luck there. 

For the umpteenth time that day my mind revisited the previous night. Lying next to 

me, Jen had pressed her naked body against me, and I 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 Jenõs skin felt satiny smooth, and her kisses and touches vanquished petty concerns. 

As her nuzzling and kissing moved south, I slid off my boxer shorts in anticipation. She rose 

part way up, propped on her elbow. òWould you like to make love?ó 

That summer Jenõs interest in babies had come out of the blue. Iõd assumed that she, 

like me, was resigned to the limits of our sexual life and had adjusted to it. In a way I should 

have foreseen it. Jen ferociously fought every limitation her paralysis imposed. For her having 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. 

I didnõt say anything, but Jen could sense my answer. She caressed me for a few 

moments. òWonõt you at least consider it?ó 

òIõm just not ready,ó I explained, which was sort of true. 

òIt sure feels like youõre ready,ó she whispered, playfully touching me. 
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òYou know what I mean.ó 

Jen went back up onto her elbow. òIõm thirty-four,ó she declared, her unfinished point 

obvious. 

I didnõt answer. What could I say that wouldnõt hurt? Finally I muttered, òI know, I 

know, but it just doesnõt feel right to me. And you have to admit that there are dangers.ó 

It had taken nearly two years to adjust to our new life, and I didnõt want to weigh it 

down with unnecessary complications. Weõd survived one catastropheñJen fell only six 

months into our marriageñand I had no stomach for another crisis. Steady as she goes, I 

thought. 

òIf you want me to agree that pregnancy and childbirth can be risky, okay, I agree.ó Her 

voice was flinty with frustration. òBut Dr. Burke says that my risks arenõt any greater than an 

able-bodied person and neither are the babyõs. Why donõt you go talk to her,ó and she added, 

òlike Iõve been asking?ó 

òI will, soon. I promise.ó 

To an empty ocean I muttered, òOh shit.ó I had meant to call Dr. Burke that day but 

had entirely forgottenñanother Freudian slip. Continuing to curse, I pulled myself into the 

present and looked up. A hundred yards ahead was the drifting lobster boat, and I could see it 

was the Colleen D, Sean Devlinõs fishing boat. Knowing him, he was probably drifting, 

drinking, and screwing. 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.  

I cut the engine, and the Boston Whaler 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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òSean,ó I called out. òSean!ó 

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. I hitched the line to a 

deck cleat and climbed aboard. òSean!ó I shouted toward the cabin. òSean!ó There was a chance 

my unannounced visit was interrupting some serious centerboard scrubbing, and I wanted to 

give them time to get decent. But there was still no answer, no polite òJust a minute,ó or more 

to the point òGet the fuck off my boat!ó  

From outside the cabin I hollered òSean,ó one last time in case he was passed out on 

the bunk. Rolling beer cans clanked tinnily. Poking my head into the cabin, I peered around its 

dim confines. There was a powerful odor of beer but no Sean. 

I jumped back onto the deck and snapped my head around, figuring it was some 

practical joke, and Sean would suddenly materialize from his hiding place. òWhat, you doinõ a 

little piratinõ on the side, Tony?ó 

There had to an explanation. Anxiously I scanned the sea, searching 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? Maybe heõd gotten drunk and had gone off with 

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 I clicked it on. òThe Motor Vessel Owaissa, the 

Motor Vessel Owaissa, this is the Colleen D. Come in please.ó In the stillness my own voice 

startled me, and I nervously looked around again. òMotor Vessel Owaissa, this is the Colleen D, 
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come in please.ó 

òEh, el captaino, howõre they bitinõ? Over.ó 

òLexie, itõs me, Tony. Do you know where Sean is? Over.ó 

òWhat are you doing on the Colleen D?ó she spluttered. òOver.ó 

òI was out fishing and came across her. She was just drifting. The boatõs full of empty 

beer cans and no sign of Sean. Over.ó 

òWhere are you?ó 

òOff Wallis Sands, near Seal Rocks. Iõm going to call the Coast Guard.ó 

òNo,ó she shouted over the airwaves. òNot the Coast Guard. If heõs okay, and you call 

the Coast Guard, heõll kill you. Iõll be out there in fifteen. Wait until then.ó 

òOkay,ó I agreed a little reluctantly. 

Desperately my eyes swept the water between the boat and shore for someone 

swimming. But if Sean had fallen overboard, he wouldnõt have swum to shore, he would have 

climbed right back aboard the Colleen D. The engine hadnõt been running so the boat wasnõt 

going anywhere. I looked around for a pair of binoculars but couldnõt find any. The tide was 

coming in and our boats were drifting closer to Seal Rocks. Cranking up the Colleen Dõs engine, 

I nosed the two boats away from shore and toward the mouth of the Piscataqua. About a mile 

away I 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 the stern of the 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 beer cans for the first time. òPhew.ó She said, turning 

up her nose at the smell. Although I had told her he wasnõt aboard, Lexie had to see for herself. 

She peeked in the forward cabin and pulled back, shaking her head in bewilderment. òThat 
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smells worse than the Moose on a Sunday morning.ó 

òMaybe,ó I suggested, gesturing out toward the open North Atlantic, òhe went off with 

one of his drinking buddies.ó 

òIf heõd gone off with someone, he would have moored or anchored the Colleen D. 

Sean wouldnõt leave a boat driftinõ no matter how drunk he was.ó Continuing to shake her head, 

Lexie studied the cockpit. òSomethingõs not right.ó Hurriedly, almost panicky, she checked all 

the instruments, switching them on and off. òWas the engine running?ó she asked. 

òNo, I started it up to move to deeper water. Nothing was on that I could see.ó 

Lexie pushed the throttle 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. òSean wasnõt drinking like this anymore.ó 

 Lexie would have known that better than me, but the number of beer cans hadnõt 

surprised me. òDo you know where he was going?ó 

òTuna fishing,ó she answered, peering around the boat perplexedly. 

òMaybe he changed his mind.ó 

òI donõt think so. Today was a perfect day to hunt tuna, flat-ass calm.ó She took a deep 

drag off her cigarette. 

òWe better call the Coast Guard,ó I suggested softly. òHe could be swimming for his 

life out there, right now.ó 

Lexie didnõt object, and I radioed in our location and that Sean was missing. Lexie 

perched on the stern deck as if she were ready to take-off, her expression one of confusion and 

desperation. She swept her nose with her sleeve. 

I sat down next to her. òHeõs a pretty rugged guy, Lexie. He could last a long time out 

there.ó 
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Lexieõs voice firmed up. òIõm tellinõ you, he isnõt swimming around someplace. I donõt 

care how much he had to drinkóñshe kicked one of the emptiesñòSean wouldnõt have fallen 

overboard on one the calmest days of the year.ó She motioned at the console. òAnd he 

wouldnõt have turned off the engine and every radio.ó 

Suicide, I 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 sent a shiver through my body. 

Flicking her butt into the ocean, Lexie broke the silence. òSean wants me to sit for my 

captainõs ticket this winter.ó 

òCaptain Lexie Butterfield. Sounds good.ó 

òHeõs thinking about buying another boat for me, the Lady Islington.ó A small sob 

finished the sentence. 

òNice name.ó I put my arm around her shoulder. òHeõll be all right.ó 

The Coast Guardõs thirty-footer sped out of the river and a minute later came alongside. 

A mate grabbed hold of the Colleen D with a long boat hook and pulled the two boats 

together. 

Holding a clipboard, the captain came over to the gunwale and introduced himself, 

òBosun Mate Thomas Rasmussen.ó 

We completed introductions, and Rasmussen began filling out his form. Listlessly Lexie 

sat quietly, as I answered his questions. A handsome young man of Scandinavian descent, 

Bosun Rasmussen was casting appreciative glances at my niece. Even with a splotchy face and 

red-rimmed eyes, Lexie was a beauty, olive skin, walnut eyes, and a cap of jet-black hair like all 

us Parisis. 

Finally Lexie spoke up. òHeõs not swimming out there someplace.ó She made a slow, 
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dismissive backhanded swipe at the ocean, as flat and gray as the low blanket of clouds. 

òSomethingõs happened to him.ó 

Appraising all the beer cans spread around the deck, Rasmussen looked doubtful, but 

he wasnõt about to ignore an attractive young womanõs opinion. He cocked his head, waiting for 

her explanation. 

No longer crying, Lexie stared straight at him as she laid out her theory why Sean 

couldnõt have fallen overboard and hadnõt gone off with friends. All the while Rasmussen 

nodded understandingly. Pointing at all the empties, she said, after a dismissive snort, òHe 

didnõt even like Budweiser.ó 

Without responding to her suppositions, Rasmussen surveyed the congregation of four 

boats and said, òWe should get Captain Devlinõs boat into shore so we can start searching for 

him.ó I didnõt know whether he said òcaptainó out of respect for Sean or to ingratiate himself 

with Lexie. 

I asked Lexie, òWill you be all right taking the Owaissa in?ó 

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

òIf you like,ó Rasmussen volunteered quickly, òI could tow Captain Devlinõs boat 

behind the Owaissa. Then weóñhe motioned at his crewñòcould start searching for him right 

away.ó 

Lexie said nothing, which made me think she thought it was a good idea. I hugged her 

goodbye and whispered, none too convincingly, that Sean would be fine. 

I heard her muffle a sniffle into my chest. 

Climbing into my Whaler, I took a last look back into the Colleen D. Only empties 

littered her deck, not a single unopened can. I could understand why someone who was going 

to commit suicide might shut down the engine and turn off the radios. But why, I wondered, 
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would a man polish off every single beer before jumping into Davy Jonesõs locker? 

* * * 

I moored our Boston Whaler on Sagamore Creek in front of my little sister Lucyõs 

house, and as soon as the boat was secured, I went in to call Sean Devlinõs brother, Liam. Lucy 

liked to impress, and her older 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 I was close to the governor, when in truth I 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 to an out-of-touch 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 connections appointed, Liam Devlin had 

demonstrated his power as well as his contempt for the legal profession. 

But I knew the real reason why, and every time I thought about it, my conscience 

pushed a thin cold blade into my soul. 

Since at that hour the State House would have been closed, I telephoned State Police 

dispatch. A security detail of state troopers accompanied the governor everywhere, and they 

would know how to reach him. After I told the dispatch operator who I was and explained that 

Governor Devlinõs brother was missing at sea, she said to keep the 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 so she could overhear the call. 

Liam Devlinõs voice was unmistakable, commanding but with an amiable Irish lilt. 
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òJudge Tony, whatõs this about Sean?ó 

Forcing my vocal chords to work, I gave him an abbreviated version of what I had 

found. I didnõt mention Lexie or her doubts. òAnd I wanted you to know before you heard it 

on the news.ó 

òThanks Tony, I had always expected this type of end for Sean, but not this soon.ó 

It surprised me that he had already jumped to the conclusion that Sean was dead. But 

realistically, unless Sean was off on a bender somewhere, if they hadnõt found him by then, 

Liam was on the mark. Still, I tried to be upbeat. òThe Coast Guard is searching right now. I 

wouldnõt give up hope quite yet.ó 

òI just know my brother too well to hold out much hope.ó His last few words were 

thick with grief. 

I passed along my familyõs condolences and the conversation was over. Relieved, I hung 

up the receiver. 
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Chapter 4 

Opal Street 

Portsmouth, New Hampshire 
 

Walking up the wheelchair ramp from the breezeway to the kitchen, I didnõt know 

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

onto a thigh-high kitchen counter. Seven on the Seacoast, our regional television station, 

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

glance. 

In an upbeat voice I asked, òHi, howõre you feeling?ó 

She frowned and her tone was hard. òTony, Iõm feeling fine. Okay?ó 

òSorry, only asking.ó  

òYou always ask how Iõm feeling. If I was standing here glistening from three sets of 

tennis, you wouldnõt ask ôhow I was feeling.õ But because Iõm paralyzed, you always ask, ôhow 

do I feel?õ Which, of course, only reminds me that my legs donõt work.ó 

òCome on Jen, itõs a figure of speech,ó I replied, my dander rising a bit. 

òItõs like pushing my chair. Itõs another reminder that Iõm paralyzed.ó  

òMaybe I should go out and come in again.ó 

òMaybe you should,ó she said, more to herself than to me. òSorry, Iõve had a rotten day. 

Iõve been trying to finish this grant proposal.ó 

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 handicap-friendly tourist spots on the seacoast had given her some 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 funds to underwrite dance programs in the schools. 

òOkay,ó I said. òLetõs start again. You say, ôHi, my oh-so-precious husband. Youõre so 

kind and sweet and good-looking and I love you very much. How was your day?õ ó 

A crooked grin crept across her face. òHi, my oh so precious husband. Youõre so kind 

and sweet andéI forget the rest,ó she teased. 

òGood-looking! ó I prompted, leaning down for a kiss. òHow can you forget ôgood-

looking?õ ó 

She pecked my cheek. òGood-looking, and I love you very much. What did you do 

today?ó 

òYou got the message I was going fishing?ó I asked. 

Her granite-green eyes sharpened in reproachful intensity as she nodded that she had.  

òWell, Iõve got some real bad news.ó Jenõs expression became serious and concerned. 

òDown off Wallis Sands I bumped into Sean Devlinõs lobster boat just drifting. He was gone, 

and so far no one can find him.ó 

òOmigod! Sean? I canõt believe it.ó 

òThe only thing on the Colleen D was a couple of dozen empty beer cans rolling 

around. I hate to say it, but it looks like he got drunk and either fell overboard or jumped.ó 

òOh that is so terrible. Just when he was beginning to settle down a little.ó 

While Jen began preparing dinner, I related the whole story, including Lexieõs doubts 

and my belief that it was probably suicide. 

òHowõs Lexie taking it?ó Although technically aunt and niece, Jen and Lexie were as 

close as sisters. 

òNot good. She cried some, and a Coast Guard guy had to bring in the Owaissa for 

her.ó 
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òI should call her.ó Jen rolled around the counter that separated the kitchen from the 

family area and dialed the telephone. 

I went to clean up and change. For a few seconds I 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 apparently willing to let it go. I could tell from the groceries, a fancy salad mix, some 

kind of fish, and bottle of Pinot Grigio, all purchased at Parisi and Sons. After my fatherõs 

death, my older brother Paul had taken over the market and transformed it into an upscale 

shop. All of Portsmouth shopped there so they could praise its first-rate quality and complain 

about the prices at their next dinner party. 

Jen was off the phone when I returned. After grabbing a can of Budñsame brand, it 

occurred to me, that was on Seanõs boatñI plopped down at the 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 the evening news anchors for Seven on the 

Seacoast was interviewing a Hollywood-handsome senator, a Democrat from California, who 

was running in New Hampshireõs first in the nation Presidential primary. 

òI thought you said they waited until after hunting season before starting their 

campaigns,ó Jen remarked, as she sliced green grapes. 

òNot anymore. The primary season is so short and there are so many primaries jammed 

together after New Hampshireõs that the candidates have to get a running start if they expect to 

have a chance.ó 

òItõs ridiculous to have to watch them now. God knows weõll see enough of them 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     25      

before itõs over.ó 

As if cued by us, the anchor asked the senator why he had started campaigning so early. 

òThe Democratic Primary is wide open this year. Right now, as you know, every candidate is 

about even in the polls and in money raised. So New Hampshire is going to play a critical role 

in breaking open this logjam. Despite that, weõre sensing momentum, and as our message of 

progress and change reaches more and more voters in the coming months, we expect to see 

that momentum build.ó 

The name of Governor Liam Devlin delivered a sharp stab of conscience, and I turned 

back to the television. The hard part was that Liam Devlin had always been willing to help my 

family and me. When I was at UNH and short of cash, I 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 real job, selling used 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 second floor walk-up 

on a side street in downtown Portsmouth, and steered several 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. I bet we didnõt have more than a dozen face to face 

meetings, and only two or three of those were what I would call conversations. 

Jen broke into my thoughts. òThis guy is begging for Devlinõs support. Itõs pathetic.ó 

Smooth as store-bought bread, the senator said, òYes, Governor Devlin is thought of 

very highly and not only in New Hampshire where his 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.ó The Senator mugged for the camera. òAnd Governor, if youõre 

watching, Iõll be in New Hampshire for another three days, and Iõd be happy to meet with you 
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anytime.ó 

The anchor and the senator chuckled. 

Jen said, òWas he born sleazy, or do you think he had to learn to act that way?ó 

òSenator, weõve heard the governor mentioned as a Vice Presidential candidate. Would 

you care to comment on that?ó 

òBe happy to. Iõve met with Governor Devlin, and Iõve discussed that very subject with 

him. He would have to be on any serious candidateõs short list of potential Vice Presidential 

nominees. Heõs certainly on mine!ó 

òIf he were to endorse you, would you offer him second-spot on your ticket, Senator?ó 

The answer sounded practiced. òWell, he hasnõt promised me his support, and I havenõt 

offered him the position, so I really canõt answer that question right now.ó 

òYou want to click that off?ó Jen nodded in the direction of the television. òDinnerõs 

ready.ó 

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, cloaked in a cream sauce and surrounded by 

pale green grapes. 

* * * 

I had developed the habit of finding a bunch of things I 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 I was doing. That night I 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 I crawled 

into bed. She pushed herself my way and curled up against me. Hesitantly I put an arm over 

her, and she moved closer and pecked my cheek. 

òWho won?ó 
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òRed Sox. Came back in the eighth.ó 

òYou must be happy.ó 

òYeah,ó I answered warily. 

She sighed and shifted against me. òPoor Sean. Do you think thereõs a chance heõs alive 

someplace?ó 

òUnless heõs on a major binge, I doubt it,ó I answered. 

òDo you think there might be, you know, foul play?ó 

Hearing my private thoughts out loud slowed my answer. òMaybe.ó A couple of 

seconds later, I asked, òDid you know Seanõs father committed suicide?ó 

òI vaguely remember you telling meéa long time ago.ó 

òWe were just kids, but it makes you at least wonder if that isnõt what happened.ó 

Jen drifted off to sleep, but my mind kept leaping from Sean Devlin to Liam Devlin, 

flipping from concern for a friend to the treachery 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 
Chapter 5 

Widow Buehlerôs 

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 been assigned to me. Although according to him it was the other way aroundñthey had 

assigned the rookie judge to him. Almost immediately he began bumming rides to court. To 

provide door-to-door security he assured me. I bought it hook, line, and sinker. By the time I 

figured out his real motiveñfelonious parsimonyñit was too late. Weõd become friends. Good 

enough friends that I was quite happy to pretend I didnõt know he had put one over on me. 

LLõs apartment was on the second floor of an old Victorian on Orchard Streetñonly a 

couple of blocks from Sean Devlinõs mansion on Middleñowned by a woman he referred to as 

òWidow Buehler.ó A driveway led to a one-stall garage, and I pulled in. LLõs ten-year-old 

Cadillac, washed and polished every weekend with probably fewer miles than my two-year-old 

Saturn, permanently occupied the garage. Widow Buehlerõs and the other tenantõs cars were 

parked in the open, exposed to elements. 

òSo,ó he announced, as he squeezed his bulky body into the passenger seat, òI heard 

you threw Sean Devlin overboard, drank all his beer, and then called in to report him missing.ó 

LL picked up my Coastal Courier and snapped it open. Another perquisite he took for granted. 

Sean Devlinõs disappearance had been all over the morning news, but thankfully there 

had been no mention of me. That LL knew I was the one who discovered the Colleen D and 

about the empty beer cans didnõt surprise me however. His information net covered a lot of 

ground and its small mesh captured even the slimmest of rumors. 
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While LL perused my newspaper, I described the condition of the Colleen D: no full 

beer cans and the engine and all the electrical gear turned off. òDonõt you think thereõs 

something odd about that?ó I finished up. 

I had good reason to hope LL might have some insight into Seanõs disappearance. For 

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 almost every major murder, his rugged Gallic features had been in 

the foreground of television news stories for years. I had never faced him as a lawyer. My bread 

and butter had been DWIs, kids caught with drugs, and nickel and dime burglaries. But I knew 

attorneys whose 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 confession out of a hitman 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 cared little for rules. 

òHe got drunk and drowned,ó LL answered curtly, returning to my paper. 

* * * 

That evening when I arrived home from work, Lexieõs beat-up Camaro with its fat tires 

and apropos vanity plate, òX-S,ó blocked the entrance to my side of the garage. Parked behind 

it was a Geo Metro that I didnõt recognize. Jenõs Quickie Shadow Racer leaned against the ramp 

from the breezeway to the kitchen, still damp with perspiration from her workout. I smelled 

cigarette smoke as soon as I opened the kitchen door. Jen was at the milking table, and Lexie 

and another woman were seated on the couch. Knowing I didnõt approve of smoking in our 

house, theyõd hidden their cigarettes, and I didnõt say anything. 
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òTony,ó Lexie nearly shouted, òSomeone tried to rob Seanõs house and Susan found 

him.ó 

òYouõre Susan?ó I asked the stranger. 

òSusan McFarland,ó Lexie answered for her. òSeanõs girlfriend. Sheõs been staying at his 

house, and a guy was there when she got home from work.ó 

Susan wore a Yokenõs waitressõ uniform that was a bit too tight for her full figure. Her 

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. 

òSorry we have to meet under these circumstances.ó I wanted to say more, but held 

back. Reassurances that Sean would turn up okay rang pretty hollow at that point, while 

condolences still seemed a bit premature. 

òTony,ó Lexie repeated, òsomeone broke into Seanõs house!ó 

òI heard you.ó I asked Susan, òI assume youõre all right?ó 

òYes, Iõm fine, thanks.ó 

òDid you call the police?ó I asked Lexie. 

òSusan did before she called me. Some cop fresh out of ôPolice Academyõ came over. 

Since nothing was missing, he didnõt seem very interested.ó Lexie became more insistent, her 

tone more pressured. òTony, this has something to do with Seanõs disappearance.ó 

òWhat did the policeman say?ó 

òI tried to tell him it was somehow connected to Seanõs being gone but got no place. 

The cop kept telling me how burglars read obituaries, but that heõd never heard of someone 

robbing the house of a guy lost at sea.ó 

òI gather they didnõt catch him.ó 

Susan shook her head no. 
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Lexie said, òI told you, he raced out the back door the second Susan arrived.ó 

òYou saw him?ó I asked Susan. 

òOnly from the back, and only for a second.ó 

òCould you identify him?ó 

òNo,ó she answered softly, òI never saw his face.ó 

òHe was carrying a cardboard carton,ó Lexie interjected. Susan nodded her agreement. 

òWhat did he take?ó 

Again Lexie answered, òNothing that we could see. I mean that place has a lot of 

valuable old silver and shit hanging around, but none of it seems to be missing.ó 

òDid you search the house?ó 

òHave you ever been in that place?ó Lexie huffed. 

More calmly Susan explained. òItõs a huge house and the Devlins have an awful lot of 

stuff.ó 

òAnd who knows what was in that box,ó Lexie added. 

òAny sign of a break-in?ó I asked. òAny doors or windows jimmied?ó 

òYou donõt have to break in to get in there.ó Susan answered. òSean never locks 

anything. Anybody could waltz in. I donõt even know where the keys are.ó 

òI have to start dinner,ó Jen interrupted. òWhy donõt you stay and eat?ó 

òNo, thank you,ó Susan replied, òI have to pick up my son at my motherõs.ó 

òAnd Iõm going to stay with them at Seanõs,ó Lexie piped up, rising off the sofa. òKeep 

Susan company.ó Standing in front of Jen blocking my view, Lexie surreptitiously passed her a 

few cigarettes. 

I walked them out to their cars and moved mine into the garage. When I returned Jen 

had begun preparing dinner. I grabbed a Bud from the refrigerator. 
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òThat burglar had to have taken something,ó I said. 

òWhat do you mean?ó 

òThat box must have had something valuable in it. Otherwise he would have dropped it 

on the spot and run like hell.ó 

* * * 

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

sighed contentedly. Moving slightly to get comfortable, she nestled in against me. òDo you find 

me physically unattractive? I mean, do my legs repel you?ó 

òNo, no,ó I answered, too quickly and too defensively. òYouõre beautiful, youõve always 

been beautiful.ó I thought back to the first time I had seen her, cheerleading along the sidelines 

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

òWell, what is it?ó 

òI donõt know,ó I sighed. 

òItõs not like I sexually gave up on you after my accident.ó 

òYeah,ó I admitted guiltily. 

òIs there someone else?ó 

òGod no. Donõt even think that.ó That was true, there hadnõt been anyone else, but I 

couldnõt say the fantasy hadnõt crossed my mind. 

She waited. òWhat then?ó 

It was my turn to pause. òItõs this baby business. I know itõs me, but itõs taken me this 

long to adjust to your accident. And Iõm not sure Iõm ready for a baby. Not yet.ó That wasnõt 

the entire truth, but it would have to do. 

òThatõs bullshit. We could have been having sex for two years now. I only went off the 

pill four months ago. I knew it was difficult for you after the accident, and I was patient. I 
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assumed youõd come around. But with you itõs the same old bottom line, Iõm damaged 

goodsóñ 

òNo, Jenóñ 

òNo longer desirable in your eyes. Oh sure, you play the kind, solicitous husband, 

always jumping up to get me something or worrying about my health or pushing my wheelchair 

like I was your mother in a nursing home. ôOh poor Tony, heõs so good to his crippled wife,õ ó 

she mimicked. 

òCome on Jen, letõs talk about this in the daylight.ó 

òHurt too much?ó she demanded. òImagine how much it hurts me! This may come as a 

surprise, but a lot of men are happily having sex with paraplegics. Screwing away every day and 

enjoying it!ó 

Abruptly, she rolled away from me. Our bed was beginning to feel like a battleground, 

with no manõs land in the middle. I heard a small sniffle. 

I loved her, the way she was. Why couldnõt she see that? Why couldnõt she understand 

that? And what was the matter with me? She was still gorgeous, a willing partner, a wonderful 

wife. I searched the ceiling for answers.



 

Ò Bob Morrill     34      

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 I had the whole afternoon to write the decree. I was facing the computer in 

mid-sentence when the telephone buzzed. 

It was Margaret, second deputy clerk of the Rockingham County Superior Court for 

over thirty-five years. òThere is a young woman here who claims to be your niece,ó she 

announced in a voice that flaunted her position. Margaret had been the bane of my existence as 

a lawyer. Her attitude had not changed after my elevation to the bench with two exceptions: she 

addressed me as òJudge,ó and instead of being rude to my face, she only insulted me behind my 

back. 

òMargaret, do you think she is just ôclaimingõ to be my niece, or do you think she 

actually is my niece?ó 

òJudge, do you want me to send her down?ó Margaret responded starchily. 

òOnly if youõre certain sheõs not an impostor.ó 

òYou can go down, Miss,ó I heard her say before the handset went down, her tone as 

supercilious as ever. I shook my head and started down the hall. 

Dressed in a yellow foul-weather jacket, jeans, and Birkenstocks, Lexie looked as if she 

had just finished the forward watch in a torrent. LL had already sniffed her out. Still a ladiesõ 

man at fifty-five, he was glibly delivering some line as he ceremoniously escorted her toward my 

chambers. Lexieõs face, although politely turned toward him, was listless. It brightened a little 

when she saw me. Unable to finish, LL frowned. 
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òIs everything all right?ó I asked. 

Her expression tightened to a scowl. òYeah, peachy.ó She proceeded into my chambers. 

Uninvited LL followed, his eyes pinned to the seat of her tight jeans. òCan I help you 

with your coat,ó he asked for reasons that had nothing to do with good manners. Before Lexie 

could answer LL had his hands on the shoulders of her rain jacket. 

òThanks,ó Lexie said without looking at LL. Her polo shirt was soaked and the logo 

òM.V. Owaissaó clung to the top of her left breast. Taking it all in, open-mouthed for a 

moment, LL stood there with her rain jacket. 

òWhat, are you going to hold her coat all day or hang it up?ó 

He gave me a sour look and, still holding her dripping rain gear, seated her in a chair 

across the desk from me. Lexieõs boyishly short hair dripped water, and she pushed it away 

from her face. 

Assuming a kindly mien LL looked on in eager anticipation. òLL, do you mind?ó He 

didñI could tell right away from the scowl directed at me. He hung Lexieõs coat on the way out 

and, without closing the door, took a position in the hall like a sentinel guarding my chambers. 

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

Lexieõs eyes zeroed in on me, and her words spilled out. òNo oneõs doing jack shit to 

find Sean. Everyoneõs made up their minds that Sean fell or jumped off the Colleen D. Iõm 

tellinõ you, he didnõt. Does it occur to them that a robbery of his house the next day may be 

connected to his disappearance? Nooo!ó She fished a crushed pack of filtered Camels out of her 

jeans pocket and without asking, without looking 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 impress me with the gravity of what she was about to say, I couldnõt tell. òIõm really worried 

about him.ó 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     36      

Iõd wondered too about Sean. òWhat do you think we can do? Any ideas?ó 

òI donõt know, but whatever happened was no accident,ó she answered, dropping her 

hands hard onto the desk. The tip of ash broke off, and she absently swept it away. 

I kept seeing those empties rolling around the deck of the Colleen D. òI want to bring 

LL into this. You know he was a crackerjack state police detective?ó 

òYeah.ó 

òLL,ó I called out, pretending for Lexieõs sake that he was farther away than he was. He 

bounced back into my chambers, probably having overheard everything. I pointed to a chair. 

òLexie doesnõt think Sean Devlin drowned. She suspects foul play.ó 

òWhat makes you think that?ó he asked eagerly. I didnõt have to be a mind reader to 

know what he was eager about. 

She started with the burglary, which LL already knew about, and then went back to the 

Colleen D. òOn Sunday he told me that if Monday was niceñthe Owaissa had no trips 

scheduledñhe was going out to Pigeon Hill after tuna. The Japs are paying top dollar for fresh 

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

little bluefin last month.ó 

òDo you know what time he left?ó 

òSusan, Seanõs girlfriend,ó Lexie explained to LL. ò Sheõs freakinõ, you know what I 

mean. She said he left the house early Monday morning, before light.ó As she threw out her 

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

òOops, sorry,ó she apologized and with a quick blow spread the ash farther. Cocking her head, 

she shrugged and searched for an ashtray. LL couldnõt conceal his smile. 

I handed her my coffee mug. òHere, use this. We normally donõt allow smoking.ó 

òYou want me to put it out?ó she asked, reaching for the mug. 
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òNo, go ahead and finish it. Have you talked to the Coast Guard?ó 

òAround midmorning, but they didnõt know anything. You know how Sean gets along 

with the Coast Guard. Hell, every time he goes by one of their boats, he gets on the 

loudspeaker and asks if theyõre in distress.ó 

òWhat about the police?ó 

òI called Sweets Malloy just before I called you. That fat bastard blew me off quick. Said 

theyõre investigating the burglary, but that Sean missing at sea was the Coast Guardõs job. Wonõt 

even bother looking for him. No one gives a damn except Susan and me. I even called his 

brother.ó Lexie looked over to see my reaction. òAnyhow,ó she continued, òno one even 

bothered to return my call. Probably could care less.ó 

òHow about we take another look at the Colleen D?ó LL suggested. òWhere is it?ó 

òAt the Coast Guard Station. Theyõre holding her right at the end of the pier like some 

frigginõ trophy.ó 

 I found the number for the station and dialed. The Chief Bosun Mate had been in 

Kiwanis with me before I quit. After going through a young man with a very official voice and 

excellent telephone manners, the Chief informed me that they were searching as best they could 

given the weather. All the marinas and fishermenõs co-ops had been notified and an alert had 

been posted on channel 16, the distress channel monitored by fishermen and commercial boats. 

Standard stuff for a person suspected of being lost at sea. I asked if I could take a look at Seanõs 

boat. 

òI have to clear it with Governor Devlinõs personal security detail. Where it was the 

governorõs brother and all, they asked me as a matter of courtesy to keep them advised. Iõll call 

you right back.ó 

Lexie extracted her cigarette pack. I lifted an eyebrow. 
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òOh yeah, I forget.ó She stuffed the pack back into her jean pocket but held on to the 

unlit cigarette. 

òLousy weather,ó I said, passing time. 

òYeah, even the lobstermen came in early today. We mustõve had a foot of rain.ó 

We chatted for a couple more minutes when the intercom buzzed. òItõs someone from 

the Coast Guard to talk to you.ó Margaret said. òWhat would you like me to tell him?ó 

òTell him he can talk to me.ó 

òIf you say so,ó she answered haughtily. 

òCome on down,ó he said. 

òWeõll be there in about forty-five minutes.ó I stood up. 

òIõm sure youõre very upset,ó LL said to Lexie. òIõll drive you over, and the Judge here 

can bring me home.ó 

I knew he wasnõt worried a whit about Lexieõs distress. He wanted to get in that car 

with her and pray for a miracle. Or manufacture one. 

òSheõs quite capable of driving herself.ó 

Giving me a dirty look, he helped her on with her raincoat, his big hands smoothing out 

the shoulders and back. I made a copy of my unfinished order, stuffed it and the divorce file 

into my briefcase, and headed out. As I passed Margaret, I informed her that I was leaving. 

Glancing up at the clock, showing ten to two, she prissily asked, òDidnõt you leave early 

on Monday?ó 

òYes,ó I snapped back. 

òOhó she said as snidely as she dared. 

òWhat a bitch,ó I muttered under my breath. Grinning LL held the door. 
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Chapter 7 

U.S.C.G. Station 

New Castle Island 
 

The rain slammed into the windshield as we headed east toward Portsmouth; the wipers 

flapped uselessly against the onslaught. Within minutes Lexieõs Camaro disappeared into the 

downpour. 

òWhat possesses you to think that sheõd give an old fart like you the time of day?ó 

òOlder men have a special allure,ó he replied, lifting his chin and modeling his profile. 

òMaybe for the pigeons in Prescott Park.ó 

Stopped for a red light at a shopping center entrance, I tried to reason it aloud. òThereõs 

too much that doesnõt make sense. The burglary. What was in that cardboard carton? All that 

beer? Everything on the boat turned off? Whatõd he do? Stop the boat, shut everything down, 

drink every last ounce of beer, and then fall or jump overboard.ó 

òIõd say so,ó LL responded, òand right now a bunch of crabs are having a small buffet.ó 

Ignoring his French-Canadian ancestry, LL pronounced òbuffetó with a hard òtó like a Yankee. 

New Castle Island was located at the mouth of the Piscataqua River. We traveled over 

the series of causeways and bridges that connected it to Portsmouth. On our left the river 

brooded as darkly as the low heavy clouds. On our right, as we reached island, was New Castleõs 

first graveyard, sitting on a low knoll next to the bay. Ancient tombstones of dark 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 planted by New Castleõs first mourners, cast an eerie gloom. 

The cemetery made me think of Sean. òLL, do you know when a missing person is 

declared dead?ó 
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òAfter one year,ó he answered, savoring the irony of once again supplying the judge 

with the answer to a legal question. 

òDo they ever have a funeral before the year is up?ó 

He thought for a second. òIõll tell you one that did. You remember that little Cox girl up 

in Farmington that disappeared, oh, probably ten years ago now. We suspected the parents but 

couldnõt prove a lick.ó LL shook his head. òThey held a memorial service every time two 

reporters came on the same day.ó 

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 shutters, were stuffed 

together along a prerevolutionary cart path, now Route 1B, which wound among the rock 

outcroppings. At the corner of the island, we turned into the stationõs parking lot. 

The Coast Guard Station sat on Fort Point, a bony finger that afforded the Stationõs big 

tower an unobstructed view back up the Piscataqua and a 270 degree panorama of the riverõs 

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. 

Only two cars were parked in the visitorsõ lot that rainy afternoon, Lexieõs and a large 

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 middle of the peninsula hunkered 

the Coast Guard Station, a squat, government-issue, brick building. As we hustled across the 

expanse of asphalt toward it, wind-whipped drizzle stung our faces. 

The skipper of the Coast Guard thirty-footer, holding a State Department-sized black 

umbrella, came out from the station the moment we arrived. òJudge Paris,ó he said, òBosun 

Mate Thomas Rasmussen. The Chief asked me to assist you.ó 

As we gathered under the umbrella, I had the sneaking suspicion that Rasmussen had 
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found a way to finagle this assignment. 

òLetõs go have a look at her,ó I suggested. 

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. òHow do you get this gas cap off?ó he demanded, pointing 

at the chromed cap flush with the stern deck. 

Reaching down underneath the port deck beam, Lexie unhooked a two-pronged key 

tied to a long cord. òHere you go.ó 

LL unscrewed the cap. First he sniffed and then tried to peer down the fuel pipe. Lexie 

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 back of LLõs arm with it. After nodding thanks he 

inserted the stick and withdrew it from the tank. Damp discoloration almost reached the top. 

òWhat do you think, Lexie?ó 

Lexie studied the measuring stick. òDoesnõt look like he went far.ó 

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. A small amount came out of each can. òSee if you 

can find a half full or unopened can?ó he directed. 

Rasmussen, Lexie, and I 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. 

òTony,ó he hollered. I peered into the cabin. òWatch this.ó He pressed down on the 

cloth covered cushions. Liquid oozed from around his fist. Lifting his hand, LL licked the back 

of his knuckles. òBeer,ó he declared. 

I squeezed into the cabin. I didnõt have to taste; I could see that the two cushions were 

soaked with beer. Rasmussen and Lexieõs heads were at the portal. 
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òDid he often soak his cushions in beer?ó LL deadpanned to Lexie. 

She wasnõt amused. òI told you,ó she exclaimed. òThis whole thing is fishy.ó 

òDonõt go jumping to conclusions,ó LL warned. òIõve seen a lot weirder stuff than 

this.ó 

We all moved back onto the deck. 

òDid you check all the beer cans?ó LL asked. 

òAll the ones we could find,ó Rasmussen answered. 

òSearch everyplace. Maybe thereõs something else.ó 

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 floor. LL swung his head in 

reproachful resignation. 

At the stern I opened a large green Coleman ice chest secured by bungee cords to the 

deck. Floating on melted ice was a well-used, black lunch bucket. Opening it, I lifted out a 

plastic-wrapped sandwich. òLooks like Sean didnõt make it to lunch,ó I said, holding up the 

sandwich. 

Lexie launched herself out of the cabin, stopping as suddenly as she had started. Seeing 

Seanõs lunch pulled her emotional plug, and her hand muffled her sobs. Rasmussen came from 

the bow to stand next to her but was at a loss on how to console her. Setting down the lunch 

box, I stepped over and put my arm around her. òItõs okay, Lexie, itõs okay.ó 

In a minute or so her crying subsided. When she wiped her nose and eyes with the 

sleeve of her rain jacket, I fished out my handkerchief and handed it to her. Lexie gave it a solid 

blow. 

òWhy donõt you head on home and get some rest.ó 
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Too worn out to disagree, she nodded assent. 

òIõll drive you,ó Rasmussen once again volunteered. He appeared to be getting a lot of 

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, òWill you talk to Sweets Malloy?ó 

òAbsolutely,ó I glumly answered. 

LL glanced at me, a playful grin dancing across his face. òWhat a good uncle you are.ó 
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Chapter 8 

Portsmouth Police Station 
 

Back in the car LL said with a waggish smile, òThis should be richña little powwow 

between you and one of my favorite cops, the great Sweets Malloy. How to break the ice? Letõs 

see. How about asking for his advice on legal ethics?ó LL was referring to my most notorious 

run-in with the head of the Portsmouth Police Departmentõs Detective Bureau. I stared at him 

stonily. òOkay, okay, something a little less controversial. How about, ôGee Sweets, is it me or 

my imagination, but have you lost weight?õ ó 

I had known Franklin Sweetwater Malloy, Portsmouthõs only black cop, since I was a 

kid, roaming the streets after my dadõs market closed. A mahogany-colored medicine ball 

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 

teenagers. 

In lot of ways I 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 by-the-book fairness offset those shortcomings. For Sweets the world was split, as 

if by a maul, into two distinct groups, good and evil. Between the two sides, there was no 

blurring, no lack of clarity. Either he didnõt recognize shades, or he refused to acknowledge 

them. He never saw the good in some criminal or the evil in some ostensibly law-abiding 

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. 

I had learned that lesson from Sweets himself. When I 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 

clientsñhopeless losers, but still they brought in a couple of bucks. That honeymoon lasted 

until a black basketball player from UNH had been accused of date rape. He was a savvy, street-

smart kid from New Jersey, and before he even came to see me, heõd assembled a flock of alibi 

witnesses, nice kids, fresh faces, innocent voices, who all placed him at a different party on the 

night of the rape. I 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 lies of my clientõs young confederates and found him not guilty. 

In the hall after the verdict Sweetsõ round face had been dark purple with rage. òHow 

could you put on that parade of liars?ó he shouted. 

I was shocked. I thought Sweets was a pro, that he understood our different roles and 

how the game was played. òSweets, Iõve got a duty to my client. You know that.ó 

òYour duty doesnõt include encouraging a bunch of coeds to perjure themselves,ó he 

snapped. 

Sweetsõ rage was beyond reason, and I tried to walk by him. He blocked my path, his 

eyes bulging white with fury. Then I said something Iõve always regretted. òLook Sweets, youõve 

got your job to do, Iõve got mine. Today, I did mine better.ó 

òYou little shit,ó he spat. òIõm going to the Conduct Board.ó 

And he did. Sweets filed a formal complaint with 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 they testified in court. Since there was no proof that I knew that the kids 

were lying, even though the DNA evidence suggested that I did, the Board dismissed the 

complaint. 
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During my judicial appointment process, the Executive Councilor from the seacoast 

mentioned that complaint, and I have always figured Sweets as the source. But I was confirmed 

and willing to let the matter go. I knew Sweets never would. But Portsmouthõs a small town 

and, despite his flaws, everyone knew the best detective in Portsmouthñhands downñwas 

Commander Franklin Sweetwater Malloy. 

* * * 

We told the dispatcher who we were and waited while she handled several radio calls 

before she tried Sweets. 

òStraight through, take the stairs, then right to the back of the building,ó she intoned 

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 desk, metal-finished storage cabinets, and 

bookshelves, all surprisingly neat and tidy. Family pictures, wall-sized 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 into the far-left corner was Sweetsõ carrel. Seated, he could survey the 

entire floor to his right, while a window on his left looked out onto South Mill Pond. 

òGuess you can tell whoõs top dog in this pound,ó I whispered as we crossed the open 

room. In a surreptitious show of agreement, LL nodded his head slightly. 

After spotting us Sweets didnõt bother getting up and remained seated when we reached 

his desk. He was dressed in a short-sleeved blue shirt, gray slacks, and barge-sized black 

Reeboks. His fleshy waist flowed over the arms of his secretary-style swivel chair, while his rear 

end drooped over its upholstered seat. 

Catching me staring, he benevolently patted his gut. òGot enough seniority that I donõt 
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have to pass the physical anymore.ó 

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

glossy poster of a heavily armed Uncle Sam admonishing, òControl crime, not guns!ó 

Intentionally looking at his watch, Sweets leaned back in his chair. òWho do I thank for this 

privilege?ó 

LL gave him a sharp glance but didnõt take the bait. He and Sweets had no love lost 

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 Generalõs Office to conduct its own murder investigations, effectively shutting out 

LLõs team, the Major Crimes Unit. 

As a bailiff LL never paid attention to the criminal cases. òIõve seen this stuff a million 

times,ó he would dismissively state. òI know more about trying criminal cases than anyone in 

that courtroom, including you.ó However, whenever Portsmouth prosecuted a case, LL happily 

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

would listen. 

Starting the ball rolling, I said, òWell, Sweets, you know about Sean Devlinõs 

disappearance and theóñ 

òLost at sea. Coast Guardõs responsibility,ó he interrupted like a metronome ticking off 

a bureaucratic refrain. 

òThereõs a bunch of odd things. A burglary the day after he disappears. The thief runs 

out with a box, but nothing appears to be missing and we looked at his boatéó 

Sweets scoffed and tipped further back in his chair. I recounted the absence of any full 

beer cans, the cushions soaked with beer, the engine and all the instruments being off, and 

Lexieõs belief that, because of Susan, Sean wasnõt drinking as much as he once had. Sweets 
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didnõt take a noteéor much interest. 

When I finished, he waited, looking at me, as if he were expecting something more. 

òWell, well, well, your honor, court business must be slow if you two have got enough time on 

your hands to go out and invent your own little dinner-theater who-done-it.ó The way Sweets 

sneered òyour honor,ó it sounded like the first cousin to òscumbag.ó 

I refused to let him get under my skin and made another stab at a truce. òFor better or 

worse, weõve known each other a long time, long enough for you to call me Tony.ó 

òI prefer ôyour honor.õ I need to keep reminding myself of your office.ó 

Slowly, with some menace, LL stood up to his full height and, without looking at 

Sweets, said, òThatõs enough Judge, letõs get outta here. I got better things to do.ó 

òYeah, it must be two drinks past your happy hour,ó Sweets said, hitting each word 

hard. He swung forward in his chair. òListen, just because you enjoy hobnobbing around with 

the judge, doesnõt cut any shit with me.ó 

LL turned, leaned over the desk, and with a steely staccato tone said, òAs a courtesy the 

Judge came over here to give you some information, which you lazy bastards, if you had 

cleaned the doughnut glaze off your fingers, could have found out yesterday. Come on, Judge.ó 

Sweets had risen out of his seat and shook his finger under LLõs nose. òDonõt pull that 

shit with me, LaCasse. Youõve got no business buttinõ your nose in here.ó As Sweetsõ voice rose, 

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 back into his too-small 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 was some cop-to-cop discussion, òLook LL, weõre down three officers, and with 

the hiring freeze we canõt replace themñif at allñuntil the next budget. Weõve all been pulling 

extra shifts. Weõre doing the best we can with the burglary, but there isnõt a hell of lot to go on. 

And even if I thought there was some connection between the twoñwhich I donõtñI havenõt 

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 sea is the Coast Guardõs problem, not mine.ó 

He paused for a moment and then, looking directly at me, said, òAnd Iõd say exactly the 

same thing if it was Sean Devlinõs brother, the governor, lost out there.ó A comment I assumed 

was directed at my relationship with the governor. I didnõt respond. 

òYeah, but the Coast Guard hasnõt secured his boat, you donõt have clue what the thief 

was so interested in,ó LL said, sounding like he was briefing his officers at the start of a shift. 

òAnd his big brother does just happen to be the governor. If this turns out to be something 

more, you may regret sitting on your hands.ó 

òI canõt change that, even if I wanted to. Thereõs nothing more I can do today. I will ask 

the Coast Guard to impound the boat.ó Sweets fixed LL firmly in his sight. òBy the way, I hope 

like hell you didnõt disturb anything on that boat.ó 

òOf course not,ó LL lied. 

Sweets looked over at me. òJudge, I know Sean Devlin was tight with your niece a while 

back. Sheõs been calling here about him.ó 

òI know,ó I said sternly to remind Sweets that I was well aware of how sheõd been 

treated. 

He looked up but appeared unruffled. òIõll keep you posted but,ó he paused, òthis isnõt 

your case LL. Donõt go making an alp out of an anthill, ó Sweetsõ voice kept its hard edge. 

òWeõre done,ó I assured him. I got up to leave. Remaining seated, Sweets started dialing 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     50      

his phone as if we had already left. And without any good-byes, we did. 
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Chapter 9 

Owaissa Boat Dock 

Portsmouth 
 

LL was doing a slow burn as we left the building. The dispatcherõs perfunctory òHave a 

nice eveningó elicited only an unintelligible grunt in response. When the Plexiglas door closed 

behind us, LLõs fuse reached its end. òThe Saddamõs got more people skills than that asshole.ó 

Shoving his battered hat down on his head and thrusting his hands deep into his raincoat 

pockets, LL stormed to the car. 

Once inside, LL continued, still lathered up. òIõd like to have dumped his fat ass on the 

floor. Heõd be rolling around up there right now, still trying to get up.ó 

òHeõs got at least a hundred pounds on you. Youõd both be looking for a chiropractor 

who gives twofer discounts.ó 

LL snorted his response. 

At an intersection a few blocks from the police station, I waited for an opening in the 

beginning of rush hour traffic. 

òYou want to look at the Owaissa and Seanõs truck? We got the time,ó LL suggested. 

òAfter that lecture. I donõt think so.ó 

òFuck Malloy. If they havenõt secured the truck or the boat, he canõt complain. All weõre 

going to do is look around. We wonõt touch anything.ó 

òI suppose so.ó I flicked the blinker arm up and swung right, entering Marcy Street, one 

of Portsmouthõs oldest streets. Capes, colonials, and saltboxes choked its already pinched path. 

Narrower lanes, Pickering, Hunking, and Gardner, pitched off toward the river on the right. 

Lightly kneading his ear, LL gazed out the window as if preoccupied, but I knew better. 

On our left was Gates Street, and a few doors up was the small colonial that Jen and I had 
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purchased shortly after we married. Whenever LL and I passed by Gates Street or Jenõs 

paralysis came up in conversation, LL buried the subject in either chatter or silence. Today, it 

was silence. 

In the parking lot above the Owaissaõs dock we parked beside Seanõs brand-new pickup. 

Three lobster traps and their ropes were stacked in its bed. A couple of five-gallon drywall pails 

and a bunch of Coors cans littered the floor. 

LL went to the passenger side door and peered in. Joining him, I looked over his 

shoulder. The cab floor was a rubbish bin: more empty Coors cans, 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. Evidently thieves were not one of Seanõs concerns. 

Opening the door, LL began poking through the trash on the floor. 

òI thought you said we wouldnõt touch anything?ó 

òI said we wouldnõt disturb anything, and thisóñhe gestured at the interiorñòis already 

a mess.ó 

òIõm going down to the boat,ó I said, not wanting to argue about it. òMaybe thereõs 

something down there.ó 

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 Piscataqua was still draining, 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. I glimpsed a man on the bridge 

looking my way with binoculars. As soon as he saw me looking back, he self-consciously 

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, I thought. Any real lobsterman, if he had 
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even bothered to go out in that monsoon, would have finished hours earlier. 

I sloshed back through the puddles to Seanõs truck where LL sat sideways in the 

passenger seat, the door opened and his feet on the ground. òThe boatõs locked up,ó I reported. 

òbut there was something strange on the bridge.ó 

òYou always think that bridge is weird. You see that ghost again?ó 

I 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 frighten us into staying 

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. Nonsense, of course, but foolishly I had once 

mentioned the legend of òFinnanõs Flopó to LL, and whenever weõd have to cross the bridge, 

heõd say things like, òWould you feel better if you held my hand?ó or òIf this is too scary, we 

can go back.ó 

Not even noticing my frown, LL intently perused a wallet checkbook. 

òFind anything?ó I asked. 

Carefully he returned the checkbook to the glove box, which overflowed with a jumble 

of invoices, tools, and a box of Camel filters, probably Lexieõs. òNothing much.ó He paused for 

emphasis and smiled expectantly. òExcept that the balance in Sean Devlinõs checking account is 

a comfortable $312,000, give or take a few dollars, and every month in the neighborhood a total 

of twenty to twenty-five thousand smackers was deposited into his account, but no deposit was 

ever more than ten thousand.ó 

òWow, maybe I should give up judginõ and go into the excursion boat business. You 

could be my first mate.ó 

òItõd be a promotion,ó said LL dryly. He closed the door without locking it. Back in the 
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car, 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. 

While waiting to get back out onto Market Street, I asked, òWhat are you writing?ó I 

asked. 

òThe checking account number.ó 

òThe Devlins have got money coming out of their ears,ó I said. 

òThen why keep all the deposits to under ten grand?ó 

òI donõt know. Privacy? Coincidence?ó 

òWhat about drugs?ó 

òDrugs?ó I protested. 

òItõd be interesting to find out.ó 

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. Left would take us to LLõs apartment. A heavy 

mist softened the air. In the west the clouds were lifting and lightening in front of the setting 

sun.  

òLL, why donõt you come over for a drink and dinner? You can try some good whiskey 

for a change, and Iõm sure Jen has enough dinner to go around.ó 

òNaw, I have a very nice dinner planned.ó 

òYeah, homemade goulash, frozen to perfection last January. Is that a good vintage for 

your goulash?ó 

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

banquet. 

òIf youõd rather suck down lousy whiskey and eat year-old goulash by yourself, be my 

guest.ó 
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òWho says Iõll be dining alone?ó he replied, not contradicting my assumptions about his 

beverage and main course. 

Giving up, I turned left and headed for LLõs apartment on Orchard Street. A smile rode 

LLõs face all the way there. A smile of victory or anticipation? Maybe both. 

òWhoõs the lucky lady tonight?ó 

LL lifted his chin and arched his eyebrows suggestively. 

LL had always carried the reputation of a ladiesõ man. It began with stories that became 

legends in the State Police, stories that were passed on from troop to troop, from training 

officer to trainee, to amuse and educate. The best I 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 expensive prostitute. Not 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 

smooth-talked her into spending the night. 

A few of his other exploits, like being caught in the back seat of his cruiser with an 

attractive child abuse officer, weighed down his personnel file and his career. Since his wifeõs 

death from cancer several years earlier, LLõs liaisons became less clandestine. And, as best I 

could tell, at one time or another, he had been linked to a remarkable percentage of the 

divorcees on the seacoast. 

We reached Widow Buehlerõs, and as LL exited the car, I asked him, òWhat do you 

make of all this?ó 

òNothing yet, but as full of beer as Sean must have been, heõll gas up quick and pop up 

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

floating out there. Then weõll know a lot more.ó 
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Thursday 
Chapter 10 

Rockingham County Superior Court 
 

I took the luncheon recess at my normal time, twelve-thirty. After signing some orders 

that had been left on my desk, I went down to the Probate Court on the first floor. Rhoda 

Sherman, Deputy Register of Probate, greeted me at the counter. 

òRhoda, do you suppose you can get me the records for Sean Devlinõs father, Patrick 

Devlin?ó 

Rhoda thumbed through a card catalogue a few feet away from the counter. òI read 

where Sean Devlin fell overboard,ó she remarked, pulling a card from the drawer. òHere it is, 

76-1268, Patrick Devlin. Iõll be right back with the file.ó 

òCould you get Governor Walter Devlinõs file too? Might as well look at that while Iõm 

here.ó 

òSure, should be right here.ó She riffled through a few more cards. òAh, here it is, 

Walter Ignatius Devlin, 54-634. Iõll go get them.ó 

òThanks.ó 

Folded in thirds and dry with age, the records cracked noisily as I 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, and ninety-four thousand 

dollars in bonds, stocks, 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 elseñthe summer house, approximately seventy thousand in 

stocks, and few thousand more in bank accountsñhe bequeathed to Liam in trust for the 
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benefit of his mother and Colleen. 

As I was refolding the files, Skye Wheeler, the Probate Judge, passed by. òTony, what 

brings you down here?ó she asked amiably. 

òOh, nothing really, only curiosity.ó 

òHowõs Jen?ó 

òSheõs fine, thank you.ó 

òWeõll have to get together one of these days.ó She glanced down at the files. 

òDevlins?ó  

òI have to say, I always thought the Devlins were a lot richer than that.ó I tapped the 

probate files on the table. 

òMaybe graft didnõt pay as well as we all thought,ó she said with a sophisticated laugh. 

òGuess not,ó I agreed. òAre there any trusts or something that Iõm missing?ó 

òOnly the guardianship for Colleen.ó While rearranging her purse, Skye peeked at her 

watch. 

òI havenõt seen her around for years.ó 

òTony, Iõm sorry, but Iõm late for a meeting. Give my best to Jen.ó 

òSure, sure, nice to see you.ó I called after her, òHey, Skye, do you know where Colleen 

Devlin is now?ó 

òI donõt remember; itõd be in her account.ó 

I turned back toward the probate office. òRhodaóñ 

òIõm on my way.ó 

Colleen Devlin had been three years ahead of Sean and me in school but a slow learner, 

and we caught up to her by fourth grade. 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. After her father Patrick committed suicide she was moved to some school for the 

emotionally handicapped. I doubt I 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 I got home Lexieõs dirty green Camaro once again sat in the driveway and once 

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 end of the table. Both were smoking. 

I scowled. Jen put out her cigarette, and Lexie dropped hers into the beer can where it 

sizzled for a second. 

Grabbing a beer, I said to Lexie, òSeanõs personal checkbook was in his truck. It 

showed a balance in excess of three-hundred thousand dollars and monthly deposits between 

twenty and twenty-five thousand.ó 

òThat seems like a lot, but everyone knows the Devlins got money.ó 

òI would have said the same thing until I read over the Devlin probate records today. 

When Patrick Devlin died, he left the house on Middle Street and nothing else to Sean. He left 

everything else, which wasnõt that much, to Liam in a trust for his wife and Colleen.ó 

òOh, come on,ó Lexie protested firmly, swinging her legs off the sofa and sitting up. 

òIõm telling you, other than the house and its contents, Sean got nothing. Even his 

grandfather, old Governor Walter Devlin, had very little in his estate too.ó 

òWhere did Sean get three hundred thousand then?ó Jen asked. òFrom Liam?ó 

Lexie answered, òSean could barely tolerate Liam. He would have sooner lived aboard 

the Owaissa and eat beans and franks than take a handout from his brother.ó 
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òThen it had to come from his father or grandfather,ó Jen said. 

I cocked my head skeptically. 

Looking accusingly at me, Lexie warned, òDonõt you go getting any ideas that Sean was 

involved in anything shady, because he wasnõt.ó 

My hesitation betrayed my doubts. 

òNo way!ó Lexie challenged. 

Jen entered the fray. òYou donõt really believe he was involved in drug dealing, do you?ó 

òNo,ó I reassured them, while my mind ran through the possibilities. òI donõt know 

what to think.ó I changed the subject. òHave they learned anything about the burglary at Seanõs 

house?ó 

òI called Sweets Malloy today, but he is such an asshole.ó Lexie spat. òI just wanted to 

find out if the cops knew anythingéanything at all.ó Her voice trailed off. 

òHave they done anything?ó I asked. 

Lexieõs voice was sullen. òAs far as I can tell, they havenõt done shit. I donõt think he 

knows anything. And I donõt think he cares either.ó 

Jen patted Lexieõs shoulder reassuringly. 

òDid you know that Colleen lives with her mother down on Little Boars Head?ó I 

asked. 

òSure. Sean visited with her a fair bit.ó 

òShe was in Seanõs and my class for a couple of years in school,ó I said. òDid you ever 

meet her?ó 

òNo, Sean said no one was allowed to see her.ó 

òWhy not?ó Jen asked. 

òI dunno. Just werenõt.ó
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Friday 
Chapter 11 

Rockingham County Superior Court 
 

That Friday I had the junk list, consisting of motion hearings and guilty pleas. At nine 

LL appeared at my chambers door ready to get the day rolling. òFirst case is all set up. Your 

adoring public awaits.ó 

Husband and wife psychologists were fighting over temporary custody of their two 

small children. Eschewing attorneys, each was accompanied by his-and-her 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 incomprehensible psychological labels. It would have been easier if 

they had simply resorted to schoolyard name-calling. In the battle of vilification they couldnõt be 

bothered with small arms. Instead they launched one nuclear insult after another. So intent on 

annihilating the other, they completely ignored their childrenñwhich was why they were before 

me in the first place. 

òSheõs a borderline with an overlay of narcissism.ó 

òHeõs a dependent personality, who for two years has been taking Prozac for a major 

depressive disorder.ó 

As far as I was concerned, both of them belonged in the loony bin. They couldnõt agree 

on anything. Even the most basic facts, like the month of their separation or which ear of their 

older child had been infected, provoked ceaseless quibbling. 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 courtroom. 
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I finally gave the father temporary custody and appointed a guardian ad litem to 

conduct a full investigation of the family, a job I wouldnõt have assigned my worst enemy. 

One case and I was already behind. Having reappeared, LL set up the next case, a 

hearing to fix weekly payments of a money judgment. It didnõt last long. When the collection 

attorney discovered the judgment debtor was about to file for bankruptcy, he quickly stuffed his 

briefcase and left the courtroom, rushing to his next collection hearing and hopefully a greener 

pasture. 

When I was ready to start the next case, LL was gone again. I 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 in the endless chain of disputes that stretched back in time to 

when our first upright ancestor pointed at some stick or stone and declared, òMine.ó 

* * * 

Right before the afternoon session began, LL lowered his bulk into a chair opposite my 

desk. He clearly had something to confide, and equally as clearly, he wanted me to ask. 

I obliged him. òWhat is it?ó 

òYour word.ó 

LL had never revealed or turned an informant. If informants and snitches were the 

currency of law enforcement, he had amassed a small fortune. He would have rather lost a case 

than betray a trusted source. Sometimes he would share his informantõs pickings with me, but 

never, ever, their identity. At the beginning of our friendship, before heõd confide some juicy 

tidbit, heõd drill into me his credo of absolute secrecy. At times I thought the whole ritual was 

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

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

the speech, heõd ask for my pledge of secrecy. 
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òYour word,ó he repeated. 

I was tempted to cross my heart too, but didnõt. òOkay.ó 

Smiling proudly, LL reached into his pocket and leaned forward toward my desk. òI 

called Portsmouth P.D. to see what theyõve come up with on the Devlin burglary. Theyõve got 

nothing, but the break-in did remind them about Seanõs truck, and yesterday they impounded it 

and inventoried its contents.ó He pulled a couple of fax pages from his pocket and flattened 

them on my desk. One page was the inventory; the other was an short incident report on the 

burglary at the Devlin mansion. I studied the inventory. It listed tools, a lobster trap, advertising 

brochures and the other stuff we observed in the truck. Puzzled, I looked up at LL. 

òNotice anything missing?ó 

I didnõt need to read it again. òThe checkbook.ó 

òYep, and nothing else.ó 

òThatõs what he was searching for at the house,ó I exclaimed. 

òMaybe,ó LL said slowly, as if he were still weighing the idea. òBut if he only wanted a 

checkbook, why the cardboard carton?ó 

òGood point. Did you tell Sweets?ó 

òAnd admit I had a source in the P.D. and had seen reports from an ongoing 

investigation? Hell no, and donõt you either.ó 

I tilted back in my chair. òThe truck was unlocked. Anyone could have taken the 

checkbook. Some kid could be hanging phony paper in Rochester right now.ó 

òThatõs possible, but I checked with a friend at the bank. There hasnõt been any activity 

in the account since last week.ó 

I shook my head, still astonished that LL had such easy access to confidential 

information. òJesus, LL, how do you get this stuff?ó 
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òI follow the, ôDonõt ask/Wonõt tellõ policy. You donõt ask, and I wonõt tell.ó Teasingly 

LL added, òIõve got more.ó 

I was a little leery of hearing any more of LLõs illegally obtained information. But my 

overdeveloped curiosity won out. òWhat?ó 

òThe woman at the bank, the one who looked up the account for me, I had her check 

into those big deposits.ó 

òYeah.ó 

òThey all come from a Paine Webber account in Boston.ó  

On the way to work that morning I 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 everyone had thought. òAny idea whatõs in the Paine Webber account, or who controls it?ó 

òNo, my friend didnõt know diddly about that.ó 

òWeõve got to get Sweets working on this.ó 

òSweets would fire my source in a heartbeat if he knew he was passing out confidential 

information. Heõs three years shy of retirement. No way!ó 

òLL, Sweets can subpoena bank records, he can trace transferséall legally.ó 

òForget it, heõd crucify you and me.ó 

òMe? I didnõt ask for a fax of an ongoing investigation. I havenõt solicited federally 

protected bank records.ó 

òNo,ó he agreed, òbut wait until he finds out that a well-known local judge and his 

bailiff, both sworn officers of the law, were pawing through someone elseõs truck last 

Fridayéwithout a search warrant.ó 

òWe didnõt need a search warrant!ó 

A smile split LLõs face, his eyes widened in amusement. òYou tell it to the judge!ó 
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Chapter 12 

Opal Street 
 

That afternoon when I 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 the chair around and wheeled over to the car door. 

òHow would you like to give those cute buns a workout?ó she asked cheerily, slapping 

me lightly on the rump. 

I was one of those ex-athletes who, after he had finished his millionth wind sprint, 

figured that was enough for one lifetime. Jen, on the other hand, had become devoted to 

physical fitness after her accident.  

òJen,ó I tried to beg off. 

òAfraid of having your pants beaten off?ó Jen arched her eyes seductively. 

I could only beat her on the uphills when gravity was on my side. On flat ground or 

downhills, with the dual advantages of gravity and wheels, sheõd zoom ahead. òNot today.ó 

Jen stroked my inner thigh and then raised her hand to cup my privates, holding me 

lightly in her hand. òThereõs a prize for second place.ó 

Before her accident the winner of our regular tennis matches got sexual favors from the 

loser, a custom that threw a new spin into òlove game.ó But this was the first time Jen had 

alluded to sexual rewards as part of our regular òrun nõ roll,ó as we called our races, and I 

worried about the spoils she might claim for victory. But I was more concerned with mending 

bridges. 

òOkay,ó I reluctantly agreed. òGive me a second to change.ó 

* * * 
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Starting off at a leisurely pace, we followed our regular route, zigzagging along 

wheelchair-friendly sidewalks and streets toward the Piscataqua River, a little over a mile away. 

I began to find a nice rhythm, and my stride loosened and stretched out. Reaching the 

river, we followed it inland, weaving through Atlantic Heights where Iõd grown up, an ancient 

subdivision of doll-like brick houses on forty-by-forty lots. We passed my familyõs old house, 

and I shook my head, still amazed that my parents had managed to raise seven of us in two 

miniature bedrooms and one bath. 

As we turned back toward home, the real race began. From the river back to Opal was 

a slight climb, handicapping Jenõs mechanical advantage enough to make for a pretty even race. 

I jumped out to an early lead. Behind me I could hear the rhythmical slap of her gloves 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 took advantage of it, slipping ahead of me. 

òMaybe next time,ó she taunted as she passed. 

òIt ainõt over yet,ó I gasped between breaths. 

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 close-cropped dirty-blonde hair hung wet and dark with 

perspiration. On the last rise her stroke shortened as she strained to maintain her lead. Sprinting 

flat out, I started to close the gap. With two houses to go I was only ten feet behind but sucking 

for air. Pumping like pistons, Jenõs arms drove the chair forward. My legs and lungs burned as I 

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 bottom of our driveway, the 

òofficialó finish line, I pulled up, yielding to the inevitable, and walked the rest of the way. 

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 face and sparkled in her green-granite eyes. 

* * * 

òI got reservations at Albertoõs for seven,ó Jen announced as we reached the bedroom. 

òThey paid for the grant application today. Iõll treat you.ó 

òGreat.ó Squeezed into a brick and stone basement on Penhollow Street, Albertoõs was 

my favorite restaurant, serving Italian food better than my motherõs. 

While Jen showered, I 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 my sit-ups, Liam Devlin appeared on the 

screen. Dressed in an open-necked shirt and sports coat, he was in the Governorõs Chambers 

on the second floor of the State House, posed in front of one of his corner officeõs high 

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, Liam Devlinõs version of òMr. Smith Goes to 

Concord.ó I wanted to gag. 

After exchanging some perfunctory remarks, the correspondent got right to the point. 

òHow do you feel about all the attention youõve been receiving as a potential running mate to 

one of the Presidential candidates?ó 

Devlin bowed his head modestly, as if all the attention bothered him. òIõm certainly 

very flattered, but my first obligation is to the citizens of this state.ó 

òBut do you foresee any circumstances where you might accept the second spot on the 

Democratic ticket?ó 

His voice still modulated, he answered, òIõll be finishing my third term as Governor and 

being Vice President would be a new and exciting challenge, one that I would relish.ó 

òThere have been rumors that you could be named as a Vice Presidential candidate in 
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exchange for your support in the New Hampshire Primary.ó 

òThatõs simply not true. I have been actively interviewing all the major candidates to 

decide which one I will endorse and work for. But there is no deal; there is no quid pro quo.ó 

òDo you have any timetable for when youõll announce the candidate youõll be 

supporting?ó 

Devlin paused, choosing his words carefully. òIn a week and a half, the New Hampshire 

Primary Fair will occur, right out there.ó He pointed through the window at the plaza in front 

of the State House, and then I knew why he had staged his interview at that particular location. 

òAt the Primary Fair I intend to announce my endorsement for President.ó The Governor 

married his eyes to the camera, which moved in for a close-up. òBetween then and the Primary 

in February I will do everything in my power to elect that man or woman. If he or she believes 

it will strengthen the ticket to name me as their Vice Presidential candidate, I would be 

honored.ó 

Letõs hope, I wished. If Liam Devlin went to Washington, I would certainly sleep a little 

easier. There arenõt many favors a superior court judge from New Hampshire can do for a 

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. We had easily grown from 

skinny-dipping 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 accident, people would stare at her legsñfor 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 at the television, Jen asked, òDid he say anything about Sean?ó 

òNo, theyõre talking about the primary,ó I grunted at the top of a pushup. 

Having wrapped up the segment, the correspondent had moved to the front of the 

State House; the windows to the Governorõs office were above his left shoulder. òWell, there 

you have it. A week from next Tuesday, right hereóñhe motioned at the plaza around himñ

òGovernor Liam Devlin, this stateõs most popular governor ever, will throw his formidable 

support behind one of the Democratic candidates for the Presidency. New Hampshireõs 

Presidential Primary Fair Dayñin the past a festive day of political mingling and ôstump 

speechesõ from the traditional tree stump set on the Statehouse stepsñhas become the 

watershed event of this political season. Most political analysts are already conceding that Liam 

Devlinõs decision will decide this race.ó 

òHeõs probably just as glad Seanõs missing,ó Jen said out of the clear blue. òA Vice 

Presidential candidate could lose some sleep worrying about Seanõs shenanigans.ó 

òYeah,ó I agreed on my way to the shower. As I walked by, Jen stuck out her arm, 

pulling me toward her. The towel slipped off her shoulders. Bending over to kiss her, I touched 

where it had been. She held my head tight for a lingering kiss, while stroking the back of my 

thighs. I 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 foundation and a brick arch 

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 some bread and infused olive oil. I poured us each some wine. 
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Jen picked up her glass and clinked it against mine. òTo second place.ó 

It had been six years earlier on a summer Saturday that we had first eaten at Albertoõs. 

Jen was twenty-eight and I was thirty-two. 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 Albertoõs for a late dinner. Without a reservation we had a better chance of getting fed 

at the White House, but as naively optimistic as lovesick teenagers, we waltzed in. The maitre 

dõs notice, òIt will be an hour and a half wait,ó discouraged everyone else but barely dampened 

our hormonal euphoria. Ten minutes later a surprise cancellation put us at what was, we 

decided at the time, the most romantic table in the restaurant. We accepted our luck 

unquestioningly as the rightful prerogative of star-blessed lovers. 

Jenõs limber, bare legs had twined mine as we touched and drank and kissed and ate. 

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 otherõs embrace. 

Jen squeezed my hand, snapping me out of my reverie. òWhere youõd go?ó 

Guiltily I thought for a second before answering. I wanted to tell her the truth, but 

knew she would mistake it for my wishing she still had legs. Instead I asked, òYou remember 

the checkbook LL found in Seanõs truck?ó 

òYes, with the huge balance and big monthly deposits.ó 

òWhen the police impounded the truck, the checkbook was gone.ó 

Jen brightened with interest as she considered the implications. 

I added, òOf course, the truck wasnõt locked. Anyone could have taken the checkbook. 

LL also found out that the money came from a Paine Webber account in Boston.ó 

òWhose account?ó 
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òWe donõt know. His source only gave him the name of the brokerage.ó I continued to 

explain why we couldnõt pass the information about the missing checkbook along to Sweets 

Malloy. òWhich is too bad, because Sweets could track down the deposits in an instant. A 

phone call to the Governorõs office would probably clear it up. Iõd love to know.ó 

òCould you call the Governor?ó Jen asked. 

òI donõt think so,ó I answered emphatically. 

Jenõs expression wrinkled quizzically. òWhat about Colleen Devlin? Would she know?ó 

òI doubt it. She was sweet and harmless, but it was obvious that she was a few sticks 

short of a cord. I donõt think sheõd know anything about where the money comes from.ó 

òStill, she might.ó 

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. Letting go of my hand, Jen lifted up her wineglass. I raised mine in 

response and we clinked glasses again. 

òTo the sexiest judge I know.ó 

* * * 

As soon as we returned home, I flicked on the television for a minute to see the score 

of the National League Championship Series game. When I went to our bedroom, I had 

expected to find Jen already in bed reading. Instead I heard the shower in our bathroom. I 

brushed my teeth in the guest bath and crawled in. 

A few minutes later Jen slid into her side of the bed. I felt her bare skin, satiny and 

warm from the shower. Her mouth opened and passionately sought mine. Without breaking 

the kiss, I shifted her onto her side, and the two of us kissed and petted languorously. 

Jen sighed. òYou feel so good.ó 
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I stroked her lower back and was rewarded with more soft sighs. Reaching behind me, 

Jen pulled my lower body closer, and I felt her pajama-less legs against mine. Sensing my 

apprehension, Jen, cooing softly, wrapped me tighter. Soft kisses brushed my neck and ear. Her 

hand glided across 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 I smoothed the soft contours of her breasts. With firm strokes and 

delicate plucks her fingers found new chords, urging me on. I moaned responsively into her 

sweet, silken hair, fragrantly fresh from the shower. Jenõs touch picked up the pace, keeping 

rhythm with my fast breathing. 

Kissing her way up my neck, she whispered, òTony, letõs make a baby.ó 

I groaned, twisting away from her. 

Her hands slowed only slightly, trying to hold onto the tension. Jen nuzzled into my 

shoulder. òItõll be fine. Come on, youõll see.ó 

I lifted myself onto an elbow. òJen, I love you, but having children is a big step. It 

shouldnõt be a decision made when weõre naked and in bed.ó  

Not put off, Jen slid closer to me. Sweetly, seductively she said, òItõs supposed to be 

spontaneous. People make babies all the time without planning it like a camping trip.ó 

Still our embrace felt awkward, and I rolled onto my back. òThis is different.ó 

òDifferent?ó Her voice turned sharp. òYou mean other people have legs. No legs, no 

baby. Is that the equation?ó 

òJen, if you want an extra blanket during the night, who gets up and puts in on? If you 

want a glass of water, who goes and gets it? Babies wake up ten times a night.ó 

òIf thatõs the problem, then from now on Iõll get my own water, and Iõll get the extra 

blanket myself.ó 
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òItõs not that. Iõm only trying to illustrate the problem.ó 

òI promise you, you will never, ever have to get up during the night again.ó 

òThatõs not the point.ó 

òWhat is the point!ó 

òThere are lots of complications besides legs.ó 

òLike what?ó she demanded. We were both on our backs, staring at the ceiling. òIõve 

asked you a million times to talk to Dr. Burke. If you donõt believe me, let her tell you I can 

have a baby.ó Her fists pounded the bed. òI can have a baby!ó 

I reasoned, òOkay, letõs assume your pregnancy goes fine, which Iõm not sure is an 

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 

thereõs an emergency? What happens if the baby falls down a flight of stairs? What happens if 

he falls into a pool? Whoõs going to go get him?ó 

òCertainly not you, I can see that,ó Jen answered acidly. 

òCome on, Jen!ó 

òYou donõt want the responsibility, do you? To you a baby would just mean one more 

helpless person youõd have to care for.ó Her voice thickened as she began to cry. òOne more 

baby carriage or wheelchair you would have to push around.ó 

òItõs not like that,ó I pleaded. òLetõs try to talk about this.ó 

But she had already rolled onto her side, facing away. I slid my hand over only to have it 

pushed away. I tried again, and before she brushed it away, I felt wetness on her cheek. 

òJen,ó I said, as I ran my hand along the side of her head. 

She pulled away from me. 

òWeõll try.ó 
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òOh, thatõs really what I want, intercourse out of pity. No thanks!ó She yanked the 

covers up over her head. 

 We laid there without speaking. Sleep was impossible, and without another word 

passing between us, I left to find out if late-night television could mask the ache that scoured 

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. 

òTony,ó she said softly, her hand gently shaking my leg. òTony?ó 

Still groggy with sleep or lack of it, I rubbed the sleepy seeds from my eyes. Dressed in 

pajamas, Jen sat in her wheelchair next to the sofa. I rose up and leaned back, pulling up the 

cotton throw for warmth. 

òIõm sorry about last night. I wanted to make it special.ó Her hand patted my thigh. 

òItõs just that I am sick of all the talking. Any discussion we have always ends at the same 

placeñthat Iõm a crip. Itõs at the bottom of every decision we make. Whether itõs having a baby, 

which car we buy, or how you act around me, you always end up reminding me that Iõm the 

one in the chair. Once, just once, Iõd like us to act, to make a decision, like normal people.ó 

I opened my mouth to begin my defense. Jen held up her hand. òLet me finish,ó she 

said. òI am not helpless. Thereõs nothing you can do that I canõt.ó 

òExcept walk.ó I spoke the words gently, knowing before I said them how much they 

hurt. 

òExcept walk,ó Jen replied softly and without offense. But her moist eyes betrayed the 

pain my words caused. òDo you see what you just did? You havenõt heard what Iõm saying. For 

you the bottom line is always my disability. I donõt have to be able to walk to be mobile. I can 

get around as well as you. Who won the race yesterday? Sure, I canõt jump from rock to rock at 

the shore, but someday you wonõt be able to either.ó 
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òJen, your disability is reality.ó 

òYou donõt get it,ó she said, slowly turning her head side to side in resignation. òIõve 

learned to live with my disability. Iõm ready to move on with my life, but Iõm not sure you are. I 

love you very much, and I know you love me, but my accident has changed our lives forever. 

Iõm really sorry for that; itõs not what I would have wished for youéfor us. But thatõs history, 

and right now you and I are in different places going different directions.ó Jen cast her gaze 

down, pausing before she concluded, òDifferent enough that both of us need to evaluate what 

the future of this relationship is.ó 

There was really nothing more to say. Only two feet apart, a million miles might as well 

have separated us. I 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. 

Jenõs eyes moistened, and I started to sit up to reach out to her, but she moved her 

hand to my chest, gently pushing me back. òTony, Iõm sorry I fell. I really am. Iõm sorry you feel 

youõre stuck with a cripple.ó Her damp eyes shined. 

Shame washed over me like an icy tide, freezing my apologies into unspoken thoughts. 

Jen, Iõm sorry too. Sorry that I spent so much time working and fishing that you thought you 

had to climb a ladder and do it yourself; sorry that you had to lie there for hours before I got 

home; and sorry I canõt figure out how to adjust to it better. 

Jen patted me maternally and wheeled toward the kitchen. Matter-of-factly she said, òIõll 

make coffee while you shower.ó 

* * * 

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 Lexie over to the 

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 I elected to pay a visit on Colleen Devlin. She might know 

something about Seanõs finances that could help. Plus I could ask her absurdly embarrassing 

questions about Devlin money without completely humiliating myself. It was a long shot that 

she could help, but I had nothing to lose, and as I said, nothing else to do. 

I headed south toward Little Boars Head. 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 òEmerald Shoresó in cursive white letters marked the entrance to the Devlin summer 

mansion. Ignoring a private property sign, I 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. 

I parked and climbed the small rise of lawn to the front of the house. The Atlantic, a 

sheet of cold sapphire, melted into a watery-blue horizon. Out of the shelter of the house, a stiff 

northwest breeze sailed in off the ocean. I stepped up three steps onto the wide porch that ran 

the full length of the house. In the midmorning brightness 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 wheelchair and bundled in a winter coat. A younger, 

doughy-faced woman dressed in a hot pink ski parka, puffed vigorously on a cigarette. The 

third woman, her back to me, was reading. 

òMrs. Devlin?ó I asked hesitantly. 

A stroke or some affliction had paralyzed the left side of her face. Her lips sagged and 

her eyelid drooped halfway down her eye. She looked quizzically at me. 

òTony Parisi,ó I said, òfrom the market.ó 
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Parisi was the name I started life with (my fatherõs market had been called Parisi and 

Sons), and both Colleen and Mrs. Devlin would only know me by that name. In a weak 

moment, right before starting law school, I dropped the òi,ó hoping a more glamorous name 

and a night school degree would catapult me into some wingtipped Boston law firm, which, of 

course, it hadnõt. My mother had been heartsick, but after a childhood of Catholic compliance it 

had been my only real act of rebellion. As a badge of independence I kept the name. Whenever 

I have regretted it, my motherõs own proverb gave me solace: òVinegar has lots of uses, but 

only Jesus can return it to wine.ó 

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 woman, who had been reading, turned around with surprise. 

I nodded at her and addressed the woman in the pink ski jacket, òColleen?ó 

Startled by her name, Colleen focused on me for an instant and then went back to 

puffing madly on her cigarette and plucking at her hair. 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. 

I barely recognized the girl I had known twenty-five years earlier. Her eyes focused on me only 

that once. After that they jumped blankly from spot to spot as she sucked on her cigarette. 

òWho are you?ó the young woman asked in a no nonsense tone. 

òAn old family friend,ó I replied, taking a seat next to Mrs. Devlin. òI went to school 

with Colleen and Mrs. Devlin used to shop at my fatherõs market. Parisi and Sons,ó I asked, 

hoping she might be familiar with it. 

òYou werenõt invited,ó she asked as much as observed. 

òNo, I was down this way and thought Iõd stop by.ó 
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òHowõd you get in here?ó Her surprise was evident. 

I couldnõt figure out what she meant. òI drove,ó I offered, wondering if that was the 

answer she was looking for. 

òNo one stopped you?ó she asked. 

òNo.ó 

òYouõll have to leave.ó She rose out of her chair. 

It was my turn to be surprised. òWhy?ó 

Her voice toughened. òYou havenõt got permission to be here. You should leave right 

now.ó 

òIõll only be a few minutes,ó I said conciliatorily. 

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

down the porch. 

I faced Mrs. Devlin, smiling a false sweetness as if I were still bagging groceries. I didnõt 

have the foggiest notion what I was going to say. How the hell do you ask a question like, òDo 

you know where all Seanõs money came from?ó It was stupid. Even if I could have mustered 

the courage to ask either of them, there was no way I was going to learn anything. Colleenõs 

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 to have some contact 

with reality, couldnõt speak. 

While I 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. I thought I might start by reminiscing about when I had worked in my fatherõs 

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 treats for us. 

My plan of slowly slipping into the subject of Seanõs money never got off the ground. 

At the far end of the porch, two state troopers were marching smartly toward us. Neither 

looked interested in idle reminisces about my bagging groceries, and I had the feeling I was 

about to get the heave-ho. Mrs. Devlin scowled at the approaching troopers, and I figured I had 

better ask my questions quick. 

òMrs. Devlin, did you know that Sean is missing?ó 

Her face sank with concern, and her head moved side to side. 

òIõm sorry,ó I said. òThe Colleen D was found on Monday with no one aboard.ó I 

didnõt want to complicate the conversation by telling her that I had been the one to discover 

Seanõs empty boat. Her expression sank further. Guiltily, as the state troopers approached, I spit 

out my question, òDid you know Sean had a great deal of money in his checkbook?ó 

Mrs. Devlinõs look of concern about her son didnõt change, but her eyes twitched 

nervously. 

òDo you know where the money might have come from?ó I didnõt know what I was 

thinking. She couldnõt answer, and the troopers were almost upon us. 

Mrs. Devlin shook her head no, but Colleen came to life. òRoosevelt made us rich,ó she 

muttered. òRoosevelt made us rich.ó 

Mrs. Devlin shook her head vigorously at Colleen and exhaled a gush of air that 

sounded like òhush.ó 

Cackling insanely, Colleen repeated her refrain. òRoosevelt made us rich.ó 

òWho are you?ó the shorter trooper demanded. About my size with a thick, muscular 

neck, he wore a brown baseball cap and jacket with State Police patches. His jacket was tucked 

inside his holster, leaving his service revolver intentionally exposed. 
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Standing up I amiably said, òHi,ó as if I regularly encountered State Troopers with their 

hands inches away from their weapons. òTony Paris.ó I held out my hand. òJudge Parisóñ 

òRoosevelt made us rich.ó 

òThatõs enough, Colleen,ó he ordered. Even though brusque, he spoke with a tone of 

familiarity, and she went back to muttering under her breath. His right hand remained close to 

his revolver, and my hand hung between us unshaken. òWhat do you want?ó he asked. 

òJust a social, condolence call. I was a classmate and friend of Sean, went to school with 

Colleen for a couple of years andóñI nodded in Mrs. Devlinõs directionñòMrs. Devlin used to 

shop at my dadõs market.ó 

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

It made me more uncomfortable, and I asked, òWhatõs your name?ó 

He stared hard before declaring, as if he had solved an equation, òYouõre a superior 

court judge, over in Rockingham County.ó 

òRight,ó I answered and again asked, òand whatõs your name?ó 

Finally, he reached out to shake my hand. òSergeant Krueger, New Hampshire State 

Police,ó he replied, with newfound affability, but his mineral eyes never let go of me. òAnd this 

is Trooper West.ó 

I shook hands with West. òNice to meet you.ó 

Social niceties completed, Krueger quickly turned more businesslike. òColleen and her 

mother tire easily. Perhaps you could come back some other time.ó 

òSure, but I just got here. I havenõt been here more than a minute.ó My testosterone 

had heated up a little by that time. 

òWith Sean missing theyõre under a lot of stress,ó he said. 

Mrs. Devlin expression curled up again with concern. 
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òIõm sure,ó I said, while considering whether to tell him that apparently I was the first 

bearer of those bad tidings. 

Krueger stepped aside to usher me back down the porch. 

òNice to see you, Mrs. Devlin and you too Colleen.ó For Kruegerõs benefit, I add, 

òSorry to be the one to deliver the bad news about Sean. Weõre all praying for him.ó 

Krueger stared at me stonily and then started walking, beckoning me to follow. If I had 

a choice, Trooper West, who rocked belligerently on his spit-shined boots next to me, removed 

it. 

òWhat brings you down this way?ó I asked Krueger as we walked across the stoned 

parking area. 

òIõm part of the Governorõs personal security team. I was in the area and stopped by to 

see how his mother and sister were doing. Great place, isnõt it,ó he added, motioning around the 

grounds. 

òYeah,ó I replied, getting into my car. 

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

* * * 

I went by LLõs on the way home. He was finishing up the ritual, weekend purification 

of his Cadillac. I pulled in the driveway. òHow about my car next?ó 

LL gave my Saturn an appraising stare. òNaw.ó 

òBailiffs used to wash their judgeõs cars, you know.ó 

òBack then judges werenõt kids.ó 

While LL polished, I related what had transpired at the Devlinõs place. 

LL tugged thoughtfully on his ear. ò ôRoosevelt made us rich?õ ó 

òWhat was odd was the way it seemed to upset old Mrs. Devlin.ó 
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òWho were the state troopers?ó 

òSergeant Krueger and a tall guy named West.ó 

LL climbed into the gleaming, royal blue Cadillac. òKrueger?ó He repeated the name 

slowly, as if it had meaning for him, and then turned the key. 

òYou know him?ó 

Through the opened car window he answered, òUsed to.ó Again I had the sense there 

was some history between LL and Krueger, but figured he would tell me when he was ready. 

Having put away his precious Cadillac, LL asked, òGot time for a beer?ó 

òI really ought to get going.ó 

My apprehension about facing Jen must have shown, for LL, still the intuitive reader of 

emotions, asked, òNo time for a beer?ó 

òNo, not really.ó 

He raised a skeptical eyebrow. 

With feigned locker room jocularity, I said, òI ended up on the sofa last night. No big 

deal,ó convincing neither LL nor myself. òI need to make some amends, a couple thousand of 

them.ó 

òI spent a lot of nights on the sofa when Earline was alive.ó He grinned conspiratorially. 

òOf course, Iõd done something to deserve it.ó 

òJen wants to have a baby.ó 

òWhat!ó he exclaimed, òShe canõt have a baby! Not in her condition?ó 

òThe doctors tell her she can.ó 

òYouõre kidding.ó 

òI wish I were. Sheõs pretty determined about it.ó 

LL made a face as if heõd found a hair in his food. òI donõt even want to think about it.ó 
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Knowing LL, he was pondering copulation, not childbirth. 

òThatõs sort of my attitude too,ó I lamented, referring to childbirth. òI guess I just want 

to get our life back to normal. Then maybe I could consider children. But then again, maybe 

not. I donõt know.éI just donõt know. Itõs not like Iõm a hundred percent opposed, although 

try explaining that to Jen.ó 

òYour life ainõt ever gonna be normal,ó LL declared. 

òYeah, I know.ó 

* * * 

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. 

òTony.ó 

òYeah.ó 

òI had a great time with Lexie today.ó 

òGood, glad to hear it.ó 

òYou want to know why?ó 

I had a feeling I would be better off not knowing. òSure.ó 

òBecause when Iõm with Lexie, my wheelchair is forgotten. We just have fun. For her 

itõs not an issue.ó 

She waited for a response. Peevishly I refused to give her one, sensing that any 

explanation was going to be futile. 

Jen continued. òI was thinking about it today. Thatõs the difference. When Iõm with you, 

Iõm always conscious of the chair, because I know itõs always on your mind. When you look at 

me, you see the chair first and me second. And you know thatõs true.ó Jen didnõt say this 

reproachfully or self-righteously. 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 in the mid-seventies. Probably our 

last taste of Indian summer. 

After we read the Sunday paper in silence, I asked Jen, who sat across the milking table 

from me, òWould you like to go fishing?ó 

Jen had never really shared my passion for fishingñtoo sedentary for her. She would 

indulge me from time to time, if the weather was sunny and the sea calm enough for 

sunbathing. After her accident, I thought fishing suited her limitations perfectly, although that 

was probably projection on my part. But even with my urging, the frequency of her 

accompanying me fishing stayed about the same. 

She considered my invitation for a moment, which I took as a good sign. òIt would be 

nice to spend some time, just the two us, but Iõve got too much to finish up around here. 

Would you mind going alone?ó She said it sincerely, as if she wanted me to know that her 

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

òNo,ó I replied, sensing some warming in our relationship. 

òMaybe, we could do something tonight? A movie?ó 

* * * 

Normally I would have visited Lucy and her family, to let them know that I was the one 

taking the boat out. But, feeling mildly guilty, I knew that they were at the eleven oõclock mass 

with my mother and the rest of my siblings. Jen and I would also be missing the regular Sunday 
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midday dinner at one of my brotherõs or sisterõs. Our attendance at these family gatherings was 

the worst in the family, but Jen hated parading around church in her wheelchair as if she were 

hoping for a miracle, and I hated spending Sunday afternoon inside, soporific from too much 

food and Italian wine. 

I 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, I reached the Isles 

of Shoals. Trolling through the islands, I tried my luck for some late season striped bass. I 

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

that I might have had something to do with the cash in Sean Devlinõs checking account. 

* * * 

òYou should have come,ó I said to Jen. òIt was beautiful out there, sunny, warm. We 

wonõt be seeing weather like this for a while. 

òI did ten miles. All the way out to New Castle, around the island, and back.ó Jen 

reached out and patted my no longer quite so lean stomach. òYou should have come with me.ó 

I shook my head at her obsession with staying fit. òIõm going to take a shower. You still 

up for a movie? What about some pizza first?ó 

òI have a better idea. You want to take the Whaler up into Little Bay and have dinner at 

Newicks?ó 

òSure,ó I agreed, happy to put baby-making behind us, at least for the time being. 

* * * 

A huge seafood restaurant at the edge of Little Bay, Newickõs was crowded with diners, 

who, like us, were trying to squeeze the last drop from summer with a 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 fog floated 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 the dock. Jen fished a 

cigarette from some place and, cupping her hands like a sailor, lit it. While she finished smoking 

at the top of the gangway, I mopped dew from the boat seats. It was about half-tide, and the 

gangway sloped downward to the floating dock below. Before I could get to the top of the 

gangway to help, Jen had bumped down it herself. 

We cast off, and I steered us toward the thin banks of clouds resting on the bay. Rather 

than light the spotlight and ruin the atmosphere, we cruised at half throttle, gliding in 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 brightly-lit arches of the new Route 4 bridge and in front of it the 

outline of its predecessor. When the new bridge was constructed, they left the original bridge, 

an old-fashioned 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 out the 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 bridge, and the surge 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 against a huge concrete 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 no sign of life. I reached for the spotlight and shined it on the speedboat. Jen 

looked up quizzically. Someone had to have sped the engines up, but I couldnõt see a soul. 

Keeping the boat fixed in the shaft of my spotlight, I angled nearer. Close enough that I could 

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 up at the stern. He aimed a gun. Right at us. 

My blood went cold. Reflexively, I 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 hold of me to keep from falling. 

Two muzzles flashed. Automatic gunfire crackled. I couldnõt breathe. Racing engines 

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 my mind. I wanted 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. 

I couldnõt believe it. òGet down! Get down!ó 

Jen let go of me and collapsed to the deck. 

Thwack. Thwack. Thwang. Bullets pierced the fiberglass hull. One struck metal. I hoped it 

wasnõt the engine or gas tank. 

òYou all right?ó I screamed. 

òYes,ó she hollered back. 

The speedboat whirled around and raced after us. At nearly full speed we slipped 
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behind the bridge abutment. I killed the running lights and headed directly for the darkest spot I 

could seeñunder the low end of the bridge close to shore. The roar of the cars above was 

amplified ten-fold underneath the bridges, and we had to shout to be heard. 

òTony, Tony, are you all right?ó Jen asked, stretched out on the deck at my feet. 

òStay down!ó 

Angling right, I put another bridge support between us and our pursuers. Behind us the 

other boat sliced between the concrete stanchions, shining their spotlight 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 I saw that, I headed south into Little Bay, hugging the shoreline. 

òWho is it?ó 

òI donõt know. And I sure as hell donõt want to find out.ó 

Abruptly the other boat wheeled around, its spotlight spinning crazily into the night sky. 

They must have spotted us silhouetted against the lights of Great 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 I 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, I steered for it. 

Passing up the bright lights, I bet on a wisp of mist. I hoped I was right. Jen was sitting up, 

surveying the situation. 

I said, òThereõs a patch of fog ahead. Maybe we can lose them there.ó 

Our attackers were gaining slightly. Like the nose of a pointer, their spotlight fixed on 

the water directly ahead of them. The phosphorescence 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, I rocked back and forth. 

Leaving the helm for a second, I raced forward and grabbed a life jacket. òHere, put this 

on.ó Jen slipped on the life jacket and began cinching it. òAs soon as we reach the fog, I want 

you to jump overboard. Theyõre following our wake; theyõll never spot you.ó 

Jen unsnapped the life jacket. òIõm not leaving this boat,ó she declared. 

òJesus, Jen, this is not the time to argue.ó 

òThen donõt. Iõm not leaving.ó She dropped the jacket onto the deck. 

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. I prayed it was a pea-soup-thick 

fog and not some two-bit magicianõs smokescreen. Condensing on my eyebrows and hair, the 

mist dripped onto my face, mixing with beads of cold sweat. I held a straight course for a 

minute or so and then swung hard to port. In another ten seconds we emerged from the 

fogbank. 

Behind us the spotlight burst out of the mists. 

òOh shit,ó I hollered, veering away from shore, back out into the darkness of the bay. 

òTony, letõs throw stuff overboard. Try to knock out their engines.ó 

òGreat idea,ó I agreed. òHere, you take the wheel.ó 

Her face drawn tight with tension, Jen slid over to the helm. I opened up two folding 

aluminum chairs and threw them overboard. Then I grabbed the cushions off the benches and 

flung them back into our wake. I tossed overboard anything I could lay my 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. 

I scrambled forward, 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. I played the anchor rope out and 

tossed the last few coils over our outboard. A floating tripwire, I hoped. I sat at the console 

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. 

òShit,ó Jen exclaimed, relinquishing the wheel to me. She stared hard at the shore and 

then back out into the bay. òGo in where the lobster buoys are. Maybe theyõll hit one or get 

snarled in the line.ó 

There was an equally good chance that we would hit a buoy or wrap the line around our 

prop. I looked back at our pursuers. Closer and still gaining. Two engines to our one, we 

werenõt about to win any boat races. Soon enough, they knew, as we did, that their dual engines 

would overtake us. A simple function of distance, speed, and timeña childõs mathematical 

puzzle. 

òWeõll give it a try,ó I hollered back. 

I steered in towards Fox Point, a little less than a half mile ahead and readily identifiable 

by the bright lights on its huge pier. Our pursuers still hadnõt seen us, their night vision dulled 

by the spotlight. Instead they were glued to our wake, single-mindedly tracing our every 

movement. I worried that before we got to where the pot buoys were the lights from shore 

would reveal us. 

As we approached shore I rolled the wheel right, keeping some distance from the 

shoreline. Right 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, I skimmed along parallel to the reef. Occasionally I caught sight 

of the low reef, backlit by the lights on the pier. Soon enough weõd be exposed the same way. 

Bawhoom. A lobster buoy smacked the left side of our boat. Jen jumped. It was far 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     93      

enough from the center of the boat that I knew the engine wouldnõt be hit. Jenõs frightened grip 

told me she didnõt. 

I looked back. The spotlight was only about a hundred and fifty yards behind. Still 

following our wake, it hadnõt yet tracked our swing to the right to avoid the reef.  

I looked ahead at the pier lightséand in that instant I knew we had a chance. Railroad 

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 at the only passage through the reef. In daylight when the pier and reef were visible, the 

line of the pier guided a boat through the treacherous gap. At nightéwell, weõd find out. 

The spot swung right. They too were running parallel to the reef, bearing down on us 

like a locomotive. As we got nearer to the pier, its lights began to draw closer together. 

Bawhoom. Another 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. I waited for the Evinrude to kick up, its lower unit and propeller ripped away by the 

buoy. 

Cathunk. The engine bounced up, yelping its protest as it sucked air. Then, in slow 

motion, still screaming, it settled back into the wateréand returned to its reassuring whine. 

òItõs okay, Jen,ó I said, taking a hand off the wheel for a second to touch her. 

Ahead on our left the lights on the pier began to pull tightly together. Not daring to 

take a breath, I had to wait, patiently, scarily, until the dock lights were perfectly lined up, like 

the lights of a runway. Turn too soon or too late and weõd be high and dry on the reef. I waited. 

There would be no second chance. Then, drawing a huge gulp of air, I made an abrupt ninety-

degree turn, steering straight at the row of lights. A dotted line to safety I 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 us. I couldnõt see the gut in the reef. Either it was too 

dark to make out or Iõd missed it. 

òHold on!ó I shouted. òWe may crash.ó 

I kept the boat aimed at the line of lights and prayed the passage was where I thought it 

was. Then jumping out of the darkness on either side of us, only an oarõs length away, was the 

low, oily shadow of the reef. 

Bullõs-eye! 

Once through, I made another ninety-degree turn to the left, heading back in the 

direction weõd come from, but now Railroad Reef separated us from our pursuers. Once inside 

of the reef. I figured theyõd see us against the pier lights. To make certain, I turned our spot on 

them. 

Jen yelled, òTony, what areóñ 

Kaboom. A solid hit from a buoy killed all talk. The engine kicked into the air, emitting a 

high piercing scream. 

òOh shit, not now.ó 

The engine dropped back, but with a different, lower groan, its rattle shaking the boat. 

Weõd lost part of the prop and at least three-quarters of our speed. Squeezing my leg, Jen 

looked back frantically. I jerked the wheel right and headed for shore. 

Dear God, I 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 engines. With our boat 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 bore. Its bow flew 

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 speedboat came to a stop, its 

stern rested on the ledge; the bow settled into the water. Two heads bobbed ahead of it. 

Nothing else moved. 

òYes!ó Jen exclaimed, slapping my leg. She gripped my hand, squeezing it tight. I held 

on, unwilling to let go. It seemed like my 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 fog the lights on the bridges winked. A fuzzy new moon 

smiled through the overcast. I held my wife close, and to my patron saint, Anthony, I offered a 

silent prayer of thanks. 
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Monday 
Chapter 15 

Opal Street 
 

It was past midnight when we turned onto Opal. We had limped across Little Bay, away 

from Portsmouth, and washed up at some poor womanõs dock in Durham. Once her shock 

had worn off, she called the Durham Police Department. The police, after interviewing us for 

over an hour, drove us to my sisterõs house on Sagamore Creek where we retrieved our car. 

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. The bottom of his duty holster showed below his black Winston 

Cup racing jacket, and one of those gigantic, police-issue flashlights lay on the car trunk. 

òI heard you two have been out for a little boat ride.ó A small grin emphasized his 

understatement. òI figured maybe you could use some company.ó 

òArenõt you sweet,ó Jen said. 

òWeõre fine now, LL. You donõt have to do this,ó I added. 

òI know I donõt have to, but I donõt want anything happening to you on my watch. As 

soon as they assign a different bailiff, welléthen I wonõt give a shit what happens to you.ó 

òThatõs reassuring.ó 

òCome on in the house,ó Jen invited, òWeõll tell you all about it. Tony was amazing.ó 

Someone listening to a scanner had overheard police transmissions about the attack and 

alerted LL. He had come right over to the house and been waiting for us since. From 

monitoring Durham and Portsmouthõs channels on the police radio, he knew the broad outlines 

of the story. Jen filled in the details, giving an animated rendition of the chase, heaping praise on 

my actions. 
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However her praise didnõt eliminate the lurking trepidation of what might have been. 

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, the other observing, objectively studying Jen. She 

seemed so energized, hyped by the chase, but there was something else, something familiar, 

something right in front of my nose that I couldnõt put my finger on. I continued to stare at her, 

vital, beautiful, a liquid lioness with a dirty-blonde mane, but that fleeting sense of loss never 

materialized into a cognizable thought. 

òThe State Police reported that someone blew up a boat on the reef,ó LL said. òThe 

explosion happened at least a half-hour or more after you got away. No bodies have been 

found.ó 

òIt has to be some sort of mistake. Iõve made a few enemies but nothing like this.ó 

òProbably.ó LL looked up at the clock. It was past two. òYou two better turn in. Itõs 

been a long night. Iõm going outside to take a little stroll.ó LL pronounced every syllable of 

òstroll.ó 

* * * 

Jenõs warm praise had partially melted the cool wall in our bed, and when I laid my arm 

over her shoulder, she didnõt brush it away. I pulled her closer and was happy she didnõt resist. 

òYou were wonderful,ó she said, wiggling gently against me. 

I squeezed her gently. In a few minutes she was breathing steadily, if not asleep, then 

close to it. 

I couldnõt understand how she could fall asleep like that. In the darkness with no one to 

talk to, my mind was racing, whipping in little whirlwinds, spinning my thoughts as fast as fallen 

leaves. Every time my thoughts returned to the eveningõs events, the image of that spotlight 

brightly bursting out of the mist ripped a shudder from me. Iõd had a few close scrapes when I 
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was kid, but none where death stalked me with a spotlight. I shivered again. Finally persuading 

myself that the attack must have been a mistake, I fell into anxious asleep, my arms still around 

Jen. 

* * * 

When I entered the kitchen, LL had already showered and was dressed in his bailiffõs 

uniform, gray slacks, maroon blazer, and clip-on tie. The television rumbled quietly in the family 

room. 

Hunched over at the stove, LL was rubbing his head. òHow can you stand this?ó he 

muttered, glowering up at Jenõs low canopy of hanging pots and pans. 

òYou try not to stand up too much.ó 

He shoved a glass canister of coffee beans at me. òYou got any real coffee?ó 

I ground some beans and dumped them in the filter. 

òYou know, you can buy it already ground now. Comes in a can.ó 

Seven on the Seacoastõs morning show was on. I turned up the volume. The end-of-

the-hour guest, a radio talk show host from Rochester, was contributing his wisdom about the 

primary. òOn the Democratic side, itõs a balanced field. No candidate has a lock on any interest 

group. Theyõre splintered all over the lot.ó 

Remarkably fresh for six fifty-five in the morning, the morning show host tossed him 

another softball. òIt will certainly make for an interesting primary,ó she purred. 

òYes, it will. More and more, it looks like Governor Devlinõs announcement at the 

Primary Fair will be pivotal. His support for any candidate will probably break the race open.ó 

òWho do you think heõll pick?ó 

I only hoped that Liam Devlin picked a winner and rode him all the way to 

Washington. Thenémaybeéfinally, Iõd see the last of Liam Devlin in my nightmares. Give me 
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a hand here, St. Anthony, I prayed. After what Jen and I have been through, we could use a 

break. 

The morning host finished up the interview, òSounds like a lot of excitement brewing.ó 

òWeõll all know in a week and a half.ó 

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 belleñ

julienned lips, hollowed cheeks, and blade-thin noseñslipped 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 linked his family, 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. I 

could not imagine even Liam Devlin picking that joker to be our 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. 

òI slept a lot better with you here,ó Jen said. I went to pour her a cup of coffee. His 

back to Jen, LL gave me a conceited smirk. 

òHere it is,ó I pointed at the television. Seven on the Seacoastõs reporter was standing 

on the old Route 4 bridge. Like liquid pewter in the early morning sun, Little Bay spread out 

behind him. 

òLooks pretty peaceful in the daylight,ó Jen remarked dryly. 

òSuperior Court Judge Anthony Paris and his wife were returning by boat from a local 

restaurant last night when they were shot at and chased through Little Bayñonly when their 

attackersõ boat struck a reef and exploded were they able to escape. Neither the judge nor his 

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 

morning.ó The camera switched to 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. òThe State Police are investigating.ó 

* * * 

Half an hour later, as LL and I were getting ready to leave, the phone rang. Jen wheeled 

over to pick the it up. òHi Mom.éYes, Iõm fine.ó Jen pointed at the mouthpiece and mouthed, 

òYour mother.ó 

I waved òXós with my arms. The last thing I needed right then was a lecture from my 

mother. 

òYes, heõs okay. It was pretty harrowing for all of us.ó Cocking her head away from the 

handset, Jen silently implored me to take the phone. 

Smiling, I shook my head no and headed for the door. Signaling his thanks for 

breakfast, LL jumped up to follow me. 

òNo Mom, he left a few minutes ago,ó I heard her say as I stepped into the breezeway. 

* * * 

That morning I was blessed with the unique and unaccustomed position of being 

chauffeured to court in a royal blue Cadillac, owned and operated by none other than Lionel 

LaCasse. As an added pleasure I 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. I snapped open the paper to annoy him. òI could get used to this.ó 

LL didnõt reply. 

òThese Cadillacs are so spacious and comfortable.ó I waved my hand across the waxy 

expanse of the dash. òWe should take it every day.ó 
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Without looking over LL harrumphed. 

òI get to read the paper, listen to good music, relax, and prepare myself for the day 

ahead,ó I needled. 

LL rubbed his hand up and down on the side of his face. òTony, I didnõt want to say 

anything that might alarm Jen, but that attack on you last night wasnõt a case of mistaken 

identities.ó 

òCome on, it had to be. What other explanation is there?ó 

òIõm not certain. From your description of it those guys were pros. Someone carefully 

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

few shots, sink the bodies, ditch the boat, and in five minutes theyõre outta there. Thatõs all it 

takes. Ends up looking like a tragic ending to a pleasant evening on the water.ó 

I understood his point, buté òIt could have been simply a case of wrong place, wrong 

time.ó 

òMaybe.ó LL paused a moment. òBut someone who was that careful in planning the 

attack wouldnõt make a mistake about their target. Guys that good donõt start blazing away at 

the first civilians who happen to chance by.ó 

We rode in silence for a while as I processed the information. I had enemies, but they 

were two-bit burglars who didnõt like their sentences. None of them was capable of the attack 

on us. The only pot Iõd been stirring had been Seanõs. No, I thought to myself, donõt be silly. LL 

looked at me curiously. Finally, even as far-fetched as the thought was, I said it tentatively, 

because I still wasnõt close to being convinced, òAnd we disappear just like Sean.ó 

LL ran his hand over his hair. òThat thought already occurred to me.ó 

A small ominous 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. I tried to 
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dismiss it, but it wouldnõt leave, lurking in the recesses of my brain where paranoia dwells. 
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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. òThat checkbook vanishing bugs me. Why would someone take a checkbook? 

Was there something there that I missed?ó 

òI donõt know.ó 

òMe neither, but Iõd like to sneak a look at the financial records in Sean Devlinõs house, 

his Paine Webber records, his canceled checks. Thereõs something fishy about his finances. 

Whyõd his mother get so upset when Colleen started muttering that Roosevelt made us rich 

business? Could you call one of those girls to see if we can look around?ó 

òI can, but why donõt you call your informant at the bank and get a copy of all the 

cancelled checks?ó 

òSheõs not going to give me anything on paper. Using the phone she can always deny 

she was the source.ó 

òShe?ó 

òWhat, you some kind of sexist when it comes to tipsters?ó 

òIõll give Lexie a call.ó 

* * * 

I tried calling Seanõs house a few times during the day without an answer. I tried Lexie 

at her apartment and got her answering machine. 

òYo chickie, hot for your peep; leave it now, after the beep.ó 

I did as instructed. My next call was to Yokenõs where Susan worked. At first I got, òItõs 
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against company policy to give out personal information.ó It took a while, but eventually, after 

explaining I was a judge (done only to let her know that I was trustworthy and not to use my 

office unethicallyñthat I left to LL, who was much better at it), my unidentified antagonist 

disclosed that Susan was working the dinner shift and was expected at five. She even let me 

leave a message. 

My last call was to Seanõs house. Still no one home. 

LL was already sitting in my car. òItõll have to wait.ó I explained that I hadnõt been able 

to reach either Lexie or Susan. 

òSo?ó LL queried. 

òSo, no oneõs home and we donõt have permission to go in. Itõs called trespassing.ó 

òLetõs swing by, maybe Lexie will be there.ó 

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

number. 

òChristie,ó he greeted her warmly. òYeahéHeõs still planning on taking the kids this 

weekend, right?ó LL arched his eyebrows suggestively. òGood, then weõll leave as soon as I get 

over there, probably around five.ó 

From only one side of the conversation, I readily gathered that this was their first 

weekend away together. He was taking Christie to a motel in the White Mountains. A huge 

neon sign went off in my head, brightly blinking òOff-season Rates.ó Cheap but effective, the 

perfect combination for LL. 

òWhat do you think Iõm going to do the moment the door closes behind us?ó he cooed. 

I couldnõt hear her answer, but wondered what she would think if she knew that LL 

was laying out all this palaver not only for her benefit, but also for the entertainment of a 

superior court judge for the State of New Hampshire. I tried to concentrate on my driving. 
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òWhat are you going to wear? é No, no, later when thereõs just the two of us,ó he 

purred. òI want to picture you in it all week.ó 

I groaned audibly. LL shot me a dirty look that didnõt come close to concealing his 

expression of triumphal joy. After a few more saccharine exchanges, he began to bring the 

phone sex to a close. Finally, after telling her he couldnõt wait for this weekendñan 

understatement if there ever was oneñhe clicked off my cell phone. 

òTry not to have a wet dream in my car.ó 

* * * 

I 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 lot. At the corner of the drive was a single parking space, near the kitchen door for 

deliveries. I stopped the car there. Lexieõs and Susanõs cars were gone, and no one was about 

except a couple of young teen-aged girls, twirling their hair and snapping gum, sauntering down 

the sidewalk, lost in a world that stops at seventeen. 

òThereõs no one here,ó I said. 

òLetõs check.ó 

I followed the slate walk to the kitchen door with LL right on my heels. I rapped on the 

door. There was no answer. 

LL reached around me. òLike this.ó His pounding rocked the door, but he didnõt have 

any better luck. 

òSatisfied?ó I asked. 

He wasnõt. òOpen it a crack and holler. If no one answers, weõll go.ó 

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

through. òLexie, Suóñ 
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From behind, LL shoved me through the opened door. I stumbled across the pantry 

trying to catch my balance. òWhat the hell are you doing?ó 

òI decided not to wait for an engraved invitation.ó 

òWeõre trespassing, you know.ó 

LL gave me a superior look. òOf course I know, but whoõs going to complain? The 

ownerõs probably dead, and his tenants are your niece and her friend. Big fucking deal. Come 

on, lets go.ó LL strode through the spacious, old-fashioned kitchen, passing through swinging 

doors into a formal dining room. 

òWhatõs the big rush?ó I asked. 

òIf I have to borrow some of Seanõs records, I want to do it before the girls get back.ó 

òWeõre not taking any records. Weõre only here to look,ó I protested. 

LL nodded agreeably, but I was developing bad feelings about what we were doing. 

The Devlin mansion lived up to its reputation. A two-story circular hall dominated the 

center of the structure. Waxy looking walnut wainscoting lined the walls, and a crystal 

chandelier overspread it. We ascended one of the matching semicircular staircases that rose 

along the walls and joined at a large landing, where we paused for a moment. Through the 

arched, leaded-glass windows, I could see the ell extending back to the carriage house. The 

overgrown gardens and series of terraces revealed a fading elegance. 

Did you ever hear how Seanõs old man died?ó LL asked. 

òSure, everyone knew about Patrick Devlin. Suicide.ó 

òMarty Cohen, an old buddy of mine, investigated it. Told me the whole story.ó He 

motioned at the leaded windows in front of us. òThe Devlins used to hold big shindigs here 

every summer. Started when the grandfather, old Walter Devlin, was Governor.ó 

òMy great aunt worked here for a while during the war,ó I interjected. òShe used to tell 
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us about those parties: 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 drinking with old Governor Devlin.ó For a moment, gazing 

through the glass, I imagined them, arrayed in tuxedos and evening gowns, lifting champagne 

flutes from a tray offered by my aunt. 

òWell, in the middle of it, Patrick Devlin shot himself. Right here,ó LL said, looking 

around, setting the scene in his mind. òMarty got here so quick the blood was still flowing. 

Evidently, Devlin left the party, came inside, and stood right here with a gun pointed at his 

temple. You can imagine what he looked like with that chandelier blazing behind him.ó He 

tipped his head at the crystal chandelier hanging behind us. òThe band was playing. People were 

dancing and drinking. Apparently a waitress spotted him first. She dropped her tray and 

screamed bloody-blue murder. Every eye was on him then. The band stopped and the place 

went silent. No one said a word. Everyone stood there, frozen. Except for a couple of men, 

down near the greenhouse.ó LL pointed at a glass-roofed section of the ell about halfway down. 

òConservatory.ó 

 LL shook his head. òWhatever. They came through there and raced into the house and 

started up the stairs, yelling at Devlin to put the gun down. You know what he did?ó 

I shook my head. 

òSmiled. Both of them said the same thing, Patrick Devlin turned and smiled. Didnõt 

utter a word. Just smiled. Stopped them right in their tracks. Then he faced the window and in 

front of the whole shebang blew his brains out. Jesus, what a way to go. Marty said heõd never 

forget it. He had to interview over fifty people, Devlin being so important and all. Real party 

killer, huh?ó 

I didnõt answer. Instead I started up the last few steps to the second floor. 
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òGet it, party killer?ó 

òYou are pitiful!ó 

LL smiled proudly. 

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

front of the house, connecting 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 the balcony 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 precariously on an unmade bed. Lexieõs room, I surmised. Across the hall 

was a study, equipped with another large-screened 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 Middle Street, perched an antique writing table, 

inlaid with exotic, light-colored woods. Squatting beneath it, in stark contrast to the deskõs 

graceful legs, was a two-drawer metal file cabinet. 

LL made a beeline for the desk and, kneeling down, began to riffle through the 

contents of the file cabinetõs top drawer. I perused the mess scattered over the deskõs 

expansiveñand expensiveñ inlaid leather top: newspapers, letters, bills, and M.V. Owaissa 

business cards and stationaryñòSean Devlin, Captain, Raconteur Extraordinaire, and Sober 

(some of the time).ó 

òLook at this,ó LL said. The bottom drawer of the file cabinet was fully open, and 

completely empty except for a couple of paperclips and rubber bands. Closing it, he slid out the 

top drawer again. òThis oneõs bursting and that oneõs as bare as a stripper,ó he said, with a 

puzzled shake of his head. 
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I 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, marine catalogs, 

correspondence. 

Motioning at the top of the desk, LL asked, òAny financial records?ó 

òNo, only bills and that sort of stuff. They must have been in the bottom drawer and 

thatõs what the burglar took.ó 

òSomeone took them,ó LL replied halfheartedly, which made me think he had some 

other suspect in mind. òThereõs not so much as a cancelled check here. Letõs search the rest of 

the house. Maybe he kept his financial stuff someplace else. Do you know if thereõs a safe?ó 

òI have no idea.ó 

òYou take the first floor. Iõll cover this one.ó 

I tried the library first, an opulent room of leather club chairs surrounded by shelves of 

books. Beneath some of the bookcases were built-in drawers with brass pulls and corner 

shields. Opening them, I found old board games, puzzles, golf balls, and an ornate bong. Based 

on the smell, I guessed it had been recently smoked. 

I checked for a wall safe behind the rows of books, but found nothing. The living room 

was equally unproductive. I moved on to the foyer and coat closet. Dumped in the 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. Then I scrounged for another ten minutes in the kitchen and 

pantry. 

Earlier I had heard LL rummaging around upstairs, but when I returned to the central 

hall, I couldnõt hear him at all. On my way up, I paused for a moment on the landing. Night was 

arriving sooner and 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. I 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 chair and facing a dark television screen, LL held a few 

slips of paper in one hand. 

òYou find something?ó 

 òTwo ATM slips and one uncashed check,ó LL announced with mock drama, holding 

out the check to show me, òin the amount of three dollars and twenty-nine cents. You?ó 

òThereõs nothing here. I combed the downstairs.ó 

Sighing, LL opened his hand, and the scraps of paper fluttered to the floor. 

òWell, this hasnõt been a total waste of time. We know someone else wanted his 

financial records. We just donõt know why.ó 

Stroking his neck, LL spoke deliberately. òWe know over two hundred grand a year was 

deposited into Seanõs checking account. We donõt know from where. Drugs?ó he asked and 

then, answering his own question, said, òPossibly.ó 

òI found a bong downstairs.ó 

òThe State Police maintain theyõve got sources who link him, and maybe they doóñ

running a finger back and forth across his lips, LL continued to think out loudñòbut Sean 

couldnõt have been a local drug dealer. During some investigation, somewhere, his name would 

have popped up as a local player, and I would have seen it. If he was dealing, it had to be 

somewhere else. Boston, Portland, Lowell? I donõt know where. But that would make him a 

major, out-of-town player. And I would have heard about that.ó He added, with what I thought 
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might have been a tinge of wistfulness, òAt least I think I would have.ó  

òBut why steal his financial records?ó I asked. 

òCover up his connections? But why take a whole drawer full?ó 

òGot me,ó I answered, looking at my watch. òBut whatever the answer, I should get 

going. Jenõs probably wondering where I am.ó 

Rising from his chair, LL said. òIõd like to wait a few more minutes, see if that niece of 

yours knows anything about where the financial records are.ó At the window, LL gazed out, 

rubbing his chin, deep in thought. òI can walk home from here.ó 

òSusan would more likely know the answer to that.ó 

òI know,ó he said. òThatõs why I want to talk to Lexie.ó 

òYou donõt suspect her?ó I asked, surprised that LL might. 

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

sounded out loud. òDo you find it odd that the last person to see Sean alive was Susan? That 

the only person who claims to have seen this so-called burglar, who didnõt bother to steal 

anything but Seanõs financial records, was Susan? And who, quite conveniently, continues to 

reside in her boyfriendõs house after heõs gone.ó He paused to let it set in. òWhat do you know 

about Susan?ó 

òNot much.ó 

òHow well does Lexie know her?ó 

òFairly well. Susan and Sean have been living together for almost a year, I think. But I 

really donõt believe Susan would be involved with any of this.ó 

òWe donõt know what sheõs involved in, or who sheõs involved with, or what she might 

be trying to hide. Maybe she was embezzling Seanéor blackmailing him.ó 

 òLet me call Jen,ó I said. òLexie might very well be at our house.ó I picked up the 
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telephone on the desk and tried to dial, but the line was dead. òDead,ó I said, but LL wasnõt 

listening. I clicked the switch on the desk light, but it didnõt come on either. By that time it was 

past six, and night was overwhelming the fading twilight. Except for the streetlights on Middle 

Street, the room would have been dark. òWe must have lost power,ó I observed. 

òThatõs funny. The lights are on across the street.ó  
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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 window, alert as a bird dog. I stepped over to look. Two men, both wearing 

baseball caps, jumped into a large dark sedan and roared away. 

òThey came out of this house,ó he exclaimed. 

A faint whiff of something burning brushed by me. òDo you smell anything?ó 

LL sniffed 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 

gasoline-soaked runners blocked both sets of stairséand our only escape. By the foyer, next to 

a Chinese umbrella holder, two gasoline cans, both on their sides, threw off the largest 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, dry as tinder, cracked and exploded. After examining our 

options, which werenõt exactly fourteen-carat, we caught each otherõs eyes. 

òCall the Fire Department,ó LL bellowed. A curtain of fear dropped across his face. 

I motioned to the other side of the balcony. òPhoneõs dead in the study. Try Seanõs 

room!ó I shouted, hoping the telephone in there would work. The fire was rapidly climbing the 

stairs and walls, and I could see that in another couple of minutes it would engulf the whole 

central hall, pinning us to one side of the house or the other.  
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We raced around the balcony to Seanõs room, already filled with smoke. LL slammed 

the door shut behind us and flicked the light switch. Nothing happened. 

òShit! Thereõs no juice in the whole house.ó he exclaimed. 

A portable telephone sat on a dresser. When I put it to my ear, there was no tone. 

òDead, too.ó Fear reared up and put a chokehold on my heart. 

òShit,ó he muttered again, his eyes desperately racing around the room. He stopped at 

the bed. òWe can make a rope out of sheets.ó 

We both dove at the bed, barely visible in the semi-darkness. Together we yanked off 

the comforter, only to expose a single fitted sheet. I ripped it off. 

LL dropped to his knees, peering under the bed. òThe other one has to be here 

someplace.ó 

It wasnõt. I tied the comforter and sheet together. Combined they were barely twelve 

feet long. At least it was twelve less feet to jump. LL tugged at my knot. It slid easily apart. 

òThis isnõt going to work,ó he said. òI hope someone called the Fire Department. If 

they donõt get here soon, weõre goners.ó 

I 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 Carriage Lane watching the fire. Someone had to have called in the alarm. 

I 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, I was 

sure, but a 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 attracted to her. She would 

remarry, I thought. I prayed it would be someone who would love her as much as I didéand 
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who would want to have her child. 

LL had gone into the bathroom and I could hear the tub filling. He obviously wasnõt 

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 chauffeurõs apartment above. The fire hadnõt reached the ell and it gave me some small 

satisfaction that the old carriage house would probably survive the flames. òLL,ó I screamed, 

òthe ell. We can jump onto the roof.ó 

I raced to the door and ripped it open. Foul greasy fumes tore at my nose and eyes. I 

retreated back into the room. LL shoved a wet towel against my face. Draping our heads with 

the towels, we crawled 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. Pressed 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. I groped around and felt a plant stand. 

Dumping the flowerpot off it, I pulled it back ready to smash out the leaded glass window. 

LL stumbled into me. òCome on,ó he hissed. 

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

The inferno roared outward at the supply of fresh oxygen. Flames swirled around me, 

singeing my eyebrows and burning my hands. LL crashed into me as the back-draft explosion 

blew us through the window and out into the October night. I opened my eyes but could see 

nothing and frantically thought that the fire had taken my vision. Blindly I kicked out trying to 

make contact with the roof. When I landed, my legs collapsed under me. Falling onto my side, I 

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

With a resounding whomp and a yelp of pain, LLõs big bulk slammed into the roof. He 

pitched down toward me. I pressed my running shoes hard against the shingles, and as he rolled 

by I grabbed hold 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 I held on for dear life. Half 

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 breath, and then with my help he hauled himself back 

onto the roof. 

òThanks,ó he said straightening up. 

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

LL was noticeably limping. 

òYou all right?ó 

He hacked and spit. òFine, fine and dandy.ó 

We reached the edge of the conservatoryõs glass roof. The panes were large enough to 

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 the eave. Shards of glass remained 

stuck in the frame. 

òLet me have your jacket. Iõll wrap it around the frame,ó I suggested. 

òUse your own fuckinõ coat.ó 

òIõm not wearing a coat,ó I replied, angrily stating the obvious. 

òI got this jacket in Daytona.ó 

òAll right, all right.ó I pulled off my navy blue sailing sweater and wrapped it around the 
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glass encrusted frame. Grabbing hold of it, I swung down into the conservatory, waited until I 

stopped swinging, and dropped. The loose pebble floor crunched when I landed. LL followed. 

Picking our way through the old potting benches and a jumble of lawn furniture, we made it to 

a pair of floor-to-ceiling double French doors that opened onto the terraces. One side was 

jammed or locked. The other side opened easily, and we slipped out. 

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 driveway and took up a 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. 

òLetõs get the fuck out of here,ó LL said. 

We raced through the gardens and terraces to my car, hot to the touch. Sliding into the 

front seat, we both sighed with relief. I fished out my car keys, and in a moment my Saturn was 

alive and ready to roll. Before I put her into gear, LL turned toward me with a look of immense 

satisfaction. He gave me a congratulatory slap on the shoulder. 

A flashlight beam from LLõs window cut through the interior of the car, prematurely 

concluding our celebration. In the bottom half of the its arc a Portsmouth Police Department 

uniform and badge were visible. LL lowered the window. 

òQuite a fire, isnõt it?ó he said. 

òDid you fellows just come out of there?ó The tone was accusatory. 

òAbsolutely not.ó LL sounded as innocent as a virgin going to confirmation. 

òAnd I suppose those black faces are for a Halloween party?ó 

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

conspiratorial tone. òTo be honest, Officer, we were driving by when we saw the fire and my 
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buddy and I, we said, jeez, we better make sure no oneõs in there. So we started to go in, but the 

heat and fire drove us back. Trying to be Good Samaritans, thatõs all. We were just leaving.ó 

The officer, whose face I couldnõt see, shined his light directly at me. òArenõt you Judge 

Paris?ó 

Not letting me answer, LL smoothly shifted gears. òNow you can see why we didnõt 

want to get involved. Iõm Lionel LaCasse, his bailiff. I was driving Judge Paris to a very 

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

understand, Iõm sureñwhat did you say your name was officer?ó 

òClay, Jonathan Clay.ó 

òWell, you can understand then, Jonathan, why I couldnõt let the judge become 

involved.ó LL looked down at his watch and then over at me. òIn fact, your Honor, we should 

get going. Youõre going to be late as it is.ó 

I couldnõt stand it anymore and decided to set the record straight. òTruthfully, we were 

in the house when the fire started. Someone set it, probably in an effort to kill us. We saw them 

running away immediately before we smelled the fire.ó 

LL shook his head slowly and sadly, as if his prized pupil had just failed an exam. Clayõs 

head disappeared as he stood up to observe the fire. The section of wall, where the landing and 

windows had once been, collapsed inward with a thunderous clap. A shower of sparks 

ricocheted out of the crash and drifted into the darkness. Two firemen in full battle dress, 

carrying medieval-looking axes, lumbered by the car. 

òGet that car outta here,ó the closer one bellowed at Clay. 

òMove it up to the top of the street.ó Clay motioned. òAnd wait there!ó 

I pulled out, drove slowly up to the head of Carriage Lane, and turned off the engine. 

Neither of us spoke. I swung around to watch the fire. 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     119      

Karen Martin, host of Seven on the Seacoastõs morning news show, chased by her 

cameraman, rushed down the sidewalk toward the blaze. I looked at my watchñ6:16. With 

luck, they could break the story before the conclusion of the six oõclock news. 

In the rear view mirror I spotted Sweets Malloy waddling with remarkable celerity up 

the sidewalk toward us. His familiar but decidedly unfriendly voice rose above the racket. òGet 

out of that car!ó 

LL and I met him on the sidewalk. 

His face next to mine, he snarled again, òWhat are you two up to now?ó Sweets was 

hopping mad, literally. With each bounce, waves of fat rippled up and down his midsection. 

òYouõre under arrest.ó He slowly appraised us again, waiting for our reaction. Hands on his 

hips, LL stared back dumbfounded. All I felt was numbness, a sensation that every nerve had 

been turned off, every brain cell locked in shock. 

òYou have the right to remain silent. Anything you sayóñ 

òI know what my rights are. What I want to know is what youõre charging us with,ó LL 

demanded. 

With the faintest hint of a smile, Sweets stared back. òBurglaryóñ 

òBurglary?ó LL cut in. òWe didnõt take a thing.ó 

Sweets cocked his head with a look of superiority. òMaybe not, but breaking and 

entering with the purpose to commit arson is still a burglary in my casebook. Right, Judge?ó But 

Sweets wasnõt interested in my opinion on the finer points of burglary. 

I was speechless. LL spluttered until he finally formed the one-word question: òArson?ó 

òArson,ó Sweets repeated. The word hung in the air like a huge immovable dirigible. 

òIõm charging you two with arson.ó He motioned at the thin crowd of bystanders trailing down 

the sidewalk. òIõve got a dozen witnesses who saw you exit the house right after the fire 
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started.ó 

òYouõre full of shit, Malloy.ó 

òAnything you say can and willóñ 

òFuck you!ó 

ñòbe used against you in a courtóñ 

òSomeone tries to fry us like hamburgers and now weõre getting charged with arson. If 

that doesnõt beat all.ó 

òYou have the right to talk to a lawyeróñ 

òFuck you.ó 

LLõs effort at reasoning with Sweets Malloy was obviously not having its desired effect. 

I figured Iõd try my luck. òSweets, the fire started on the first floor at the foot of the staircases in 

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

accelerant. Tomorrow morning the Fire Marshal will confirm what Iõm telling you is true. LL 

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

the second to watch it burn.ó I motioned at the onlookers lining the sidewalk. òAnyone who 

saw us will tell you that a back-draft blew us out of the second story. Not your usual modus 

operandi for an arsonist.ó 

LL nodded his approval. Doubt crept onto Sweetsõ countenance as he weighed my 

reasoning. But he was only deterred for a moment. òYou have the right to talk to a lawyer and 

have him present with you while you are being questioned.ó 

LL wasnõt finished. òYou canõt prove shit, Malloy, and you know it. Whatever evidence 

you had is now gone.ó He flicked his head in the direction of the blaze. 

òYou keep mouthing off and Iõll pile on resisting arrest.ó 

òGo ahead. Youõve got as good a chance of making that stick as arson.ó 
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Menacingly, Sweets moved toward LL. His voice became low and hard. òYou know, I 

donõt take any pleasure in charging a fellow officer or a judge. Iõm only doing it because itõs my 

job, but you keep acting like an assholeóñSweets whispered the word for emphasisñòand 

youõre going to make this downright joyful.ó 

Rushing to get their film back to the studio, the camera crew came running up the 

sidewalk. 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 to their belligerent stances. 

òCommander Malloy, can we get a statement?ó she breathlessly asked. 

òNot right now,ó Sweets growled back. 

She turned to LL. òYou look like you were in the fire. What was it like?ó 

LL glared at her. òNo comment.ó 

òWhy donõt you tell her your attorney has advised you to take the Fifth,ó Sweets 

sneered. 

Finally picking up on what was going on, she asked, òAre these men suspects, 

Commander?ó 

òI said, no comment.ó 

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

Sweets spoke to us. òYou two better vamoose. When I get the complaints filed, I 

expect both of you to come to the station to pick ôem up.ó 

The camera light snapped on, nearly blinding us. LL and I, on videotape now, hustled 

to my car and started to climb in. 

Karen Martin shoved her microphone under my nose. òWhy are the police questioning 

you?ó she demanded. 
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The camera, its light shining directly at me, captured a full frontal picture. It was an 

image I would see repeatedly over the next few days. Soot covered my face, but it didnõt conceal 

the alarm in my eyes. She held the car door as I tried to pull it shut. With the door still open, I 

drove slowly away. 

Jogging next to the car, she shoved the microphone toward me. òWhy were you at this 

fire?ó she shouted. 

I didnõt answer and she let go of the door. As we drove up Carriage Lane, all eyes were 

on us as the camera light bathed the rear of my Saturn. 

òFuckinõ bitch,ó 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 the car 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, his voice soft and earnest, òIõm really sorry. I 

never should have let you go into that house.ó 

òItõs not your fault. I could haveéI should have walked right out.ó 

òYeah, but I knew better,ó he said. 

òSo did I, LL, so did I.ó I looked over at him. òYou know, youõre going to lose your job 

too.ó 

òYeah, big fuckinõ deal. Sixty-five bucks a day and an ugly-ass uniform.ó 

òIf Iõm lucky, theyõll let me keep my ticket to practice law. You could be my investigator 

and paralegal.ó 

 LLõs tone assumed a girlish pitch. òYou mean Iõd get to work for you.ó 

òYou already work for me.ó 

òI do?ó he said in mock amazement. 

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

asked. òAre you guys all right?ó 

òYeah, weõre fine. But someone tried to burn down Sean Devlinõs mansion around us. 

You can see the fire from here.ó Jen followed me out to the driveway. The glow from the fire 

pushed an eerie half-hemisphere of radiance high into the night sky. 
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òIs there anything left?ó she asked. 

òI doubt it.ó 

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. I poured an 

industrial sized scotch. LL and I 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 

near-miraculous escape. Jen reached over to touch my arm. 

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

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

lose my job. I spoke softly, reluctantly. òThereõs more. Sweets Malloy knows we were in the 

house, and heõs going to charge us with arson.ó 

òAfter you were almost killed?ó Jen declared with astonishment. 

òHeõd ticket a crying baby for disturbing the peace,ó LL grumbled. 

I hesitated, while the knot in my stomach cinched tighter. òIt means my job.ó 

òOh no, Tony.ó She reached out for my hand. Wincing, I pulled it away. Tenderly, she 

examined it. òItõs all burned.ó 

Even through the soot, I could see my hands were reddish and slightly swollen. òItõs 

okay. Itõs a little sensitive.ó 

Jen continued to hold my hand. òCanõt you fight the charges? Someone tried to kill 

you.ó 

òFight ôem. Why? When the press gets hold of this, Iõm cooked. Iõve got no choice; Iõm 

going to resign, tomorrow.ó 

òBut you havenõt done anything wrong,ó Jen protested. 

But I have, Jen, and Liam Devlin knows it. And what will he do when he learns Iõve been charged 
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with torching his family home? Aloud I said, òIt doesnõt make any difference. I canõt embarrass the 

entire court. Being charged with a crime, I wonõt be able to sit on criminal cases.ó 

Jen started to say something, but LL cut her off. òHold on, hold on! Youõre not giving 

up without a fight, are you?ó 

òWhatõs to fight?ó 

òIõve seen a lot of judges in my day,ó LL said, òand youõre the best. You ainõt perfect, 

far from it. No one is. But you see the gray in life. Thatõs a gift. Most just see the black and 

white.ó 

LLõs steely eyes bored into me with a withering intensity that I had never experienced 

before. For the first time I understood why the most hardened murderers had caved under his 

interrogation. That stare could have cracked a safe. 

òChoirboys make lousy cops,ó he continued, òand saints arenõt very good at measuring 

sin. Iõm not saying that all of those crumb-bums deserve you, but some do. You step down and 

justice in Rockingham County is gonna be a thinner soup.ó 

LLõs gaze was still fastened on me and I returned it, attempting to match its sincerity. 

òThanks, I appreciate it. But Iõll never survive the bad press.ó 

òSomeoneéwell, two guys at least, are trying to kill you. Why? It has something to do 

with Sean Devlinõs disappearance. I donõt think theyõre suddenly going to stop trying to kill you 

just because youõre no longer a judge. We find out whoõs after you and why, and then weõll learn 

who lit that fire.ó 

òHeõs right, Tony. Whatever our difficulties areóñLL looked up in surpriseñòyouõre 

still a wonderful judge. Donõt resign.ó 

* * * 

For the rest of the evening, I waited, like a condemned man, for the eleven oõclock 
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news. No surprise, the fire was at the top of the show. Karen Martin, wearing a trench coat 

against the October chill, stood in front of the still smoldering remains as firefighters continued 

to soak what was left. 

òLast evening Portsmouth lost one of its oldest and grandest homes to a tragic fire. The 

four-alarm blaze left little of the mansion that was home to one of New Hampshireõs most 

colorful governors, Walter Devlin. Although no official cause of the fire has been released, 

unofficially we have been told that the police suspect arson.ó 

A clip of the fire was next. It burned as ferociously on television as it had in real life. 

Reddish-orange 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 

ambulances. A 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 so there could be 

no confusion, an old file photo of me appeared in the upper right hand corner of the screen, 

captioned, òJudge Anthony Paris.ó 

òOh, oh, here it comes,ó I said. 

The video was worse than I imagined. It showed me slinking into the car, microphone 

inches from my mouth, my oily face numb with incriminating fear, the car pulling ahead with 

the door cracked open, Karen Martin running alongside, me looking back in wide-eyed 

amazement, and then the final close-up of my judicial license plate, growing smaller, until I 

turned the corner and disappeared. 

òIn another extraordinary twist to this developing story, Judge Anthony Paris and an 

unidentified companionóñ 

òThatõs me, unidentified!ó LL shouted gleefully. 
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ñòinside the home when this fire started. After being questioned by the police, Judge 

Paris was released, and his connection to this fire remains a mystery at this time.ó 

Watching myself in black face, fleeing the camera like a bail jumper, was not pretty. The 

camera had turned my embarrassment and confusion into an 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, I rose and went into the family room. On hearing me 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 punishment I was in for, I 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 officer looked on while two investigators from the Fire Marshalõs 

Office, dressed in yellow hip boots, poked through the smoldering ruins. 

 òInvestigators are on the scene and their report is expected soon.ó The camera panned 

to a small van with an official seal and Fire Marshal printed below it. òThe house belonged to 

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 

continues on a scaled down basis, sources here say there is little hope of finding him alive now.ó 

The scene shifted to a replay of LL and me fleeing the scene. The morning show host 

broke in. òThree days ago Judge Paris barely escaped a murder attempt in a high speed boat 

chase on Great Bay. Are the police saying whether there is any link between this fire and that 

attempt on his life?ó 

The television flipped backed to the reporter. òThe police are keeping very mum on 

this. We have learned that drug dealers are suspected in the attempt on Judge Parisõ life, perhaps 

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 this story as it unfolds.ó 

òDrug dealers?ó 

LL, who had shifted into an upright position, answered, òThatõs what the State Police 

are saying.ó 

òYouõre kidding!ó 

LL shrugged. 

* * * 

It had been Jen who had first suggested it, and LL and I quickly agreed. As a result, 

òfollow the moneyó became our marching orders for the day. Intrigued by Colleen Devlinõs 

mysterious mantra, òRoosevelt made us rich,ó Jen had decided to visit the library to find 

whatever she could linking F.D.R. to the Devlins. Charged with trying to track down the origin 

of the deposits to Sean Devlinõs Paine Webber account, LL was counting on the help of an old 

crony of his, a retired FBI agent from Boston who had specialized in white-collar crime. 

My desk at court was a blizzard of message slips. Margaret delighted in delivering them, 

one after another, enjoying every jot of my anguish. òHereõs another one,ó she would say in her 

irritating self-righteous voice, unable to conceal her pleasure. 

While I was trying to return the worried calls of my family, LL was signaling me to get 

off the telephone. òI need to talk to this guy in Boston, get him working on this.ó 

òUse another telephone,ó I said. There had to be a million in the courthouse. 

òI need privacy,ó LL explained petulantly. òYou find another phone.ó 

òI donõt have to find another phone. Look at the nameplate on that door! It says ôjudgeõ 

and this is my phone!ó 

òFuck you.ó LL slatted out of my chambers. 
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I reached my mother, right after she had returned from morning mass. òThank God, 

youõre okay? Tony, donõt lie to your mother,ó She demanded, òAre you in some kind of 

trouble?ó 

òNo, Ma.ó 

òSo, itõs not trouble that you get shot at, and now theyõre saying you started a fire.ó 

òMa, I told you, I didnõt start any fire. I happened to be in the house when someone 

else started the fire.ó 

òAnd this, this is not trouble?ó 

òMa, my bailiffõs at my door. Theyõre waiting for me in court. I have to go.ó I think she 

knew I was lying. 

Several of the pink message slips were from reporters. One was from a reporter I had 

never heard of. I tossed it out. A couple were from reporters I did know, and I gave those slips 

to the clerk of court, asking him to call them back and explain what they already knew: òJudge 

Paris appreciates your call but has no comment at this time.ó There were also several from my 

fellow judges, including my Chief Justice, commiserating no doubt on my recent travails. But by 

that time, my morning list was actually readyñI could tell, because LL stood sullenly at my 

chambers door. Returning their calls would have to wait. 

When I declared the midmorning recess, LL, after briskly announcing, òAll rise,ó 

dashed out of the courtroom ahead of me, a major breach of courtroom protocol. When I 

arrived at my chambers, he was already there, in my chair, on my telephone. After flipping 

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, he said, òLou, this is Lionel LaCasse in New 
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Hampshire. I need a favor. Try to get back to me as soon as you can. Iõll explain everything to 

you then.ó LL gave him my private line and his number at home. He dropped the telephone 

into its cradle. òBy now heõs probably gone out for the day.ó 

òHave him paged at Suffolk Downs.ó 

òYou know, Iõm trying to help you here. No oneõs trying to kill me.ó 

òNot yet.ó 

My retort was cut short by Margaretõs appearance with some more message slips. 

Without saying anything, she archly eyed 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. 

òGet out of my chair,ó I ordered. 

Rising, LL grabbed my Coastal Courier, its front page covered with pictures of the fire, 

and left. I flipped through the new messages. Two more reporters, one of my brothers, and the 

Chief Justice again. I returned the Chiefõs call, but he was on another line. 

Peter Gigas slithered 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 

superior. He perched on the edge of my conference table. 

I knew he wasnõt there to commiserate. Gigas was an incurable gossip. He had come by 

to stock up on juicy tidbits, and I wasnõt in the mood to give him any satisfaction. òYes?ó I 

asked in a way that I hoped would discourage further conversation. 

Ponderously he cleared his throat. òSomething like this can complicate things.ó 

I waited for him to continue. 

òThis isnõt easy,ó he said with a sincerity I knew was manufactured. òIt appearsóñhe 
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coughed lightlyñòthat, you know, criminal charges may be brought against you.ó 

òOh,ó I replied innocently. 

òIõve discussed this with a few other peopleóñmore like a few hundred, I thoughtñ

òand I donõt think it would be appropriate for you to preside over any more criminal cases.ó 

His judicious, superior tone grated like fingernails on a blackboard. òPete, I havenõt 

been, and I wasnõt planning to, which if you had asked me,ó I needled, òcould have saved you a 

lot of time on the telephone.ó 

Bristling, he stood up. òIõm sure the clerk can find plenty of civil and domestic work for 

you.ó 

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

snooty professor, he said, òBy the bye, did you know the CJõs been trying to get in touch with 

you?ó 

òI know. I just called him.ó 

* * * 

It was a few minutes past eleven when clerk of court entered courtroom four. He held a 

pink message slip. Receiving a message while youõre on the bench means only one thing, bad 

news. And the long serious cast to his face wasnõt comforting. I was certain it was Sweets 

Malloy, ordering me down to the Portsmouth Police Department to be formally charged with 

arson and processed. In my mind, the picture of Sweetõs big black paw rolling my fingers for 

prints wouldnõt go away. The courtroom quieted as he handed me the message. òThe Chief 

Justice is holding for you.ó 

òSorry for the interruption,ó I apologized. òWeõll take a short recess.ó 

 òTony,ó my Chief Justice said when I picked up the phone in my chambers. òYou all 

right?ó 
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òYeah,ó I answered nervously. I liked my CJ and his characteristic directness. There was 

no beating around the bush. It took him only a couple of minutes, and I didnõt quibble. I mean, 

what could I say? 

LL appeared at my door. 

òThe CJ has placed me on administrative leave until further notice.ó 

òNo,ó LL said sympathetically. 

òUntil this all settles down, he says. No oneõs going to believe that I was relieved of my 

duties because Iõm innocent.ó 

òWhat are you going to do?ó 

òWell, Iõm not staying here,ó I announced, getting up. òIn another minute Gigas will be 

down here administering last rites. You coming?ó 

òSince you asked so nicely, yes.ó 

I didnõt even bother to gather up my personal belongings. Fuck it, I thought, Iõll pick 

them up later. 

òShouldnõt we let the clerk know weõre leaving?ó LL suggested. 

òHe knows,ó I said. 

We passed by Margaret. òWhat time should I say youõll be back, Judge.ó 

I turned on my heel. òMargaret,ó I snapped, òwhy donõtóñLL yanked the back of my 

suit coat so hard I nearly fell backwards out of the door. 

* * * 

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. I accepted, knowing the beer 

would be Knickerbocker and the bread snow white. But my dance card wasnõt exactly full that 

afternoon. 
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In a feeble attempt to make conversation LL asked, òHowõs that wife of yours doing?ó 

I knew that wasnõt LLõs real question. It was only leading up to what he really wanted to 

know. òYou want to know how weõre getting along.ó 

òNo, I was only asking how she was.ó 

òSheõs fine, and I donõt know about us. She still wants a baby. God, I canõt even imagine 

it right now.ó 

òLast night it looked like you were back in her good graces.ó 

òI canõt tell. Sheõs not the type to kick a fella when heõs down. If it werenõt for all this 

other stuff, being shot at and someone trying to roast me, Iõm not sure where weõd be right 

now. Goes to show you, thereõs a silver lining in every cloud.ó I spit out a bitter laugh. 

The car grew quiet again, and I wondered what Jen would ultimately do. Leave me? 

Make it my fault? òEither agree to have a baby or Iõm moving on.ó My thoughts passed to what 

the landscape of my life would be without her, but there was a blankness there, an emptiness 

that defied penetration. 

òHow come you never got remarried?ó I asked. 

The question hung unanswered. LL knew what prompted it, and I wasnõt sure he was 

going to respond. When he did, it was only indirectly. òI wasnõt much of a husband to Earline. 

Iõve often blamed it on the lack of kids. We couldnõt have any, and by the time we figured that 

out, our relationship had become a little rocky. And adopting a kid thenéwell, we discussed it 

from time to time, but it never got beyond that, just talk. But Iõve often thought that maybe a 

couple of kids would have made it different, you know, more homelike.ó LL stroked his face. òI 

donõt know though. I would probably have been as lousy a father as I was a husband.ó 

òWere you that unhappy?ó 

òNaw, I wasnõt. But I caused enough heartache to ruin a dozen lives. Problem is, I 
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caused it to only one person. ôI married you for better or worse,õ Earline would say, ôand LL, I 

guess, this is part of the worse.õ ó He shook his head, like a horse trying to throw off a pinching 

bridle. òLoyal to a fault. She should have left me a million times. But she wouldnõt.ó 

òIs that why you havenõt remarried, worried youõre going to hurt someone else?ó We 

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

He looked over, unsure whether he should continue. òNo, itõs not that, not that at all.ó 

He sniffed with faint amusement. òThere were a couple I could have married. They would have, 

Iõm sure of that.ó He flashed his cocksure grin and then grew somber and silent. òIt was for 

Earline. Thisõll sound funny, but itõs the truth: it was out of respect for her. Seems like a small 

sacrifice, considering all she put up with, but sheõd appreciate it, she would. Crazy isnõt it?ó LL 

chuckled in his throat, his mouth closed. òIõm more loyal to her now that sheõs dead and gone 

than I ever was when she was alive.ó 

That was LLõs first, last, and only statement on the subject, and the last thing either of 

us said for the rest of the ride. A couple of minutes later I pulled into Widow Buehlerõs 

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

LLõs apartment was a study in contrasts. Many of the buildingõs original Victorian 

features remained: ornate arched doors, a vaulted alcove framed by fluted wooden columns, 

and elaborately carved pilasters along the walls. In contrast LLõs furniture was right out of the 

Sunday supplement: ò8 pieces -- $599,ó or òThree rooms for the price of two.ó A sectional, 

three-sided, forest-green velour sofa surrounded a large glass-topped coffee table, which listed 

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. 

I pointed at the book. òYouõve got to be kidding.ó 

òWomen love it.ó 
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òYou donõt know shit about wildflowers.ó 

òThatõs what books are for,ó LL answered smugly on his way to the kitchen. 

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 of the television. 

The only other seats were two white ice cream parlor chairs at a small matching table. It was 

obvious where I was expected to sit. LL popped open a couple of Knickerbockers and handed 

me one. After spreading generic mustard on a piece of white bread, he dropped some bologna 

on it, covered it with another slice of the same gum-sticking 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, the ex-FBI agent, again. From his expression, I knew 

he was still out. LL didnõt bother to leave a message. 

While we ate, I flipped through a couple of LLõs gun magazines and law enforcement 

catalogues. Clicking on CNN from the comfort of his rocker, LL watched absently. In a 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, I found a 

ballpoint and on the back of an envelope wrote, òSleep well, gentle prince. Tony.ó I set it on his 

stomach next to his sandwich. 

With no job, no boat, and no place to go, I 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. 

òToo thin to line a litter box,ó as one of my sisters would say. The Globe, I hoped, would 

occupy a good part of the afternoon. I grabbed a Smutty Nose Ale from our refrigerator and sat 

down to read the paper. The first section didnõt carry anything about the Devlin fire. 

I 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 Presidential Primary. 

One sidebar weighed the chances of a dark horse congressman from Massachusetts who, the 

loyal writer hoped, might rise a few notches in Governor Devlinõs decision-making matrix on 

account of his proximity to New Hampshire. Another sidebar speculated, pretty wildly I 

thought, about Governor Devlinõs prospects, in four more years, of running for President 

himself. 

I 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  
 

Sitting around 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 three-thirty I was ready to jump out of my skin. A walk to the Portsmouth 

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 placing one foot in front of the other developed a 

meditative rhythm. My mind started where I 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 reflection, 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. òBeautiful day,ó he announced cheerily. 

òYes, it is,ó I responded flatly, uninfected by his enthusiasm. 

Would that be me in a couple of weeks? I worried. Filling wastelands of vacant time 

with brisk, invigorating walks, cheerily impressing strangers with my happy, upbeat outlook? 

The urge to resignñmaybe I could resign in exchange for the State dropping the chargesñto 

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 I wondered where our 

relationship was headed, right when I needed her most. Relief, thatõs what I wanted. I imagined 

lying at the waterõs edge on a sun-warmed rock, waiting for that tranquilizing tide 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 legs, it was 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 kill me. For reasons I couldnõt fathom. The 

coastline I was familiar with, the landmarks and the headlands Iõd grown up with, which Iõd 

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 time since I started out, I looked anxiously over my shoulder. Nothing 

there. 

Quitting wasnõt going to save my life. Quitting wouldnõt impress anyone, least of all 

whoever was trying to kill me. Or would it? Could someone be trying to drive me out of office? 

But why? 

First things first, I 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 I 

was dawdling along, the old houses pressed against it, suddenly came into clear focus. Lowering 

my head, I 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 buildings, a brick Federalist with an elongated façade facing Islington Street and a 

smaller, ruddy-bricked Colonial behind it, connected by a modern brick and glass addition. Out 

of habit I walked up the wheelchair ramp. An assortment of retirees filled the front reading 

room, saving a buck by reading the libraryõs Wall Street Journal and New York Times. 

An assistant librarian behind the checkout desk knew Jen and apparently, by 

association, me. òJudge Paris, your wifeõs around there.ó She pointed toward the Historical 

Archive Collection. 
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A pudgy, gnomish-looking 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 poetry long enough to eye me suspiciously. After 

sufficiently warning me against all manner of bibliophilic transgressions, I was permitted to 

enter the inner sanctum, and he returned to his poetry. 

Seated at the end of the alcove, Jen peered into the screen of a microfilm reader. She 

didnõt notice me until I tapped her shoulder. Startled, she bumped the microfilm tray, turning 

the screen into a wavy blur of grayish print. òTony!ó 

òSorry.ó 

òWait till you see what I found.ó 

Wait till I tell you about my day! I thought. 

She wheeled around and rolled out to the desk of the archiveõs guardian. òStephen, this 

is Tony, my husband. I want him to see the sheet.ó Much friendlier after he knew she was my 

wife, Stephen opened a drawer. Jen looked up at me. òI couldnõt believe it.ó 

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 top of the page. òSean Devlin.ó The date was August ninth. 

I turned back to Stephen, still pointing at Sean Devlinõs signature. òDo you know 

Sean?ó 

òJen already asked. No, but I remember him, big guy, real loud, couldnõt talk in a 

whisper.ó 

òAny idea what he was looking for?ó 

òNo, spent a couple of hours here and left.ó 

òDo you remember what he was looking at?ó 
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òSame thing Jen asked for, the Coastal Courier microfilm for 1933.ó 

òWhy 1933?ó I asked Jen. 

òThe year Roosevelt and Devlin were elected. And now, serendipitously, the same year 

that Sean wanted to look at.ó 

òHave you found anything?ó I gestured back toward the microfilm reader. 

Jen shook her head gently. òI donõt know what Iõm looking for. Stephen said Sean made 

some copies.ó 

Like the tail of a bird, Stephenõs goatee flicked up and down. òAbout ten copies. I seem 

to remember that he paid a buck, ten cents a copy,ó he explained. 

òAny idea what he copied?ó 

òNo, they make the copies right at the machine and pay on the way out. I did have to 

show him how to operate the reader and make copies.ó 

òWhat now?ó I asked Jen. 

òIõm going to finish reading every issue of the Coastal Courier for 1933.ó She pointed 

into the archive room. òThe answer may be right in there.ó 

I looked skeptically at her. 

òDo you have a better idea?ó 

I wanted to ask her to drive me home, take me in her arms, and make it all better. 

òNo,ó I answered. òJenéó My voice dropped to a hesitant whisper. 

òWhat?ó 

Without moving my head, I shifted my eyes toward Stephen. She immediately 

understood and signaled me to follow her back into the alcove. 

òWhatõs the matter?ó 

òThe CJ put me on indefinite administrative leave. Until the arson business is cleared 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     142      

up.ó 

òOh no.ó Jen reached out her arms, and I leaned down for a long hug punctuated by a 

kiss. òIs there anything I can do?ó 

òWhat can you do? Itõs my problem.ó 

òYour problem, my problem; for better or worse, Tony. Do you want me to come 

home?ó Jen asked, reading my mind. Her eyes shone like a clear mountain pool, and I could see 

right to the bottom of her pure soul. 

My expression was all Jen needed. She rewound the microfilm. 

* * * 

As soon as we got home, Jen asked if I wanted to go on a òrun ôn roll.ó òIõll go easy on 

you,ó she promised. 

It was Jenõs typical Protestant reaction to a crisis: equal doses of activity and optimism. 

When she got depressed, she would clean the basement or reorganize her closet. òIf you feel 

shitty, you might as well get something accomplished.ó For me and my problems, she 

prescribed a nice cathartic run. My approach was more fatalistic. I preferred to marinate a crisis 

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

case scenario, Iõd die. 

I smiled weakly. òIõd rather have a scotch. Do you mind?ó 

òScotch it is!ó 

I poured one for myself and a white wine for Jen. Then, properly fortified, I listened to 

our telephone messages. There was no call from the Portsmouth P.D. or Sweets Malloy. I 

should have been relieved, but I wasnõt. The last message was a short respectful one from the 

clerk of court. òJudge, I hate to bother you at home, especially at a time like this, but an 

Assistant Attorney General called. He said it was important that he talk to you, and I thought 
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you ought to know.ó 

This was the hammer. And it was about to drop. It made perfect sense. Sweets had 

brought in the attorney general to prosecute my case. The county attorney would have loved to 

do it. Hanging a judgeõs scalp from his belt would have been a prestigious prize and mine, I 

knew, would afford him particular pleasure. But prosecuting me would have been a clear and 

forbidden conflict of interest. Whether Sweets checked with him or figured it out on his own 

really didnõt matter. Sweets was three steps ahead of me. Here I was worried about having to go 

to the police station to pick up some complaints, while he was already arranging to have me 

indicted by the Attorney Generalõs 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 I would waive a 

grand jury, the formalities of service, and arraignment. It was a tried and true formula, a 

Faustian bargain; I cooperate and in exchange delay for at least a month having pictures of me 

and my attorney exiting the Rockingham County Superior Court splashed all over the 

newspapers and evening newscasts. 

It was like waiting for the guillotine. I just wanted it to drop. I picked up the phone and 

dialed. In a few seconds I was through to the young assistant attorney general who, by doing his 

sworn duty, would soon end my short career as a judge. 

òJudge Paris, thanks for returning my call. How are you?ó 

òIõve been better.ó 

òI know youõre busy, so Iõll get right to the point.ó 

 Busy? Not any longer, I grimly thought. 

òThe Governor has requested the Attorney General to start an investigation into the 

attempt on your life, the attack in Little Bay on Sunday.ó 
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òYouõre kidding,ó I blurted out. No one could be this out of touch. òYou havenõt 

spoken to Sweets Malloy?ó I asked, almost in disbelief. 

òSweets Malloy?ó he repeated, pronouncing the name slowly as if that might trigger 

recognition. It didnõt. òShould I know him?ó 

òNo, no,ó I answered hesitantly, paranoia still clinging tight to my imagination. òDid the 

Governor mention the fire at his brotherõs house?ó 

òNo, your Honor, not to me, he didnõtó He continued, òIõd like to meet with you at 

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

hearing up north tomorrow that I canõt get out of. You know how that is,ó he added, hinting at 

a degree of intimacy I wasnõt quite ready to share. 

òYes, I know,ó I agreed guardedly. 

òI donõt know what your schedule is this weekend, but my family is going down to 

Portsmouth on Saturday. Itõs a great little town; my wife and kids love it, the shops and factory 

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

some free time on Saturday. I can come over next week if that would be better for you.ó 

òSaturday will be fine.ó 

òI could make arrangements to meet at the Portsmouth Policeóñ 

òIõd rather not,ó I said, summarily cutting him off. 

òItõs centrally located and private.ó 

òItõs the appearance of it; a lot of those officers appear in front of me regularly. You 

can understand.ó Suddenly it was I trying to capitalize on his overtures of friendship. òYou can 

come here, or Iõd be glad to meet you downtown for coffee.ó 

òDowntown would be fine.ó 

òDo you know why the Governor is concerned?ó I asked. 
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òThe Attorney General didnõt say. She only told me that he was disturbed by an open 

attack on a public official in this State, and that Governor Devlin wanted to be kept abreast of 

the investigation at all times. Itõs a little unusual, but given youõre a superior court judge, itõs 

understandable.ó 

We talked for a minute more, arranging to meet Saturday afternoon at Café Brioche 

downtown. 

When I 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, I noticed that the Coastal 

Courier, which had been laying there only a few minutes ago, along with the dayõs mail, was 

now missing. Clearly, Jen was trying to insulate me from reality. And inwardly I appreciated it. 

òWhereõs LL?ó she asked. 

òHeõs off too. With me gone, heõs out a job.ó 

òI doubt he cares.ó 

òBased on the telephone calls Iõve overheard the last couple of days, I suspect heõs quite 

happy with some time off.ó 

òWhatõs he doing for dinner?ó 

òI donõt know. When I left him, he was sound asleep in front of the television.ó 

òPoor guy. He must be exhausted, staying up all hours to guard us.ó 

òYeah,ó I agreed. 

òYou mind if I invite him for supper?ó Jen had already picked up the portable 

telephone. It took some wheedling and cajoling, but LL finally surrendered to Jenõs insistent 

demands. 

òHeõs a pretty special friend,ó Jen said. 

òDonõt tell him.ó 
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òI think he already knows.ó 

òWhen he started as a bailiff, I didnõt know if weõd get along. But he was always so 

honest. The other bailiffs always tell you what they think you want to hear. Not LL. He always 

says exactly whatõs on his mind.ó I chuckled out loud at the memory of some of his more 

pointed comments. òHe may have broken every canon of judicial ethics along the way, and 

there have been times when I wished he would have kept his damn mouth shut, but I always 

knew where I stood. 

òYouõll love this,ó I continued. òOn the way over to his apartment, he was saying how 

heõd never remarry.ó I waited for Jenõs reaction, but she didnõt respond. òOut of loyalty to 

Earline! He must have cheated on her a million times, but now that sheõs gone, heõs grown a 

conscience. Course, he still chases anything with two X-chromosomes and a pulse.ó 

Jen giggled. òTo each his own.ó 

Working on an embattled and exhausted brain, it hadnõt taken the scotch long to loosen 

my lips. My voiceõs timbre dropped and thickened as I confided, òI donõt think I could ever 

marry anyone else.ó 

òWho says Iõd allow you to,ó she said jokingly. 

òYou know what I mean. If we ever split up, youõd remarry, wouldnõt you?ó 

òTony, I love you. I canõt imagine going through what youõreóñ 

òYou went through something a lot worse.ó 

òNo, no, I didnõt,ó she protested. òI lost the use of a part of my body. Thatõs all. The 

rest of me works fine.ó 

òWell, last week, you were talking about leaving.ó 

Ignoring my peevish tone, Jen firmly stated, òIõm not ready to give up yet. You stood by 

me during rehab and recuperation and Iõll never forget that. Iõm not going to abandon you 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     147      

nowé.ó Her eyes clouded with dampness. ò I still desperately want a babyéyour baby.ó 

òI know.ó I reached out for her hand. 

Jen wiped her eyes with the back of her wrist. òTony, Iõve never doubted your love. Itõs 

always been there. But when I lost the use of my legs, I lost your respect. I donõt know why. But 

whether itõs having a baby or always asking me how I feel or jumping up every time I need 

something, you see me as incomplete and, worst of all, always dependent on you.ó 

òI do those things because I love you, because I care.ó And because I have never 

forgiven myself for being out fishing when you were working, for allowing you to lie there for 

three hours, for not getting you the help that might have prevented all of this. 

òYou always say that, as if it somehow makes it okay. It doesnõt matter to me where it 

comes from, it still diminishes me as a person. I try to remind myself that you mean well, but to 

me it hurts.ó 

* * * 

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

òJust one,ó he agreed, òand keep it light. I have to stay up all night guarding your sorry 

ass.ó 

òIõve got nothing penciled in my appointment book for tomorrow. I can take part of 

the night.ó 

LL snorted his opinion of my offer. Then, sabotaging Jenõs well laid plan of insulating 

me from news, LL clicked on Seven on the Seacoast. The fire and yours truly were still the top 

story. At least they didnõt know that I was on involuntary administrative leave. That would be 

the lead story tomorrow, I 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 appeared unimpressed, and Jenõs chin dropped slightly with disappointment. 

I fought off my own skepticism and came to her defense. òDonõt you think itõs at all 

interesting that Sean Devlin was studying microfilm from the year that both his grandfather and 

Roosevelt were elected to office?ó 

LL arched his eyebrows, silently communicating òBig deal.ó 

Annoyed, I added, òDonõt forget what Colleen was chanting, ôRoosevelt made us rich.õ 

ó 

òCall it womanõs intuition,ó Jen said, òbut I have a feeling that the answer to Sean 

Devlinõs disappearance is in those newspapers. I just need to figure out where.ó 

I asked LL, òYou hear back from your guy in Boston?ó 

òNo. If heõs around, heõll call tonight and leave a message. If heõs not around, then I 

donõt know what we can do.ó 

òWith this investigation rapidly closing in on the culprits, Iõm already feeling a lot better 

about my prospects,ó I kidded. 

òDonõt make jokes about this,ó Jen admonished. 

LL shrugged, what are you going to do. 

 * * * 

Although LL had reluctantly consented to my taking the second shift and promised to 

wake me at twoña promise which I seriously doubted he would keepñtoo many 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 in the dark, only occasionally interrupting the quiet with 

conversation. Country and western music played softly on the radio. LLõs ever-present pistol lay 

next to the portable radio. 

I stared at the pistol for a moment. òLL, do you think I should get a gun?ó  



 

Ò Bob Morrill     149      

LL glanced down at it, and then studied me for a moment. òYou know how to handle 

one?ó 

òNot really. Iõve fired ôem, but Iõve never owned one.ó 

He rubbed the back of his neck. òI donõt know. A gun in untrained hands is more 

dangerous than no gun at all. But maybe I should teach you. Who knows, it might come in 

handy.ó 

* * * 

Sound asleep, Jen offered no resistance when I rearranged her for more comfortable 

cuddling. But even that wouldnõt calm me. Fretting about my job, my marriageémy life for 

heavensõ sake, so tormented me that I couldnõt fall asleep and tossed and turned like an 

insomniac. Around midnight I gave up and went back out to keep LL company. He was 

listening to some all-night radio talk show catering to lonely hearts and jilted lovers. 

I confided my nagging, middle-of-the-night nightmares. For all the sympathy and 

understanding he gave me, I might as well have spilled my guts to the pillow. 

òStill,ó I explained, òthe thought of getting up tomorrow morningéthis morning 

without a job to go to is driving me nuts.ó 

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 nothing to do with supporting oneself. òYouõll land 

on your feet,ó he reassured me. òAnyhow, I thought we were going to use this time to figure 

out who the hell is trying to kill you.ó 

òWhere do I start?ó My question was more whiney than a comment on how little we 

really knew, and how our scanty clues didnõt exactly fit together into a roadmap. 

LL exhibited not an ounce of sympathy. òYou want to try the classifieds? ôWould 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 identify yourselves. Small reward.õ Dear God, spare 

me. While youõre dithering around about your job and marriage, someone, someone pretty 

professional, very much wants you dead. And all the while my sex life is going down the toilet. 

Another week of guarding you and Iõll have balls the size of watermelons.ó 

òAt least some women will be rescued from disappointment,ó I teased and then 

brooded for a second about my own sex life. 

LL saw the sadness, and our eyes held one anotherõs for a moment. The intimacy made 

him uncomfortable and quickly, almost poignantly, he returned to the security of the banter. 

òYou want affidavits? Certificates of satisfaction? I got ôem.ó 

òForgery another of your hidden talents?ó I went into the kitchen for a glass of milk. 

òYou want some?ó I offered from the kitchen. 

òJesus no. A cop on a stakeout drinking milk. Are you nuts? You canõt sleep? Go back 

to bed and do something with that wife of yours that might make me proud.ó 

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

Opal Street 
 

Around three oõclock in the morning LL decided to turn in. òBut first Iõm going to take 

a little stroll.ó 

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. I clicked on ESPN. 

Ten minutes later, the patio door slid open, and LL stepped back into the house. 

òTurn that off,ó he barked, locking the door behind him. òYouõre lit up like a shooting 

range target.ó 

Sheepishly, I scrambled for the remote control, increasing the volume twice before I 

was able to locate 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. òNight.ó 

In minutes LL was snuffling contentedly, and, now that it was finally my shift, I felt 

dog-tired. Fumbling around in the dark, I made a cup of coffee. Drinking it only made me more 

sleepy. On the radio I found an early morning talk show where everyone appeared to know one 

another. òMike,ó the host lectured, òyou bring this up every time. How many times do I have to 

tell you youõre wrong, wrong, wrong. Got it, Mike? Wrong!ó 

At six, when the first milky light of dawn came through the windows, I went to bed. I 

didnõt care what LL would say, and about then, I didnõt even care if someone shot me while I 

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

* * * 
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It was past nine when I finally woke, still groggy from a lack of sleep. In no rush to get 

up, I languidly shifted toward Jen. Her side of the bed was empty. I laid my head into the 

depression on her pillow. Her scent, a blend of an infantõs sweetness and the earthõs sensuality 

after a summer rain, still clung to the bedclothes and I gently inhaled. Her perfume stirred 

senses and awoke memories. Memories of languorous mornings, when the dayñand lifeñ

waited like servants outside our door. Once unbound, the memories rambled and played in the 

wide open present. On those mornings Jen would awaken me by slipping 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 we would fall 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. I 

tried to shove the memories back into the compartment they had come from, a compartment 

that I had closed two and a half years ago and rarely unlocked. No point in dreaming about 

what you couldnõt have. A useful lesson Iõd learned from my parents. They never dwelled on 

how poor we were or how cramped our home was. Instead they concentrated their energies on 

how to improve what little we had. I never heard them utter an envious word. Envy to them, 

besides being a sin, was a useless emotion. They accepted lifeõs vagaries, harbored no ambitions, 

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 deep in the 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 I wished it were. Does hiding the 
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memory destroy the desire? Or does the desire still persist, a seed within a husk, waiting for 

fertile ground? I hadnõt yet found the answer. But I worried if I would be as strong as them if 

the temptation ever presented itself. I had started looking at women in a different way since 

Jenõs accident. Sheõd 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. 

òYou all right?ó I asked, instantly regretting my choice of words. 

She wearily frowned, too tired to re-plow old ground. 

Although her expression gave away the answer, I asked, òYou find out anything?ó 

òNo,ó she said, disconsolately. òI looked through every Coastal Courier for the entire 

year and didnõt learn a thing.ó 

òWell, you tried.ó 

Jenõs head whipped around, her face firm with resolve. òIõm not done yet. Iôm going to 

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

charm.ó 

* * * 

 òJust the man Iõm looking for.ó Beaming, LL greeted me at the top of the ramp to the 

kitchen. 

Jen had lured him over for another dinner by offering a half peck of steamers from my 

brotherõs market, freshly dug that morning. 

In his hand LL held open his ever-present, pocket sized spiral notebook. òLou called 

me back. Must have been right after you left. He didnõt know anyone at Paine Webber, but he 

has connections up the wazoo. Half an hour ago he called me again. You know where the 
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money in the Devlinõs account comes from?ó 

òWill it be a crime to hear this?ó I joked. 

We walked to the end of the kitchen counter where I kept LLõs bottle of Canadian and 

my bottle of scotch. 

òYou sound like the pig covered with shit who wants to know where he should wash 

his hands before dinner. Learning this will be the least of your worries.ó 

LLõs reminder triggered a quick mental accounting of my travails. 

He mistook my expression as concern about Louõs loyalty. òYouõve got nothing to 

worry about. Lou wouldnõt ever offer me up, and he doesnõt even know who you are.ó 

òI wasnõt worried about that. I was thinking about something else. Whatõd he find?ó I 

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

òJust this, the money comes from the First Dublin Trust,ó he announced with great 

pomp, as if heõd found the cure for cancer. 

òDublin, as in Ireland?ó 

òNo, Dublin, Italy! Jesus, donõt you get it? Ireland. Like McCarthy, OõConnor, Murphy, 

Devlin,ó LL recited in a horrible imitation of an Irish accent. 

òOkay,ó I answered hesitantly. Old memories of Liam Devlin loomed up and put a cold 

grip on my conscience.. 

òI must not be expressing this right, or else youõre a lot dumber than I thought. Sean 

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

apparently he didnõt want anyone to know about. Why? Whereõd the money come from? Who 

controls it?ó 

òI donõt know,ó I said, dancing warily around the truth and wondering how much of 

my role I should confess to LL. 
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òYouõre hopeless.ó LL groaned. òTry to keep in mind here that it is your skin Iõm trying 

to save by doing all this shit. Why donõt you tell me what youõve done today to protect the great 

Parisi bloodline.ó 

òMe, nothing today,ó I admitted. 

òI have the number of the account and the phone number of First Dublin Trust. You 

want to call them?ó 

òTheyõre not going to tell us anything,ó I declared. 

òThey will if you tell them youõre a superior court judge, and that this is an official 

investigation.ó 

òI canõt do that,ó I protested. òDo that, and Iõd lose my job.ó 

òI thought that was what weõre trying to save. That and your life.ó 

He had me there. 

òWell?ó he asked. 

òItõs too late now, anyhow. Theyõd be closed.ó My conscience, my fear, my anger 

brawled for precedence, whipping themselves into a confused hash of emotions. One common 

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 husked the last of the seasonõs corn, LL repeated for 

Jenõs sake what he had found out about Sean Devlinõs Irish bank account. 

òSeanõs disappearanceéhis death?ó Jen questioned. òThe attacks on you, they have to 

be connected to money. First the checkbook disappears, and then all Seanõs financial records. 

Itõs got to be the key.ó 

Holding a whiskey, LL stood at the edge of the kitchen, a smart-alecky, I-told-you-so 
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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 insides into a chemistry experiment.  

* * * 

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

Chief Whittaker on the Chiefõs Corner, a weekly publics relations segment. Even dressed up, 

Sweets looked lumpy and rumpled. His bulk threatened to collapse the small wooden chair he 

was seated on, and he dwarfed the woman interviewing him. 

òJudge Paris has been in the news a lot this week. We have learned that he was placed 

on involuntary administrative leave.ó 

òI wouldnõt know about tható 

òAre you going to press charges against him for arson of the Devlin mansion?ó 

òWeõre still investigating,ó he answered curtly. 

òHe can really warm an audience, canõt he?ó LL said. 

òAre you willing to discuss some of the other rumors that have been out there about 

Judge Paris.ó 

òNo.ó 

It was nice to see that Sweets was an equal opportunity asshole. òWhat rumors is she 

talking about?ó I asked LL. 

LL returned my look with manufactured blankness, which only made me more certain 

that he did know something. 

òDo you know?ó 

LL rubbed the back of his neck as he tried to decide whether to tell me what he knew. 

òDo you know?ó I insisted angrily. 

òYeah, but itõs stupid, not even worth passing on. Only an idiot would put stock in it.ó 
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òYou donõt have to believe it to tell it to me. I want to know what the rumor is.ó 

A pained expression crossed LLõs face. òThat you were involved with Sean Devlin in 

running drugs; that his murder and the attempt on your life were somehow related to a drug 

deal gone bad, and you burned the mansion to destroy the evidence.ó 

òAre you crazy!ó 

òDonõt blame me, for Chrissake.ó 

òMy God, how can anyone believe that?ó 

òNo one does. Itõs just a rumor.ó 

òDo you know its source?ó I asked, trying to settle myself down. 

òNo, Iõm working on it.ó 

* * * 

I 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 Vietnam or working all those second and third 

shifts as a state trooper. Although I would be waking him in five hours, he willed himself asleep 

on the couch. Like a talisman, his holster hung from the arm of the sofa, an ever-present, 

grotesque metaphor for how our world had been turned topsy-turvy. 

As we played cards only a few feet from a pistol, I studied Jen, worrying what her 

reaction would be when she learned what I had done and, maybe worse still, that I had kept it 

from her. I glanced over at LL sleeping and wondered if he knew the truth but wasnõt telling. 

Jen returned my stares with cheery looks, as if this were an adventure that should be enjoyed, 

like losing the electricity. 

* * * 

It had been eleven years earlier, in my third month as a struggling new lawyer. I had 

been thrilled, when out of the blue, Liam Devlin bounded up the wooden stairs to my office. 
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He wasnõt governor then. He was, however, one of the richest men in New Hampshire; his 

limousine double-parked on the street below. 

òTony, nice setup. Looks like that furniture worked out fine.ó 

I came around my desk to greet him. I didnõt have a secretary. òItõs great, Mr. Devlin. 

Thank you again.ó 

We both sat down. òTony, Iõd like to ask a small favor.ó 

òSure,ó I said eagerly. 

He pulled a sheet of paper from his jacket pocket. òThis is one of the signature pages to 

an international financial transaction I was involved in. My Boston lawyers forgot to complete 

this part of the paperwork. The deal was completed months ago, but I need this signature 

witnessed and notarized. You are a notary, arenõt you?ó 

òYes,ó I said, proudly pulling out my brand-new, barely-used notary seal. 

òIõve taken the liberty of dating it, so itõll conform to the other documents.ó 

The date, some six months earlier, was already typed in, next to a signature I didnõt 

recognize and next to my typewritten name. So naïve and excited that Liam Devlin would come 

to me for a favor, it never occurred to me that I wasnõt a lawyer on the date typed on the page, 

nor was I a notary public then, and worst of all I had no idea whose signature I was affirming. 

Nevertheless, young and dumb, I signed my name and officiously embossed my seal. 

òThanks Tony. Send me a bill.ó 

òNo, no, Mr. Devlin. Iõm just glad to help out. I owe you enough as it is.ó 

òIõll send you a check,ó Liam Devlin declared, leaving my office as suddenly as he 

appeared. 

A week later, when my checkbook 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 I notarized. I obviously didnõt cash it, and spent two days trying to reach Liam 

Devlin to explain why I couldnõt accept the money. Finally, in desperation I spilled out my 

explanation to his secretary. 

She called me back the next day. òMr. Devlin said that you should know attorneyõs fees 

are not measured solely by the time involved but also by the 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. 

Thanks to you, the whole thing was done simply and cleanly. He said to tell you theyõre 

extremelt grateful and would have paid you more, except that he knew you wouldnõt have 

accepted it.ó 

That convinced me, and I deposited the check and bought a computer. 

Iõd had no real contact with Liam Devlin 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 I knew what a blunder I had made. One word 

from Devlin and my ticket would have been pulled in a heartbeat. Knowing how much I 

wanted to be judge, Jen couldnõt understand my reluctance. 

I wrestled with the decision over a few sleepless nights and finally said yes, but with an 

anxious premonition that there was going to be a price for my nomination. But given Jenõs 

paralysis, the loss of her income, her medical expenses, I didnõt feel like I had a choiceñthe 

health insurance alone was a lifesaver. Another secret I couldnõt ever tell Jen. 

Had I inadvertently participated in laundering Sean Devlinõs money, I wondered? If the 

money was the same, I 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 ñDooblinò Trust 
 

Again I awoke in an empty bed. It was nearly nine-thirty. So what? I thought. A week 

ago the clock drove my every moment. Time was as irrelevant as I was, and for me its passage 

only promised more pain. 

In my boxers I wandered into the family room. LL was pouring a cup of coffee in the 

kitchen. òWhereõd Jen go?ó 

òTo the library.ó 

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 down from the counter behind him. From his back pocket he retrieved his small 

spiral notebook and thumbed through it for a second. 

òYou ready to call the First Dublin Trust?ó  

òWhat am I gonna say?ó I changed to an officious, fawning tone. òExcuse me, sorry to 

bother, but could you please tell me the balance in Sean Devlinõs secret drug money account.ó I 

hated myself for trying to deceive LL. 

òThatõs not what I had in mind,ó he responded dryly. òTell them youõre making a 

judicial inquiry as a result of his disappearance. Make it sound legal and real formal.ó 

òCome on, you know I canõt do that. Itõs a fraudulent use of my office.ó 

òI know what it is,ó he said, testily slapping the phone back into its cradle. òLook, are 

you interested in solving this case or not? Iõll call them if you want. But if I do, Iõm going to 

pretend to be a judge. And you can guess whose name Iõll use. So considering how touchy you 

get every time I do something that disturbs your precious conscience, I figured you could call, 
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since you areñat least for a little while longerñstill a judge.ó LLõs dark eyes flickered with 

amusement. 

òI canõt do it LL. I just canõt.ó 

òWhy not?ó he demanded, his eyes carefully scrutinizing me for a clue. 

òLots of reasons,ó I answered vaguely. 

He could tell my reluctance was more than just scruples, but he didnõt inquire further. 

òGo get on the other line,ó he ordered impatiently. 

I grabbed the portable phone from our bedroom and returned. Studying his notebook, 

LL was in the process of dialing. Three rings later, a female voice answered. òFirst Dooblin 

Trust.ó 

òIõm inquiring about an account belonging to Sean Devlin. Seanõs Devlinõs a U.S. citizen 

from Portsmouth, New Hampshire.ó Trying to act pompous, LL sounded like a whiskey-weary 

Southerner. 

òAyõll connect you.ó 

A couple of clicks later, a male answered. 

òMay ay be of service?ó An Irish brogue lathered his words almost to the point of 

incomprehension. 

òThis is Judge Anthony Paris from the Superior Court for the State of New Hampshire, 

here in the United States.ó LL smiled like a cat who had just discovered how to drain the fish 

tank. òWe have an ongoing investigation into the affairs of Sean Devlin who receives a monthly 

transfer from your bank into a Paine Webber account in Boston.ó LL read the account number 

in front of him. òItõs your account number thirty-three, dashéó 

From the silence on the line I gathered he was checking. In a few moments he was back 

on the line. òIõm sorry, yer ôonor, we ôave no account with that number.ó 
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òYes, you do,ó LL insisted, his voice losing its Southern accent in the process. òWe 

have records of monthly transfers from your bank to a Paine Webber account in Boston. The 

most recent was less than three weeks ago.ó 

òSorry, sir, I am unable to assist you.ó 

LL continued, even more forcefully. òLook, this is an official investigation. Let me 

speak to a manager.ó 

òYer ôonor, Director Connelly is present. Iõll connect you.ó 

There was another click, making me wonder if they still used switchboards, then a long 

silence, eventually broken by a booming, authoritative voice. 

òConnelly ôere.ó 

LL introduced himself, or rather he introduced himself as me, and explained the 

purpose of his inquiry. When he offered to read the account number again, Connellyõs reply was 

quick and firm. 

òNot necessary. Iõve got it right ôere.ó 

In anticipation I raised my eyebrows at LL. 

òIõm only interested in some basic information, likeóñ 

òParse-word first.ó 

òPassword? I donõt have the password.ó 

òWithout the password, sir, I cannot supply you with any information about this 

account,ó 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 knowledge 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 I 

could hear the occasional click of computer keys. 

òSean Devlin, you say.ó 

òYes.ó 

òHeõs shown on our records as deceased. Even if you ôad the password, it would do you 

no good now.ó 

òDeceased? When?ó 

òDoesnõt say, sir.ó 

As the telephone call ended, LLõs face curled up tighter and tighter in concentration. 

òDeceased? He said ôSean Devlinõs deceased.õ ó 

I nodded affirmatively. 

òHow the hell can some bank in Ireland declare Sean Devlin officially dead when so far 

no one can even find him? I mean you and I know heõs probably dead, but that doesnõt make 

him legally dead.ó 

I didnõt have an answer. But then again I didnõt have the answers to lots of questions. 
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Chapter 23 

Opal Street 
 

After driving LL over to Orchard Street, I spent the rest of the morning tidying up the 

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 indictment for arson and 

my coup de grâce. Whether swishing a brush around the toilet bowl or folding a sheet, I was 

frozen in place, waiting through all four rings, each ring separated by an interminable silence 

from the next, until the answering machine took over. With a concerted effort I 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 I would return to my chores, wondering if that 

was the message that would end my judicial career. 

Around noon I couldnõt stand the suspense any longer and pushed the play button. It 

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 absence of a message worried me. I 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 invitation to Salõs house for the traditional 

Sunday 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 Lexie, and a call from Rockingham Countyõs 

supervisory justice, Peter Gigas. 

òTony, sorry I missed you.ó Like a tweedy professor he cleared his throat. òIõve got a 

file here that has your fingerprints all over it and I have a few questions. If youõre free, could 
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you give me a ring? Thanks.ó 

Free! I 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. After four rings, I heard my motherõs voice, 

òTony, I havenõt heard from youóñ 

I picked it up. The conversation was a reprise of the same one we had two days earlier. 

Her concerns, which I couldnõt allay, only exacerbated my own. By guaranteeing to go to Salõs 

house on Sunday, I was eventually able to pry her off the phone. The prospect of seeing us in 

the flesh at Salõs seemed to satisfy her somewhat, even if I declined to accompany her to mass 

beforehand. òIt wouldnõt hurt to ask the Lord for help,ó she admonished. I had the nagging 

feeling that Heõd already surveyed the situation and figured there were better projects to work 

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 pressed plaid shirt, dress pants, and black tasseled loafers. Visibly disappointed that Jen 

wasnõt there to make him lunch, he groused his way through the tuna sandwich I gave him. 

About every third bite, I reminded him that his precious bologna was only a mile away. 

Pulling his notebook from his breast pocket, LL recounted what he had learned from 

Lou. òSean received 296 grand four years ago, then 254, 274, and a little over 203 so far this 

year. Lou had no idea how or why the Irish bank would have declared Sean dead. Apparently, 

the time when someone is declared legally dead differs from state to state and country to 

country, but he didnõt know anything about Irish banking regulations. Heõs going to see what he 
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can find.ó 

òWhat now?ó 

òIõve been thinking about that. Didnõt Krueger say you could come back and visit 

Colleen Devlin some other time. I think that time has come. Call down there and set up some 

sort of a condolence call and social visit? Maybe she can shed some light on this account.ó 

òAnd just where are you going to go while I make the phone call?ó I asked accusingly. 

A sleek smile crept across his face. òI have some business I need to attend to.ó 

òThat business wouldnõt involve Christie, would it?ó 

òYouõre not my only responsibility. I have other responsibilities.ó The way LL lingered 

over the syllables of òresponsibilities,ó it ended up sounding like a dirty word. 

I went into the house and called the Devlin place on Little Boars Head. A man, who 

didnõt identify himself, answered. He said heõd get back to me and thanked me politely for my 

interest. 

* * * 

I heard Jenõs Eagle Summit pull into the driveway and the garage door open and close. 

The kitchen door flew open, and wheels whirred across the smooth wooden floor as Jen raced 

into the family room. 

òTony, look at this!ó From her canvas boat bag she pulled four or five photocopies of 

newspaper articles. òHere, let me put them in order.ó She reorganized the photocopies. òRead 

them and then tell me what you think.ó 

The first article was from the front page of the April 6, 1933, Coastal Courier. The 

headline read òGold Hoarding Outlawed.ó 

President Roosevelt yesterday issued an executive order to forbid the hoarding of gold 

certificates, bullion, and coins. Acting under the authority of the Emergency Banking Act, the 
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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 thousand dollars in gold 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 week. Those 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. ñThis Order has been contemplated since the passage of the Emergency 

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 structure and its ability to extend credit.ò 

 

My expression revealed my utter lack of comprehension. 

òKeep reading.ó 

The second article, from April 12, explained that gold coins having a recognized special 

value to collectors and gold stock used by jewelers in their craft were 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 banks of the Federal 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 assist local banks 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. 

I looked up questioningly again. Jen appeared a little disappointed. òYou donõt get it?ó 

òNot yet.ó 
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òWell, keep going,ó she encouraged. 

The third photocopy was the òPolice Blotteró from May 2, 1933. Jen had circled in red 

the squib she wanted me to read. 

Early this morning police received a report of several gunshots on the Memorial 

Bridge and a loud splash. Officer Flanagan of the Portsmouth Police Department 

responded. Seamus Finnan, the bridge-tender, surmised that the noise was caused by the 

drawbridge catching while being raised and lowered. 

 
The next copy was an article from the May 5 òPolice Blotter.ó The report was only one 

sentence. òSeamus Finnan of Kittery was reported missing this morning when he failed to 

return home from his employment as Memorial Bridgeõs night bridge-tender.ó 

òOne more,ó she said, motioning at the last photocopy in front of me. 

It too was from the òPolice Blotter.ó The date was May 8, 1933. And again Jen had 

circled the report she wanted me to read. Like the previous article, it involved Seamus Finnan. 

And, like the last, it too was short. òThe body of Memorial Bridge tender Seamus Finnan was 

discovered by a fisherman last night in Spinney Creek. Authorities have declared his death 

accidental and it is presumed he fell from Memorial Bridge and drowned.ó 

So this was the infamous Finnan of Finnanõs Flop, the bogeyman of youth. Inwardly I 

smiled briefly, but Jenõs face maintained its serious mien, and I returned to trying to make sense 

out of the articles. The Seamus Finnan piece was intriguing, but I couldnõt see any link between 

his falling off the bridge and drowning and the articles about the hoarding of gold. I certainly 

didnõt see any connection between Seamus Finnanõs death and Seanõs disappearance, other than 

they were both Irish and from Portsmouth. 

But indulging Jenõs enthusiasm, I skimmed the photocopies again. After a second 

reading, the articles still didnõt make any more sense to me. Maybe, when strung together by 
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Jenõs vivid imagination, they might produce a few bold suppositions. The problem was I didnõt 

have a clue what Jen had in mind. òSo you think.éMaybe youõd better explain it to me.ó 

òI havenõt got it all figured out. Obviously. But try this on. All the gold collected in 

Maine had to pass through New Hampshire to reach the Federal Reserve Bank in Boston. The 

gold had to be turned in by April twenty-eighth. 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 have come through, 

there are gunshots on Memorial Bridge followed by a big splash. The police investigate and find 

nothing.ó 

òJen, no offense, but youõre assuming all sorts of stuff. That the gold came over 

Memorial Bridge. That it came over on that particular night. That there were gunshots on the 

bridge. I mean, it could have very easily been the bridge opening, like the guy explained.ó 

òSo why was the drawbridge being raised in the middle of the night?ó 

òFor a ship.ó 

òWhat about the splash?ó Jen asked, attempting to lead me by the Socratic method 

down a path discernible only to her. 

òCould have been anything.ó 

òTrue, but three nights later Finnan goes to work and never comes home. And three 

days after that his body is discovered in Spinney Creek. Accidental drowning! How can it be 

accidental? He either jumped or was thrown. People donõt just fall off bridges, especially bridge-

tenders.ó 

òLegend has it that he fell off the bridge. He could have been drunk.ó 

Jen weighed my comments for a moment before she pointedly said, òJust like Sean 

Devlin.ó 
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òOkay, okay, but thatõs the only connection to the Devlins.ó 

òAssume the splash was the gold ending up in the river.ó Jen hesitated, as she tried to 

piece it together in her own mind. òIt could have been the armored car or whatever they used 

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 

Hampshire to find outóñ 

òJen.ó I held up my hand. òI appreciate all youõre doing for me, I really do, but frankly, 

honey, youõre grasping at straws.ó 

Jenõs retort was sharp. òIs that what Sean Devlin was doing last summer when he was 

reading the Coastal Couriers from 1933? Grasping at straws?ó 

I waited for a moment and then offered a mollifying fact. òI donõt know if I dare tell 

you this or not, but the first two numbers of the Irish trust account are 33 followed by a dash.ó 

Jen stared incredulously at me. òThe first two numbers in the account are 33,ó she 

exclaimed. òMy God, Tony, ô33. Thatõs the year of the Coastal Courier issues that Sean took 

out, itõs the year the gold went through New Hampshire, the year the night bridge tender died, 

the year Walter Devlin and Franklin Roosevelt were first elected, and the first two numbers of 

the account Sean Devlin was getting money from. Remember Colleen Devlin, ôRoosevelt made 

us rich.õ ó She banged her knuckles against her head. òHello?ó 

òJen, if a shipment of federal gold was stolen or fell off the Memorial Bridge, the 

newspapers would have been all over it the next day. Gold shipments donõt disappear without a 

trace. Was there anything in the Courier later that month about the gold?ó 

òNot a word,ó she answered, as if that somehow supported her story. 

òJenóñI reached out to touch herñòthe coincidence of 33 popping up twice looks 

intriguing, but after that itõs just hunches.ó 
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òMy hunches are pretty good.ó 

The phone rang. Jen looked at it, hesitating. Over her shoulder, I noticed the time on 

the kitchen wall-clock, almost five. At the second ring, I said, òItõs not my mother. I talked to 

her earlier. Itõs probably Lexie.ó 

At the mention of Lexieõs name, Jenõs looked up brightly. òSean might have mentioned 

something to her.ó She said as she picked up the phone. After greeting the caller, who was 

obviously not Lexie, and responding frostily that we were doing the best we could under the 

circumstances, she held the phone out for me. òChief Justice,ó she whispered. 

òTony.ó 

òHi Chief,ó I said flatly. 

òThe Governorõs going to call you in a few minutes. I just got off the phone with him. 

Heõs very concerned about your safety. He was told that the fire in Portsmouth was arson, and 

you may have been the target.ó 

I was the target? Two days ago rumor had it I was involved in dealing drugs with Sean, 

and Sweets was threatening to charge me with arson. And now the governor wanted to protect 

me. That was a sudden reversal. The chief justiceõs call should have freed me from one hanging 

sword, but where Liam Devlin was involved, I had serious misgivings. 

òActually, I donõt think itõs your safety heõs worried about. Itõs the fallout if something 

were to happen to you. Jeez, Tony, I hate to talk this way.ó 

òItõs okay, Chief. Iõm getting used to it,ó I sighed, not sure why I was reassuring him. 

òAnyhow, the Governor wants the state police to guard you. I guess he doesnõt want to 

lose a judge, especially during primary season when heõs under a microscope.ó 

òI donõt know, Chief,ó I said, hoping my reluctance was obvious. 

òThis is for your safety. And Jenõs.ó 
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òItõs not that. My bailiffõs been spending the night over here, and frankly I feel pretty 

safe.ó That was gilding the lily a bit. I still felt peril, but I knew Iõd feel safer with LL around 

than with a bunch of strangers. 

The chief justiceõs tone became less friendly. òTony, you know what the situationõs like 

with the legislature and governor. Weõve got our pay raise coming up next session, a new 

courthouse up north, and two new judicial nominations. We canõt be seen as uncooperative, 

and you havenõt exactly been a public relations star for us the last week.ó 

òYeah, I know,ó I gulped. 

òHelp me out a little here. This is in your best interest and,ó he emphasized, òin ours.ó 

I had started to explain all this to Jen when the phone rang again. I reached over her to 

pick it up. It was the governorõs secretary. A few seconds later, Liam Devlin was on the line. 

The same old queasy feeling revisited my stomach. 

òJudge Tony,ó he greeted me and, after some social niceties, maneuvered quickly to the 

business at hand. òIõve become concerned about your safety, Tony. After that horrible, 

terrifying attack on you in Little Bay, I asked the State Police to become involved. Then I found 

out that the fire at my grandfatherõs house was arson, and you may have been the objective.ó 

How the hell did he know that, I wondered. The Governor waited for me to respond. 

òIt appears that way,ó I replied. 

òIõve requested the State Police to provide you and your wife with round-the-clock 

protection until everyone is assured of your permanent safety.ó 

òThatõs very thoughtful, Governor. Thank you.ó I was grateful he hadnõt embarrassed 

me by asking why I had broken into his brotherõs house. 

òGlad to be of help. Us Portsmouth boys have got to stick together.ó 

Yeah, two peas in a pod! You, born with a silver spoon; me, born into a world of hand-
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me-downs. You, about to run as vice-president; me, sitting at home without a job hoping my 

murderer wonõt get me first. You, holding a predated notarization that could end my career in a 

heartbeat; and meéwell, it couldnõt get any worse. Yeah, we have a lot in common. 

òListen,ó he added. òIõd like to catch up a little more, but my secretaryõs standing in 

front of my desk madly waving something. Hold on.ó He covered the mouthpiece, but I heard 

him say, òTell them another second.ó I assumed it was a tried-and-true ploy to bring our 

conversation to a close. Then he came back on the line. 

òI donõt want you or that good wife of yours to worry, Tony. Iõm going to see that 

youõre taken good care of.ó 

I hung up the telephone, and then my paranoia moved in, set up camp, and built a 

fortress. It was all so obvious. Governor Liam Devlin didnõt want me murdered. Of course not, 

because dead I was useless to him. No, as usual, Devlin was way ahead of me. He knew he had 

a valuable asset: a superior court judge in his back pocket. He was protecting me because he had 

to, a farmer protecting his prize cow from rustlers and wolves. He didnõt need me right then. 

But when he did, he knew and I knew that he held the long end of the lever. The question that 

haunted me was when that denouement came, what would I do with my end of the lever? 

òTony, whatõd he say?ó 

My answer was flat, but that was better than lying to Jen. òHeõs arranged for the State 

Police to guard us.ó 

òWhat about LL?ó Jen asked, thinking no doubt that this was what was bothering me. 

òI havenõt really got a choice. The Chief Justice asked me to cooperate. At least LL can 

get some sleep now.ó 

 Jen studied my lack of excitement. òIs there something the matter?ó 

Yeah, plenty I thought, all of which I want to tell you and none of which I can. òNo,ó I 
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answered. 
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Chapter 24 

Opal Street 
 

òThere he is,ó Jen said. 

On the screen was the Governor surrounded by a semi-circle of the six major 

Democratic candidates, four men and two women, 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 them in strobe-like unreality. 

The scene shifted to the national news anchor. òThe man standing in the middle of that 

group of presidential aspirants is Liam Devlin, three-term governor of New Hampshire. One of 

the major stories weõll be covering next week is the New Hampshire Primary Fair, for this year 

Governor Devlin may very well select the next President of the United States. 

òSo next week we will be on location at the New Hampshire Primary Fair to give you 

on the spot coverage of this startling development early in the presidential campaign.ó 

* * * 

Minutes later the front door bell rang. Standing there in full uniform was Sergeant 

Krueger and another state trooper, rugged like Krueger with buzz-cut blonde hair. 

òYour Honor, we meet again,ó he said affably. òIõm in charge of your security detail.ó 

I let them in, and we went to the family room where Jen was. After introducing 

everyone, Krueger started. òWe want to make this as comfortable for you as possible. There will 

be three shifts: six p.m. to two a.m.; two a.m. to ten in the morning; and ten until six. Weõll 

guard you from outside the house. That way we wonõt interfere with your normal life. If you 

have any questions or concerns, let us know. After we leave here, weõll contact all your 

neighbors so as not to alarm them. How many phones do you have and where are they?ó 
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òOne in our bedroom and that one there,ó Jen answered, pointing to the phone on the 

counter. 

òIf you need us, donõt use them. This will be a lot quicker.ó He pulled a walkie-talkie 

from his jacket. òJust press here. If you hear anything funny, or even if you just have an 

intuitionóñJen and I exchanged glancesñòcall us immediately. Let us take care of it.ó 

I nodded my agreement. 

òA couple of other things. At night leave the lights on and the shades open, except, of 

course, your bedroom curtains.ó Krueger smiled patronizingly down at Jen who gave him a 

clenched grimace in return. òThat will allow us to see into the house. Obviously, you can have 

free run of the house, but at night if youõre going to leave the bedroom or bath area, please call 

us on the walkie-talkie so weõll know the shadow having a midnight snack is you.ó Krueger 

chuckled and then continued with his instructions. òOne final thing, do either of you have any 

weapons?ó 

òNo,ó I answered. 

òThatõs fine. If you did, we would need to know their locations, so we could secure 

them quickly in case something did happen. One less thing to worry about in the event 

something happens.ó He smiled sympathetically. òLetõs hope nothing does.ó 

òCross our fingers,ó I said with a hint of sarcasm. 

* * * 

Half an hour later, I was sitting at the desk on the far wall of the living room paying 

some bills. Jen, who was reading, called to me. òTony, look, theyõre giving LL a hard time.ó 

His Cadillac was stopped at the end of the driveway. Standing next to it, 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 



 

Ò Bob Morrill     177      

finger at Kruegerõs face and leaned into him, physically trying to intimidate him. Krueger held 

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. 

òYour babysitters donõt want me staying tonight.ó LL nodded at Krueger, who was a 

few steps behind. 

Not bothering to waste his breath on LL, Krueger spoke directly to us. òI tried to 

explain that an extra person unnecessarily complicates our assignment.ó 

Sarcastically LL asked, òMay I go to the bathroom now, officer?ó He held up his hands 

in resignation. òIõll try to be quick.ó 

Krueger didnõt respond. LL strode across the family room and down the hall. 

òI know LL is a friend, Judge, but even one extra person makes our job more difficult. 

He used to be my training officeróñKrueger said without any sense of lossñòwhen I started 

in the State Police. Probably doesnõt like taking orders from someone he trained. Canõt say I 

blame him.ó 

A short silence followed. Then we all heard LL close the bathroom door. As he 

marched through the family room, he curtly nodded to Jen and me. òõNight.ó Without a word 

he brushed past Krueger, who shrugged at us and followed him all the way to his car. 

To Jen I had excused LLõs mood as exhausted crankiness at having to take 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 of our toilet was LLõs gun, its oily gunmetal in bold 

relief to the cool white porcelain. Apparently LL hadnõt used the guest bath in hall. A note, 

meticulously printed on a small lined sheet, rested under it. òJust in case,ó it read ominously. 
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òI donõt like this,ó Jen said. òWhat are you going to do?ó 

òBrush my teeth and go to bed.ó 

òLL left this for a reason.ó 

The gun puzzled me, too. It had only been a couple of nights ago that LL had advised 

me that I was safer without a gun than with one. And now he left one in my bathroom, òjust in 

case.ó But I didnõt want to unnecessarily alarm Jen. òProbably feels bad that he canõt be here to 

guard us,ó I explained, casually picking up the gun. It felt heavy and cold. òSomething to ease 

his conscience.ó 

A few minutes later Jen crawled into bed, cuddling up next to me. There have been few 

times in my life when I 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 body sank heavily into the bed, my muscles 

limp, my nerves at ease. Jen breathed softly against my chest. The red block letters of the clock 

shone ò10:22.ó Next to the clock the reddish outline of LLõs gun dimly glistened. It was the last 

thing I remembered before free falling into a deep, carefree sleep. 
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Saturday 
Chapter 25 

Kruegerôs Cruiser 
 

The next thing I felt was someone roughly shaking me. The room was pitch black. 

Through sleep-laden slits I saw the red numerals, ò2:13.ó 

òTony, for Chrissake, wake up!ó 

LL was leaning over my bed, his big hand gripping and pushing my shoulder. A black 

knit watch cap covered his head. 

òGet up!ó he growled in a low voice. 

I sat up. òWhat the hell.ó 

Jen propped herself up on an elbow. òLL, what are you doing here?ó she asked sleepily. 

òWhat time is it?ó 

òYouõve got to get out of here. Now!ó 

òWhat?ó 

LL continued to whisper hoarsely. òYour security guard just deserted their post. 

Somethingõs up. We need to get the hell out of here!ó 

I swung my legs to the floor. LL moved to Jenõs side of the bed and unceremoniously 

shoved her into her wheelchair. I yanked on my pants, grabbed a sweater, and stepped into my 

running shoes. 

òTony, my sweatshirt,ó Jen whispered. I tossed it onto her lap as LL wheeled her out of 

the bedroom. 

òHave you got the gun?ó LL asked over his shoulder. 

I 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. I hoped the safety was in good 
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operating order. 

The hall was dark. Beyond it, the 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 stopped 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 werenõt state troopers. 

òLetõs get out of here,ó I whispered at LL. It was nearly a whistle. My throat had 

constricted to the size of a straw. 

òTheyõll see us with the lights. Stay below the windowsills. You help Jen. Iõll take the 

wheelchair.ó 

Jen turned around. Her hair was tousled with sleep, but her face was stretched tight 

with panic. I didnõt know what scared her more, the three men headed toward the house or 

being dependent on someone else for locomotion. LL didnõt care. Without asking heõd already 

begun to lift Jen, wearing only her UNH sweatshirt and menõs pajamas, out of her wheelchair. 

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. 

òItõs okay, Jen.ó I knelt down. òGrab my shoulders.ó 

LL folded up her wheelchair. òLetõs go!ó On all fours, LL crawled out into the brightly-

lit living room. One hand held his gun. The other hand towed the wheelchair. With Jen clinging 

to my back, I followed. We skittered across the floor like raccoons running from a flashlight. 

Reaching up, LL slowly slid open the patio slider to the backyard. I 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 staccato. 

òMy bagó she whispered. Her hand pointed at her canvas boat bag sitting next to a 

chair at the family room table. I scuttled a few steps sideways, and Jen grabbed the bag.  

LL had crawled down the short ramp to the patio and then darted sharply right into the 

dark shadows of the house. His eyes and gun scanned the back yard as he unfolded the chair. I 

dragged Jen out and the two of us crept over next to LL, out of the sliderõs oblong of light. I 

barely noticed the chilly air, but for some unknown reason I worried about Jenõs bare feet. 

òThe slider,ó LL whispered. From the shadows I reached up to slide it shut. Before it 

closed completely, I heard the creak of the kitchen door being slowly opened. 

òWhich way?ó LL whispered, as we helped Jen into her chair. I pointed toward a couple 

of stubby pines behind the garage that provided the nearest cover. Designed for harder 

surfaces, the wheelchairõs thin tires made for tough going on the lawn. Despite that, with Jenõs 

strong arms driving the rims forward and with me pushing for all I 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 lawn with a dancerõs light feet. 

From behind the trees we watched the two men slink across the family room. Gloved 

hands cradled automatic weapons. 

òWeõve got to move. In another second theyõll see youõre missing.ó 

òWho are they?ó Jen whispered, as we started off. 

LL answered, òBeats me, but Iõm not interested in waiting around for a formal 

introduction.ó 

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 marked our breaths. 

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 sections of high stockade fence kept kids from using the alley as a shortcut. 

I knew what he had in mind. Once over the fence, weõd be out of sight. 

We made a mad dash for the alley. There would be only seconds before one of our 

pursuers would be at the back of the houses, peering down between them. Against the fence, 

weõd be exposed like bugs on a wall. 

òThrow me the chair and then Jen,ó LL commanded. He leapt up, grabbed the top of 

the fence, and noisily heaved his bulky body over it. Jen had already lowered herself out of her 

chair and was sitting on the ground. I raised the folded chair up to the top of the fence and 

tipped it over. On the other side LL caught it. I grabbed Jen under her arms and boosted her 

up. Once she grasped the top of the fence, her strong arms hoisted her body up so her waist 

was even with the top of the fence. While I 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 higher her lower body went until, at the apex of the swing, her legs 

were nearly parallel with the top of the fence. 

òOn three,ó I said. òOne, two, three.ó At the top of the third swing, I pushed Jenõs legs 

up and over the fence. One pajama pant leg caught on a picket, and her bare foot pointed up 

into the night sky. 

òIõve got her, Tony,ó LL called out in a hushed voice. 

I leapt up and pushed Jenõs leg up to free it. There was a tearing sound, and her leg 

disappeared. LL grunted as he caught Jenõs full weight. 
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I jumped up again, clasping the top of the fence. My running shoes clattered against it. 

Ahead I could see LL and Jen, her chair in the lead, already racing down the driveway between 

the two houses toward the cul-de-sac in front of them. 

Behind me I heard a low voice bark, òHey.ó 

Fast footfalls came down the grassy passage. In two noisy swings I 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. I grabbed it and, just as a face rose over the 

top, I smashed the fingers. 

His eyes popped, and he yelped with pain. With a thud he hit the ground. 

I stepped quickly toward the house to return the rake. Gunfire erupted from the other 

side of the fence, muffled, like bursting bubble-wrap. The bullets ripped through the fence, 

riddling it with holes, thudded down the wall of the house opposite me. I pressed my body tight 

against the side of the house. The shots pinged into the engine compartment of the pick-up 

parked in the 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. 

òCut it out! Youõll wake up the whole fucking neighborhood,ó another voice growled. 

The bullets stopped, only a couple of feet away from me. If I hadnõt replaced the rake, 

Iõd have been a jigsaw puzzle with a quarter of its pieces missing. òEvery tool in its place; a 

place for every tool.ó I thought back to my fatherõs oft-repeated maxim. Who would have 

imagined it would have saved my life. I didnõt ponder my luck for long. I ran like hell. At the 

end of the house, I 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. 

òAre you all right,ó Jen asked, when I caught up to them. 

òIõm alive and no holes.ó 
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òWhat happened?ó LL asked. 

òOne of them started to climb the fence. I slammed his fingers with a rake and he 

opened fire. Missed me, thank God.ó The simple act of articulation drained the melodrama 

right out of it. 

 Maplewood, usually a busy street with homes and small businesses, was empty. We 

slowed to a trot. 

òI did learn a lesson from all this shit.ó 

òWhat?ó Jen asked. 

òAlways return what you borrow.ó I started laughing, the giggles replacing panic. 

òWhat!ó said LL. 

A truck came down Maplewood, headed toward town. I 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. 

òHowõd you know they were coming?ó I asked LL. 

òDo you know Krueger?ó 

òNo.ó 

òI was his training officer,ó LL puffed. Long distance running was clearly not one of his 

strengths. òHeõs the shiftiest, slimiest lowlife to ever wear the tan and green.ó 

A long gray sedan, its lights out, stole up beside us. The driverõs window was down. The 

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. 

òRide anyone?ó 

òIt was you,ó LL snarled. òI should have known. What a fuckinõ weasel.ó 

òLL, raise ôem! You too Judge, and the missus.ó LL glared at Krueger, his eyes angry 
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lasers. Krueger laughed. òLL, Iõll be happy to drop you right here. But it wonõt be just you; itõll 

be these other two as well. So either start making nice or praying, because right now those are 

your only options.ó 

Slowly LL put his hands above his head. 

òLady, I want you to reach inside LLõs jacket and pull out his weapon, real carefully.ó I 

inched my hips sideways to conceal the gun in my waistband. òThis is an automatic. It can spray 

fourteen bullets in less than a second, so donõt get cute.ó 

Jen swiveled her chair around and reached inside LLõs coat. She felt along his belt. LL 

stared skyward with embarrassment. Her hands patted their way upward until she found his gun 

holstered against his left side. 

òHold it by the barrel with two fingers. Thatõs it. Now hand it to me, real easy. Good 

girl.ó Krueger stepped from the car to retrieve the gun from Jen. 

òJudge, you help the little lady get in the car.ó 

Shielding the gun in my waistband from Kruegerõs view, I stepped to the back door and 

opened it. Jen angrily wheeled over to the door and, with one easy motion, vaulted herself into 

the back seat. I knew what she was thinking: Even if the remainder of her life was going to be 

very short, she was determined not to let Krueger think she was some helpless crip. I folded up 

the wheelchair and slid it past her. 

òOkay Judge, now you get in. No funny business or everyone dies.ó 

I got in the back seat next to Jen. I grabbed her hand and held it in mine, stroking it, as 

if to comfort her, and then I pressed it against the gun in my waistband. When she felt the 

pistol, her head snapped around. 

Krueger looked into the back seat. òHey! Love birds, put your hands on the back of the 

seat where I can see them. Both of you!ó He waved his gun at us. 




