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A Sunday in July 
Chapter 1 

M.V. Owaissa 

Piscataqua River 

Portsmouth, New Hampshire 
 

“Tony, I told you I‟d do it myself,” my wife Jennifer hissed. 

“Okay, okay, I was only trying to help,” 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 Jen‟s 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 Jen‟s 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 her—

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, Owaissa‟s first mate 

and ticket-taker. 

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

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

diving onto the dock below. 

I wrestled with her chair. “Hold still!” 

“I am!” 

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 
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down and across her shins to hold her legs from slipping out of the footrest. Stretched out this 

way, her face was inches from mine, and her 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, “Tony, let me get up. I‟ll use the 

railing.” 

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 mine—to save her 

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

“Look,” I muttered firmly, “Just give us a chance, we‟ve almost got it.” Not waiting for 

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

it.” 

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

thought the wheel might break. Still they weren‟t 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 gangway‟s railing and started to hoist herself out 

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

Cowell Stadium—slipped out of the footrests and dangled loosely. 

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

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

Captain Sean Devlin continued to broadcast. “Well Jennifer Paris, looks like you‟re 

causin‟ a bit of a traffic jam.” 

Jen let herself back down. Showily, Sean strode down the gangway. His captain‟s 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. 

“Hold on, Jen,” he said. A quick kick smashed the offending railing. “See Judge, nothin‟ 

to it.” 

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, 

“Who says the M.V. Owaissa ain‟t handicap accessible?” 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. 

“So there he was flounderin‟ and barkin‟ like a drunkin‟ seal. I sure didn‟t 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 flappin‟ shark. Says I humiliated him, caused him…” He turned to me. 

“Whaddaya call it…mental anguish and emotional distress, that‟s it, mental anguish and 

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

puke sink. „Course I‟m no expert, but I do believe that drownin‟ puts a nice finishin‟ touch to 

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

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

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

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

with reproach. “If I need help, I‟ll ask for it.” 

“I‟m sorry.” 

“It‟s not like I‟ve never told you.” 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, “…particularly, you men. This is not 

just a masculine/feminine thing, like opening a car door. I‟m 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.” 

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

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

come to understand that my concern sprang from love. 

Trying to take the offensive, I said, “It didn‟t seem to bother you when Sean carried you 

aboard.” 

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

entertain the tourists. It was a joke.” 

“So when it‟s a joke, it‟s okay, but when I do it out of love, it‟s all wrong. Now I see.” 

“You‟re making a big deal out of this.” she said, her voice rising. 

“You‟re the one who started.” 

“Me?” she exclaimed loudly. 

“Shh,” I whispered, “we don‟t need everyone aboard to hear us.” 
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“Don‟t shh me,” 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. 

Sean‟s voice came over the loudspeaker. “Welcome aboard the M.V. Owaissa, 

Portsmouth‟s premier sightseeing ship, captained by your own Sean Devlin, the best sailor and 

biggest liar, exceptin‟ lawyers, north of Boston.” 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 Roosevelt‟s coattails, he had been elected New Hampshire‟s first 

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

Angelina, bought fish from my grandfather‟s wagon. Later, Sean‟s 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 father‟s 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 Liam‟s auto dealerships. 

Settling lower in the water, the Owaissa‟s engines ramped to full power and it surged 

forward. The rumble of the PA filled the lower deck. “Everything 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, you‟ll be certifiable.” 

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. 

“Compliments of the captain.” 

Jen and I each took one. “Thanks.” 

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

Once doomed for “urban renewal,” Strawberry Banke had been transformed into Portsmouth‟s 

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 hiker…and 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 Guard‟s white cutter, a distinctive angular red 

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

Atlantic. 

Lexie fished a pack of Camel filters out of her short‟s pocket. 

Jen asked, “Can I have one?” She had started occasionally smoking after her accident, 

beguiling herself with the notion that if she never bought or carried cigarettes she wasn‟t 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 “two-footed wharf 

rats.” 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 parent‟s dismay, her lover. Fortunately for 

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

didn‟t last long, but Sean and Lexie continued as boat mates and best friends. 

Affectionately titled “UNH‟s oldest living freshman” 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. 

“Come in,” 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 Hampshire‟s richest 

men and, following in his grandfather‟s 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. 

“Think Jen‟s forgiven you, Tony?” he asked. 

“We all do stupid things, but that was a real doozie.” 

“Well, I‟ve done a couple of stupid things in my life too.” 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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“You staying out of trouble?” I asked, trying to make the question sound lighthearted. 

 Sean seemed unaffected and answered naturally. “Super. 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. She‟s trying to straighten me out, but it‟s a bit 

like trying to sweep a mud flat clean.” 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. “Since 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.” 

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

raised draw of Memorial Bridge and were pointed at the Owaissa‟s 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. 

“It‟s been a pleasure turnin‟ all you landlubbers into old salts and fillin‟ your heads with 

yarns. I‟ve lived on the Piscataqua all my life. It‟s 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 you‟ve heard the best of those legends and stories. The 

secrets…well, the secrets I‟ll keep to myself.”
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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 wasn‟t doing the trick. After the previous night‟s disaster with Jen, I hadn‟t 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 

didn‟t 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 autumn‟s 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 

wouldn‟t 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. We‟d try to recreate the electricity 

we‟d once felt, but both of us knew the truth. I‟d study her eyes, wondering if she was searching 

her nerves for the memory of the sensations that she‟d 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 hadn‟t 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 Jen‟s 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. “Would you like to make love?” 

That summer Jen‟s interest in babies had come out of the blue. I‟d 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 didn‟t say anything, but Jen could sense my answer. She caressed me for a few 

moments. “Won‟t you at least consider it?” 

“I‟m just not ready,” I explained, which was sort of true. 

“It sure feels like you‟re ready,” she whispered, playfully touching me. 
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“You know what I mean.” 

Jen went back up onto her elbow. “I‟m thirty-four,” she declared, her unfinished point 

obvious. 

I didn‟t answer. What could I say that wouldn‟t hurt? Finally I muttered, “I know, I 

know, but it just doesn‟t feel right to me. And you have to admit that there are dangers.” 

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

down with unnecessary complications. We‟d survived one catastrophe—Jen fell only six 

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

thought. 

“If you want me to agree that pregnancy and childbirth can be risky, okay, I agree.” Her 

voice was flinty with frustration. “But Dr. Burke says that my risks aren‟t any greater than an 

able-bodied person and neither are the baby‟s. Why don‟t you go talk to her,” and she added, 

“like I‟ve been asking?” 

“I will, soon. I promise.” 

To an empty ocean I muttered, “Oh shit.” I had meant to call Dr. Burke that day but 

had entirely forgotten—another 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 Devlin‟s 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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“Sean,” I called out. “Sean!” 

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. “Sean!” I shouted toward the cabin. “Sean!” 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 “Just a minute,” or more 

to the point “Get the fuck off my boat!”  

From outside the cabin I hollered “Sean,” 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. “What, you doin‟ a 

little piratin‟ on the side, Tony?” 

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 he‟d 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. “The Motor Vessel Owaissa, the 

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

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

“Eh, el captaino, how‟re they bitin‟? Over.” 

“Lexie, it‟s me, Tony. Do you know where Sean is? Over.” 

“What are you doing on the Colleen D?” she spluttered. “Over.” 

“I was out fishing and came across her. She was just drifting. The boat‟s full of empty 

beer cans and no sign of Sean. Over.” 

“Where are you?” 

“Off Wallis Sands, near Seal Rocks. I‟m going to call the Coast Guard.” 

“No,” she shouted over the airwaves. “Not the Coast Guard. If he‟s okay, and you call 

the Coast Guard, he‟ll kill you. I‟ll be out there in fifteen. Wait until then.” 

“Okay,” 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 wouldn‟t have swum to shore, he would have 

climbed right back aboard the Colleen D. The engine hadn‟t been running so the boat wasn‟t 

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

coming in and our boats were drifting closer to Seal Rocks. Cranking up the Colleen D‟s 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. “Phew.” She said, turning 

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

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

“Maybe,” I suggested, gesturing out toward the open North Atlantic, “he went off with 

one of his drinking buddies.” 

“If he‟d gone off with someone, he would have moored or anchored the Colleen D. 

Sean wouldn‟t leave a boat driftin‟ no matter how drunk he was.” Continuing to shake her head, 

Lexie studied the cockpit. “Something‟s not right.” Hurriedly, almost panicky, she checked all 

the instruments, switching them on and off. “Was the engine running?” she asked. 

“No, I started it up to move to deeper water. Nothing was on that I could see.” 

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. “Sean wasn‟t drinking like this anymore.” 

 Lexie would have known that better than me, but the number of beer cans hadn‟t 

surprised me. “Do you know where he was going?” 

“Tuna fishing,” she answered, peering around the boat perplexedly. 

“Maybe he changed his mind.” 

“I don‟t think so. Today was a perfect day to hunt tuna, flat-ass calm.” She took a deep 

drag off her cigarette. 

“We better call the Coast Guard,” I suggested softly. “He could be swimming for his 

life out there, right now.” 

Lexie didn‟t 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. “He‟s a pretty rugged guy, Lexie. He could last a long time out 

there.” 
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Lexie‟s voice firmed up. “I‟m tellin‟ you, he isn‟t swimming around someplace. I don‟t 

care how much he had to drink”—she kicked one of the empties—“Sean wouldn‟t have fallen 

overboard on one the calmest days of the year.” She motioned at the console. “And he 

wouldn‟t have turned off the engine and every radio.” 

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. “Sean wants me to sit for my 

captain‟s ticket this winter.” 

“Captain Lexie Butterfield. Sounds good.” 

“He‟s thinking about buying another boat for me, the Lady Islington.” A small sob 

finished the sentence. 

“Nice name.” I put my arm around her shoulder. “He‟ll be all right.” 

The Coast Guard‟s 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, 

“Bosun Mate Thomas Rasmussen.” 

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. “He‟s not swimming out there someplace.” She made a slow, 
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dismissive backhanded swipe at the ocean, as flat and gray as the low blanket of clouds. 

“Something‟s happened to him.” 

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

he wasn‟t about to ignore an attractive young woman‟s 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 

couldn‟t have fallen overboard and hadn‟t gone off with friends. All the while Rasmussen 

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

didn‟t even like Budweiser.” 

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

boats and said, “We should get Captain Devlin‟s boat into shore so we can start searching for 

him.” I didn‟t know whether he said “captain” out of respect for Sean or to ingratiate himself 

with Lexie. 

I asked Lexie, “Will you be all right taking the Owaissa in?” 

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

“If you like,” Rasmussen volunteered quickly, “I could tow Captain Devlin‟s boat 

behind the Owaissa. Then we”—he motioned at his crew—“could start searching for him right 

away.” 

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 Jones‟s locker? 

* * * 

I moored our Boston Whaler on Sagamore Creek in front of my little sister Lucy‟s 

house, and as soon as the boat was secured, I went in to call Sean Devlin‟s 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 Devlin‟s 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 Devlin‟s voice was unmistakable, commanding but with an amiable Irish lilt. 
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“Judge Tony, what‟s this about Sean?” 

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

found. I didn‟t mention Lexie or her doubts. “And I wanted you to know before you heard it 

on the news.” 

“Thanks Tony, I had always expected this type of end for Sean, but not this soon.” 

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 hadn‟t found him by then, 

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

wouldn‟t give up hope quite yet.” 

“I just know my brother too well to hold out much hope.” His last few words were 

thick with grief. 

I passed along my family‟s 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 didn‟t 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, “Hi, how‟re you feeling?” 

She frowned and her tone was hard. “Tony, I‟m feeling fine. Okay?” 

“Sorry, only asking.”  

“You always ask how I‟m feeling. If I was standing here glistening from three sets of 

tennis, you wouldn‟t ask „how I was feeling.‟ But because I‟m paralyzed, you always ask, „how 

do I feel?‟ Which, of course, only reminds me that my legs don‟t work.” 

“Come on Jen, it‟s a figure of speech,” I replied, my dander rising a bit. 

“It‟s like pushing my chair. It‟s another reminder that I‟m paralyzed.”  

“Maybe I should go out and come in again.” 

“Maybe you should,” she said, more to herself than to me. “Sorry, I‟ve had a rotten day. 

I‟ve been trying to finish this grant proposal.” 

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. 

“Okay,” I said. “Let‟s start again. You say, „Hi, my oh-so-precious husband. You‟re so 

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

A crooked grin crept across her face. “Hi, my oh so precious husband. You‟re so kind 

and sweet and…I forget the rest,” she teased. 

“Good-looking! ” I prompted, leaning down for a kiss. “How can you forget „good-

looking?‟ ” 

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

today?” 

“You got the message I was going fishing?” I asked. 

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

“Well, I‟ve got some real bad news.” Jen‟s expression became serious and concerned. 

“Down off Wallis Sands I bumped into Sean Devlin‟s lobster boat just drifting. He was gone, 

and so far no one can find him.” 

“Omigod! Sean? I can‟t believe it.” 

“The 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.” 

“Oh that is so terrible. Just when he was beginning to settle down a little.” 

While Jen began preparing dinner, I related the whole story, including Lexie‟s doubts 

and my belief that it was probably suicide. 

“How‟s Lexie taking it?” Although technically aunt and niece, Jen and Lexie were as 

close as sisters. 

“Not good. She cried some, and a Coast Guard guy had to bring in the Owaissa for 

her.” 
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“I should call her.” 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 father‟s 

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 Bud—same brand, it 

occurred to me, that was on Sean‟s boat—I 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 Hampshire‟s first in the nation Presidential primary. 

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

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

“Not anymore. The primary season is so short and there are so many primaries jammed 

together after New Hampshire‟s that the candidates have to get a running start if they expect to 

have a chance.” 

“It‟s ridiculous to have to watch them now. God knows we‟ll see enough of them 
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before it‟s over.” 

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

“The 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, we‟re 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.” 

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 didn‟t 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. “This guy is begging for Devlin‟s support. It‟s pathetic.” 

Smooth as store-bought bread, the senator said, “Yes, 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.” The Senator mugged for the camera. “And Governor, if you‟re 

watching, I‟ll be in New Hampshire for another three days, and I‟d be happy to meet with you 
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anytime.” 

The anchor and the senator chuckled. 

Jen said, “Was he born sleazy, or do you think he had to learn to act that way?” 

“Senator, we‟ve heard the governor mentioned as a Vice Presidential candidate. Would 

you care to comment on that?” 

“Be happy to. I‟ve met with Governor Devlin, and I‟ve discussed that very subject with 

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

nominees. He‟s certainly on mine!” 

“If he were to endorse you, would you offer him second-spot on your ticket, Senator?” 

The answer sounded practiced. “Well, he hasn‟t promised me his support, and I haven‟t 

offered him the position, so I really can‟t answer that question right now.” 

“You want to click that off?” Jen nodded in the direction of the television. “Dinner‟s 

ready.” 

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. 

“Who won?” 
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“Red Sox. Came back in the eighth.” 

“You must be happy.” 

“Yeah,” I answered warily. 

She sighed and shifted against me. “Poor Sean. Do you think there‟s a chance he‟s alive 

someplace?” 

“Unless he‟s on a major binge, I doubt it,” I answered. 

“Do you think there might be, you know, foul play?” 

Hearing my private thoughts out loud slowed my answer. “Maybe.” A couple of 

seconds later, I asked, “Did you know Sean‟s father committed suicide?” 

“I vaguely remember you telling me…a long time ago.” 

“We were just kids, but it makes you at least wonder if that isn‟t what happened.” 

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 Buehler’s 

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 around—they 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 motive—felonious parsimony—it was too late. We‟d become friends. Good 

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

LL‟s apartment was on the second floor of an old Victorian on Orchard Street—only a 

couple of blocks from Sean Devlin‟s mansion on Middle—owned by a woman he referred to as 

“Widow Buehler.” A driveway led to a one-stall garage, and I pulled in. LL‟s ten-year-old 

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

Saturn, permanently occupied the garage. Widow Buehler‟s and the other tenant‟s cars were 

parked in the open, exposed to elements. 

“So,” he announced, as he squeezed his bulky body into the passenger seat, “I heard 

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

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

Sean Devlin‟s 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 didn‟t 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. “Don‟t you think there‟s 

something odd about that?” I finished up. 

I had good reason to hope LL might have some insight into Sean‟s 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. 

“He got drunk and drowned,” LL answered curtly, returning to my paper. 

* * * 

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

and apropos vanity plate, “X-S,” blocked the entrance to my side of the garage. Parked behind 

it was a Geo Metro that I didn‟t recognize. Jen‟s 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 didn‟t approve of smoking in our 

house, they‟d hidden their cigarettes, and I didn‟t say anything. 



 

 Bob Morrill     30      

“Tony,” Lexie nearly shouted, “Someone tried to rob Sean‟s house and Susan found 

him.” 

“You‟re Susan?” I asked the stranger. 

“Susan McFarland,” Lexie answered for her. “Sean‟s girlfriend. She‟s been staying at his 

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

Susan wore a Yoken‟s waitress‟ 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. 

“Sorry we have to meet under these circumstances.” 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. 

“Tony,” Lexie repeated, “someone broke into Sean‟s house!” 

“I heard you.” I asked Susan, “I assume you‟re all right?” 

“Yes, I‟m fine, thanks.” 

“Did you call the police?” I asked Lexie. 

“Susan did before she called me. Some cop fresh out of „Police Academy‟ came over. 

Since nothing was missing, he didn‟t seem very interested.” Lexie became more insistent, her 

tone more pressured. “Tony, this has something to do with Sean‟s disappearance.” 

“What did the policeman say?” 

“I tried to tell him it was somehow connected to Sean‟s being gone but got no place. 

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

robbing the house of a guy lost at sea.” 

“I gather they didn‟t catch him.” 

Susan shook her head no. 
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Lexie said, “I told you, he raced out the back door the second Susan arrived.” 

“You saw him?” I asked Susan. 

“Only from the back, and only for a second.” 

“Could you identify him?” 

“No,” she answered softly, “I never saw his face.” 

“He was carrying a cardboard carton,” Lexie interjected. Susan nodded her agreement. 

“What did he take?” 

Again Lexie answered, “Nothing 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.” 

“Did you search the house?” 

“Have you ever been in that place?” Lexie huffed. 

More calmly Susan explained. “It‟s a huge house and the Devlins have an awful lot of 

stuff.” 

“And who knows what was in that box,” Lexie added. 

“Any sign of a break-in?” I asked. “Any doors or windows jimmied?” 

“You don‟t have to break in to get in there.” Susan answered. “Sean never locks 

anything. Anybody could waltz in. I don‟t even know where the keys are.” 

“I have to start dinner,” Jen interrupted. “Why don‟t you stay and eat?” 

“No, thank you,” Susan replied, “I have to pick up my son at my mother‟s.” 

“And I‟m going to stay with them at Sean‟s,” Lexie piped up, rising off the sofa. “Keep 

Susan company.” 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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“That burglar had to have taken something,” I said. 

“What do you mean?” 

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

on the spot and run like hell.” 

* * * 

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. “Do you find 

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

“No, no,” I answered, too quickly and too defensively. “You‟re beautiful, you‟ve always 

been beautiful.” 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. 

“Well, what is it?” 

“I don‟t know,” I sighed. 

“It‟s not like I sexually gave up on you after my accident.” 

“Yeah,” I admitted guiltily. 

“Is there someone else?” 

“God no. Don‟t even think that.” That was true, there hadn‟t been anyone else, but I 

couldn‟t say the fantasy hadn‟t crossed my mind. 

She waited. “What then?” 

It was my turn to pause. “It‟s this baby business. I know it‟s me, but it‟s taken me this 

long to adjust to your accident. And I‟m not sure I‟m ready for a baby. Not yet.” That wasn‟t 

the entire truth, but it would have to do. 

“That‟s 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 you‟d come around. But with you it‟s the same old bottom line, I‟m damaged 

goods”— 

“No, Jen”— 

“No 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. „Oh poor Tony, he‟s so good to his crippled wife,‟ ” 

she mimicked. 

“Come on Jen, let‟s talk about this in the daylight.” 

“Hurt too much?” she demanded. “Imagine 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!” 

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

with no man‟s land in the middle. I heard a small sniffle. 

I loved her, the way she was. Why couldn‟t she see that? Why couldn‟t 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.
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Wednesday 
Chapter 6 

Rockingham County Superior Court 

Brentwood, New Hampshire 
 

A contested divorce that the lawyers had guaranteed would last all day petered out by 

lunchtime, and 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. “There is a young woman here who claims to be your niece,” 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 “Judge,” and instead of being rude to my face, she only insulted me behind my 

back. 

“Margaret, do you think she is just „claiming‟ to be my niece, or do you think she 

actually is my niece?” 

“Judge, do you want me to send her down?” Margaret responded starchily. 

“Only if you‟re certain she‟s not an impostor.” 

“You can go down, Miss,” 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 ladies‟ 

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

chambers. Lexie‟s 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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“Is everything all right?” I asked. 

Her expression tightened to a scowl. “Yeah, peachy.” She proceeded into my chambers. 

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

with your coat,” 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. 

“Thanks,” Lexie said without looking at LL. Her polo shirt was soaked and the logo 

“M.V. Owaissa” clung to the top of her left breast. Taking it all in, open-mouthed for a 

moment, LL stood there with her rain jacket. 

“What, are you going to hold her coat all day or hang it up?” 

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

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

from her face. 

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

did—I could tell right away from the scowl directed at me. He hung Lexie‟s 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. 

Lexie‟s eyes zeroed in on me, and her words spilled out. “No one‟s doing jack shit to 

find Sean. Everyone‟s made up their minds that Sean fell or jumped off the Colleen D. I‟m 

tellin‟ you, he didn‟t. Does it occur to them that a robbery of his house the next day may be 

connected to his disappearance? Nooo!” 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 couldn‟t tell. “I‟m really worried 

about him.” 
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I‟d wondered too about Sean. “What do you think we can do? Any ideas?” 

“I don‟t know, but whatever happened was no accident,” 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. “I want to bring 

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

“Yeah.” 

“LL,” I called out, pretending for Lexie‟s sake that he was farther away than he was. He 

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

“Lexie doesn‟t think Sean Devlin drowned. She suspects foul play.” 

“What makes you think that?” he asked eagerly. I didn‟t 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. “On Sunday he told me that if Monday was nice—the Owaissa had no trips 

scheduled—he 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.” 

“Do you know what time he left?” 

“Susan, Sean‟s girlfriend,” Lexie explained to LL. “ She‟s freakin‟, you know what I 

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

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

“Oops, sorry,” she apologized and with a quick blow spread the ash farther. Cocking her head, 

she shrugged and searched for an ashtray. LL couldn‟t conceal his smile. 

I handed her my coffee mug. “Here, use this. We normally don‟t allow smoking.” 

“You want me to put it out?” she asked, reaching for the mug. 
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“No, go ahead and finish it. Have you talked to the Coast Guard?” 

“Around midmorning, but they didn‟t 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 they‟re in distress.” 

“What about the police?” 

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

they‟re investigating the burglary, but that Sean missing at sea was the Coast Guard‟s job. Won‟t 

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

brother.” Lexie looked over to see my reaction. “Anyhow,” she continued, “no one even 

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

“How about we take another look at the Colleen D?” LL suggested. “Where is it?” 

“At the Coast Guard Station. They‟re holding her right at the end of the pier like some 

friggin‟ trophy.” 

 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 fishermen‟s 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 Sean‟s 

boat. 

“I have to clear it with Governor Devlin‟s personal security detail. Where it was the 

governor‟s brother and all, they asked me as a matter of courtesy to keep them advised. I‟ll call 

you right back.” 

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

unlit cigarette. 

“Lousy weather,” I said, passing time. 

“Yeah, even the lobstermen came in early today. We must‟ve had a foot of rain.” 

We chatted for a couple more minutes when the intercom buzzed. “It‟s someone from 

the Coast Guard to talk to you.” Margaret said. “What would you like me to tell him?” 

“Tell him he can talk to me.” 

“If you say so,” she answered haughtily. 

“Come on down,” he said. 

“We‟ll be there in about forty-five minutes.” I stood up. 

“I‟m sure you‟re very upset,” LL said to Lexie. “I‟ll drive you over, and the Judge here 

can bring me home.” 

I knew he wasn‟t worried a whit about Lexie‟s distress. He wanted to get in that car 

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

“She‟s quite capable of driving herself.” 

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, “Didn‟t you leave early 

on Monday?” 

“Yes,” I snapped back. 

“Oh” she said as snidely as she dared. 

“What a bitch,” 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 Lexie‟s Camaro disappeared into the 

downpour. 

“What possesses you to think that she‟d give an old fart like you the time of day?” 

“Older men have a special allure,” he replied, lifting his chin and modeling his profile. 

“Maybe for the pigeons in Prescott Park.” 

Stopped for a red light at a shopping center entrance, I tried to reason it aloud. “There‟s 

too much that doesn‟t make sense. The burglary. What was in that cardboard carton? All that 

beer? Everything on the boat turned off? What‟d he do? Stop the boat, shut everything down, 

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

“I‟d say so,” LL responded, “and right now a bunch of crabs are having a small buffet.” 

Ignoring his French-Canadian ancestry, LL pronounced “buffet” with a hard “t” 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 Castle‟s 

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 Castle‟s first mourners, cast an eerie gloom. 

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

declared dead?” 
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“After one year,” he answered, savoring the irony of once again supplying the judge 

with the answer to a legal question. 

“Do they ever have a funeral before the year is up?” 

He thought for a second. “I‟ll 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 

couldn‟t prove a lick.” LL shook his head. “They held a memorial service every time two 

reporters came on the same day.” 

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 station‟s parking lot. 

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

tower an unobstructed view back up the Piscataqua and a 270 degree panorama of the river‟s 

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 visitors‟ lot that rainy afternoon, Lexie‟s 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. “Judge Paris,” he said, “Bosun 

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

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. 

“Let‟s go have a look at her,” 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. “How do you get this gas cap off?” 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. “Here you go.” 

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 LL‟s arm with it. After nodding thanks he 

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

“What do you think, Lexie?” 

Lexie studied the measuring stick. “Doesn‟t look like he went far.” 

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. “See if you 

can find a half full or unopened can?” 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. 

“Tony,” he hollered. I peered into the cabin. “Watch this.” He pressed down on the 

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

of his knuckles. “Beer,” he declared. 

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

soaked with beer. Rasmussen and Lexie‟s heads were at the portal. 
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“Did he often soak his cushions in beer?” LL deadpanned to Lexie. 

She wasn‟t amused. “I told you,” she exclaimed. “This whole thing is fishy.” 

“Don‟t go jumping to conclusions,” LL warned. “I‟ve seen a lot weirder stuff than 

this.” 

We all moved back onto the deck. 

“Did you check all the beer cans?” LL asked. 

“All the ones we could find,” Rasmussen answered. 

“Search everyplace. Maybe there‟s something else.” 

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. “Looks like Sean didn‟t make it to lunch,” I said, holding up the 

sandwich. 

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

Sean‟s 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. “It‟s okay, Lexie, it‟s okay.” 

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. 

“Why don‟t you head on home and get some rest.” 
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Too worn out to disagree, she nodded assent. 

“I‟ll drive you,” 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, “Will you talk to Sweets Malloy?” 

“Absolutely,” I glumly answered. 

LL glanced at me, a playful grin dancing across his face. “What a good uncle you are.” 
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Chapter 8 

Portsmouth Police Station 
 

Back in the car LL said with a waggish smile, “This should be rich—a little powwow 

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

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

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

stonily. “Okay, okay, something a little less controversial. How about, „Gee Sweets, is it me or 

my imagination, but have you lost weight?‟ ” 

I had known Franklin Sweetwater Malloy, Portsmouth‟s only black cop, since I was a 

kid, roaming the streets after my dad‟s 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 didn‟t 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 

clients—hopeless 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, he‟d 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 client‟s young confederates and found him not guilty. 

In the hall after the verdict Sweets‟ round face had been dark purple with rage. “How 

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

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

how the game was played. “Sweets, I‟ve got a duty to my client. You know that.” 

“Your duty doesn‟t include encouraging a bunch of coeds to perjure themselves,” he 

snapped. 

Sweets‟ 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 I‟ve always regretted. “Look Sweets, you‟ve 

got your job to do, I‟ve got mine. Today, I did mine better.” 

“You little shit,” he spat. “I‟m going to the Conduct Board.” 

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 Portsmouth‟s a small town 

and, despite his flaws, everyone knew the best detective in Portsmouth—hands down—was 

Commander Franklin Sweetwater Malloy. 

* * * 

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

before she tried Sweets. 

“Straight through, take the stairs, then right to the back of the building,” 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 Sweets‟ carrel. Seated, he could survey the 

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

“Guess you can tell who‟s top dog in this pound,” I whispered as we crossed the open 

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

After spotting us Sweets didn‟t 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. “Got enough seniority that I don‟t 
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have to pass the physical anymore.” 

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, “Control crime, not guns!” 

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

privilege?” 

LL gave him a sharp glance but didn‟t 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 General‟s Office to conduct its own murder investigations, effectively shutting out 

LL‟s team, the Major Crimes Unit. 

As a bailiff LL never paid attention to the criminal cases. “I‟ve seen this stuff a million 

times,” he would dismissively state. “I know more about trying criminal cases than anyone in 

that courtroom, including you.” 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, “Well, Sweets, you know about Sean Devlin‟s 

disappearance and the”— 

“Lost at sea. Coast Guard‟s responsibility,” he interrupted like a metronome ticking off 

a bureaucratic refrain. 

“There‟s 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 boat…” 

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 

Lexie‟s belief that, because of Susan, Sean wasn‟t drinking as much as he once had. Sweets 
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didn‟t take a note…or much interest. 

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

“Well, 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.” The way Sweets 

sneered “your honor,” it sounded like the first cousin to “scumbag.” 

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

worse, we‟ve known each other a long time, long enough for you to call me Tony.” 

“I prefer „your honor.‟ I need to keep reminding myself of your office.” 

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

Sweets, said, “That‟s enough Judge, let‟s get outta here. I got better things to do.” 

“Yeah, it must be two drinks past your happy hour,” Sweets said, hitting each word 

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

the judge, doesn‟t cut any shit with me.” 

LL turned, leaned over the desk, and with a steely staccato tone said, “As 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.” 

Sweets had risen out of his seat and shook his finger under LL‟s nose. “Don‟t pull that 

shit with me, LaCasse. You‟ve got no business buttin‟ your nose in here.” As Sweets‟ 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, “Look LL, we‟re down three officers, and with 

the hiring freeze we can‟t replace them—if at all—until the next budget. We‟ve all been pulling 

extra shifts. We‟re doing the best we can with the burglary, but there isn‟t a hell of lot to go on. 

And even if I thought there was some connection between the two—which I don‟t—I haven‟t 

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 Guard‟s problem, not mine.” 

He paused for a moment and then, looking directly at me, said, “And I‟d say exactly the 

same thing if it was Sean Devlin‟s brother, the governor, lost out there.” A comment I assumed 

was directed at my relationship with the governor. I didn‟t respond. 

“Yeah, but the Coast Guard hasn‟t secured his boat, you don‟t have clue what the thief 

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

“And 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.” 

“I can‟t change that, even if I wanted to. There‟s nothing more I can do today. I will ask 

the Coast Guard to impound the boat.” Sweets fixed LL firmly in his sight. “By the way, I hope 

like hell you didn‟t disturb anything on that boat.” 

“Of course not,” LL lied. 

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

back. She‟s been calling here about him.” 

“I know,” I said sternly to remind Sweets that I was well aware of how she‟d been 

treated. 

He looked up but appeared unruffled. “I‟ll keep you posted but,” he paused, “this isn‟t 

your case LL. Don‟t go making an alp out of an anthill, ” Sweets‟ voice kept its hard edge. 

“We‟re done,” I assured him. I got up to leave. Remaining seated, Sweets started dialing 
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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 dispatcher‟s perfunctory “Have a 

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

behind us, LL‟s fuse reached its end. “The Saddam‟s got more people skills than that asshole.” 

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. “I‟d like to have dumped his fat ass on the 

floor. He‟d be rolling around up there right now, still trying to get up.” 

“He‟s got at least a hundred pounds on you. You‟d both be looking for a chiropractor 

who gives twofer discounts.” 

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. 

“You want to look at the Owaissa and Sean‟s truck? We got the time,” LL suggested. 

“After that lecture. I don‟t think so.” 

“Fuck Malloy. If they haven‟t secured the truck or the boat, he can‟t complain. All we‟re 

going to do is look around. We won‟t touch anything.” 

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

of Portsmouth‟s 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 Jen‟s 

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

was silence. 

In the parking lot above the Owaissa‟s dock we parked beside Sean‟s 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 Sean‟s concerns. 

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

“I thought you said we wouldn‟t touch anything?” 

“I said we wouldn‟t disturb anything, and this”—he gestured at the interior—“is already 

a mess.” 

“I‟m going down to the boat,” I said, not wanting to argue about it. “Maybe there‟s 

something down there.” 

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 Sean‟s truck where LL sat sideways in the 

passenger seat, the door opened and his feet on the ground. “The boat‟s locked up,” I reported. 

“but there was something strange on the bridge.” 

“You always think that bridge is weird. You see that ghost again?” 

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 “Finnan‟s Flop” to LL, and whenever we‟d have to cross the bridge, 

he‟d say things like, “Would you feel better if you held my hand?” or “If this is too scary, we 

can go back.” 

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

“Find anything?” 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 Lexie‟s. “Nothing much.” He paused for 

emphasis and smiled expectantly. “Except that the balance in Sean Devlin‟s 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.” 

“Wow, maybe I should give up judgin‟ and go into the excursion boat business. You 

could be my first mate.” 

“It‟d be a promotion,” 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, “What are you writing?” I 

asked. 

“The checking account number.” 

“The Devlins have got money coming out of their ears,” I said. 

“Then why keep all the deposits to under ten grand?” 

“I don‟t know. Privacy? Coincidence?” 

“What about drugs?” 

“Drugs?” I protested. 

“It‟d be interesting to find out.” 

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 LL‟s apartment. A heavy 

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

sun.  

“LL, why don‟t you come over for a drink and dinner? You can try some good whiskey 

for a change, and I‟m sure Jen has enough dinner to go around.” 

“Naw, I have a very nice dinner planned.” 

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

your goulash?” 

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

banquet. 

“If you‟d rather suck down lousy whiskey and eat year-old goulash by yourself, be my 

guest.” 



 

 Bob Morrill     55      

“Who says I‟ll be dining alone?” he replied, not contradicting my assumptions about his 

beverage and main course. 

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

LL‟s face all the way there. A smile of victory or anticipation? Maybe both. 

“Who‟s the lucky lady tonight?” 

LL lifted his chin and arched his eyebrows suggestively. 

LL had always carried the reputation of a ladies‟ 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 wife‟s 

death from cancer several years earlier, LL‟s 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 Buehler‟s, and as LL exited the car, I asked him, “What do you 

make of all this?” 

“Nothing yet, but as full of beer as Sean must have been, he‟ll 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 we‟ll know a lot more.” 
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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. 

“Rhoda, do you suppose you can get me the records for Sean Devlin‟s father, Patrick 

Devlin?” 

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

where Sean Devlin fell overboard,” she remarked, pulling a card from the drawer. “Here it is, 

76-1268, Patrick Devlin. I‟ll be right back with the file.” 

“Could you get Governor Walter Devlin‟s file too? Might as well look at that while I‟m 

here.” 

“Sure, should be right here.” She riffled through a few more cards. “Ah, here it is, 

Walter Ignatius Devlin, 54-634. I‟ll go get them.” 

“Thanks.” 

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 else—the summer house, approximately seventy thousand in 

stocks, and few thousand more in bank accounts—he 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. “Tony, what 

brings you down here?” she asked amiably. 

“Oh, nothing really, only curiosity.” 

“How‟s Jen?” 

“She‟s fine, thank you.” 

“We‟ll have to get together one of these days.” She glanced down at the files. 

“Devlins?”  

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

probate files on the table. 

“Maybe graft didn‟t pay as well as we all thought,” she said with a sophisticated laugh. 

“Guess not,” I agreed. “Are there any trusts or something that I‟m missing?” 

“Only the guardianship for Colleen.” While rearranging her purse, Skye peeked at her 

watch. 

“I haven‟t seen her around for years.” 

“Tony, I‟m sorry, but I‟m late for a meeting. Give my best to Jen.” 

“Sure, sure, nice to see you.” I called after her, “Hey, Skye, do you know where Colleen 

Devlin is now?” 

“I don‟t remember; it‟d be in her account.” 

I turned back toward the probate office. “Rhoda”— 

“I‟m on my way.” 

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 Lexie‟s 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, “Sean‟s 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.” 

“That seems like a lot, but everyone knows the Devlins got money.” 

“I 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 wasn‟t that much, to Liam in a trust for his wife and Colleen.” 

“Oh, come on,” Lexie protested firmly, swinging her legs off the sofa and sitting up. 

“I‟m 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.” 

“Where did Sean get three hundred thousand then?” Jen asked. “From Liam?” 

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

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

I cocked my head skeptically. 

Looking accusingly at me, Lexie warned, “Don‟t you go getting any ideas that Sean was 

involved in anything shady, because he wasn‟t.” 

My hesitation betrayed my doubts. 

“No way!” Lexie challenged. 

Jen entered the fray. “You don‟t really believe he was involved in drug dealing, do you?” 

“No,” I reassured them, while my mind ran through the possibilities. “I don‟t know 

what to think.” I changed the subject. “Have they learned anything about the burglary at Sean‟s 

house?” 

“I called Sweets Malloy today, but he is such an asshole.” Lexie spat. “I just wanted to 

find out if the cops knew anything…anything at all.” Her voice trailed off. 

“Have they done anything?” I asked. 

Lexie‟s voice was sullen. “As far as I can tell, they haven‟t done shit. I don‟t think he 

knows anything. And I don‟t think he cares either.” 

Jen patted Lexie‟s shoulder reassuringly. 

“Did you know that Colleen lives with her mother down on Little Boars Head?” I 

asked. 

“Sure. Sean visited with her a fair bit.” 

“She was in Sean‟s and my class for a couple of years in school,” I said. “Did you ever 

meet her?” 

“No, Sean said no one was allowed to see her.” 

“Why not?” Jen asked. 

“I dunno. Just weren‟t.”
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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. “First case is all set up. Your 

adoring public awaits.” 

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 couldn‟t be 

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

annihilating the other, they completely ignored their children—which was why they were before 

me in the first place. 

“She‟s a borderline with an overlay of narcissism.” 

“He‟s a dependent personality, who for two years has been taking Prozac for a major 

depressive disorder.” 

As far as I was concerned, both of them belonged in the loony bin. They couldn‟t 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 wouldn‟t 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 didn‟t 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, “Mine.” 

* * * 

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. “What is it?” 

“Your word.” 

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 informant‟s pickings with me, but 

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

tidbit, he‟d 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, he‟d ask for my pledge of secrecy. 
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“Your word,” he repeated. 

I was tempted to cross my heart too, but didn‟t. “Okay.” 

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

called Portsmouth P.D. to see what they‟ve come up with on the Devlin burglary. They‟ve got 

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

and inventoried its contents.” 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. 

“Notice anything missing?” 

I didn‟t need to read it again. “The checkbook.” 

“Yep, and nothing else.” 

“That‟s what he was searching for at the house,” I exclaimed. 

“Maybe,” LL said slowly, as if he were still weighing the idea. “But if he only wanted a 

checkbook, why the cardboard carton?” 

“Good point. Did you tell Sweets?” 

“And admit I had a source in the P.D. and had seen reports from an ongoing 

investigation? Hell no, and don‟t you either.” 

I tilted back in my chair. “The truck was unlocked. Anyone could have taken the 

checkbook. Some kid could be hanging phony paper in Rochester right now.” 

“That‟s possible, but I checked with a friend at the bank. There hasn‟t been any activity 

in the account since last week.” 

I shook my head, still astonished that LL had such easy access to confidential 

information. “Jesus, LL, how do you get this stuff?” 
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“I follow the, „Don‟t ask/Won‟t tell‟ policy. You don‟t ask, and I won‟t tell.” Teasingly 

LL added, “I‟ve got more.” 

I was a little leery of hearing any more of LL‟s illegally obtained information. But my 

overdeveloped curiosity won out. “What?” 

“The woman at the bank, the one who looked up the account for me, I had her check 

into those big deposits.” 

“Yeah.” 

“They all come from a Paine Webber account in Boston.”  

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. “Any idea what‟s in the Paine Webber account, or who controls it?” 

“No, my friend didn‟t know diddly about that.” 

“We‟ve got to get Sweets working on this.” 

“Sweets would fire my source in a heartbeat if he knew he was passing out confidential 

information. He‟s three years shy of retirement. No way!” 

“LL, Sweets can subpoena bank records, he can trace transfers…all legally.” 

“Forget it, he‟d crucify you and me.” 

“Me? I didn‟t ask for a fax of an ongoing investigation. I haven‟t solicited federally 

protected bank records.” 

“No,” he agreed, “but wait until he finds out that a well-known local judge and his 

bailiff, both sworn officers of the law, were pawing through someone else‟s truck last 

Friday…without a search warrant.” 

“We didn‟t need a search warrant!” 

A smile split LL‟s face, his eyes widened in amusement. “You tell it to the judge!” 
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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. 

“How would you like to give those cute buns a workout?” 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.  

“Jen,” I tried to beg off. 

“Afraid of having your pants beaten off?” 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, she‟d zoom ahead. “Not today.” 

Jen stroked my inner thigh and then raised her hand to cup my privates, holding me 

lightly in her hand. “There‟s a prize for second place.” 

Before her accident the winner of our regular tennis matches got sexual favors from the 

loser, a custom that threw a new spin into “love game.” But this was the first time Jen had 

alluded to sexual rewards as part of our regular “run n‟ roll,” as we called our races, and I 

worried about the spoils she might claim for victory. But I was more concerned with mending 

bridges. 

“Okay,” I reluctantly agreed. “Give me a second to change.” 

* * * 
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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 I‟d grown up, an ancient 

subdivision of doll-like brick houses on forty-by-forty lots. We passed my family‟s 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 Jen‟s 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. 

“Maybe next time,” she taunted as she passed. 

“It ain‟t over yet,” 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, Jen‟s 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 

“official” 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 



 

 Bob Morrill     67      

paces. Victory lighted her glistening face and sparkled in her green-granite eyes. 

* * * 

“I got reservations at Alberto‟s for seven,” Jen announced as we reached the bedroom. 

“They paid for the grant application today. I‟ll treat you.” 

“Great.” Squeezed into a brick and stone basement on Penhollow Street, Alberto‟s was 

my favorite restaurant, serving Italian food better than my mother‟s. 

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 Governor‟s Chambers 

on the second floor of the State House, posed in front of one of his corner office‟s 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 Devlin‟s version of “Mr. Smith Goes to 

Concord.” I wanted to gag. 

After exchanging some perfunctory remarks, the correspondent got right to the point. 

“How do you feel about all the attention you‟ve been receiving as a potential running mate to 

one of the Presidential candidates?” 

Devlin bowed his head modestly, as if all the attention bothered him. “I‟m certainly 

very flattered, but my first obligation is to the citizens of this state.” 

“But do you foresee any circumstances where you might accept the second spot on the 

Democratic ticket?” 

His voice still modulated, he answered, “I‟ll be finishing my third term as Governor and 

being Vice President would be a new and exciting challenge, one that I would relish.” 

“There 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.” 

“That‟s 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.” 

“Do you have any timetable for when you‟ll announce the candidate you‟ll be 

supporting?” 

Devlin paused, choosing his words carefully. “In a week and a half, the New Hampshire 

Primary Fair will occur, right out there.” 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. 

“At the Primary Fair I intend to announce my endorsement for President.” The Governor 

married his eyes to the camera, which moved in for a close-up. “Between 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.” 

Let‟s hope, I wished. If Liam Devlin went to Washington, I would certainly sleep a little 

easier. There aren‟t 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 legs—for 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, “Did he say anything about Sean?” 

“No, they‟re talking about the primary,” 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 Governor‟s office were above his left shoulder. “Well, there 

you have it. A week from next Tuesday, right here”—he motioned at the plaza around him—

“Governor Liam Devlin, this state‟s most popular governor ever, will throw his formidable 

support behind one of the Democratic candidates for the Presidency. New Hampshire‟s 

Presidential Primary Fair Day—in the past a festive day of political mingling and „stump 

speeches‟ from the traditional tree stump set on the Statehouse steps—has become the 

watershed event of this political season. Most political analysts are already conceding that Liam 

Devlin‟s decision will decide this race.” 

“He‟s probably just as glad Sean‟s missing,” Jen said out of the clear blue. “A Vice 

Presidential candidate could lose some sleep worrying about Sean‟s shenanigans.” 

“Yeah,” 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. “To second place.” 

It had been six years earlier on a summer Saturday that we had first eaten at Alberto‟s. 

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 Alberto‟s 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 

d‟s notice, “It will be an hour and a half wait,” 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. 

Jen‟s 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 other‟s embrace. 

Jen squeezed my hand, snapping me out of my reverie. “Where you‟d go?” 

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, “You remember 

the checkbook LL found in Sean‟s truck?” 

“Yes, with the huge balance and big monthly deposits.” 

“When the police impounded the truck, the checkbook was gone.” 

Jen brightened with interest as she considered the implications. 

I added, “Of course, the truck wasn‟t locked. Anyone could have taken the checkbook. 

LL also found out that the money came from a Paine Webber account in Boston.” 

“Whose account?” 
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“We don‟t know. His source only gave him the name of the brokerage.” I continued to 

explain why we couldn‟t pass the information about the missing checkbook along to Sweets 

Malloy. “Which is too bad, because Sweets could track down the deposits in an instant. A 

phone call to the Governor‟s office would probably clear it up. I‟d love to know.” 

“Could you call the Governor?” Jen asked. 

“I don‟t think so,” I answered emphatically. 

Jen‟s expression wrinkled quizzically. “What about Colleen Devlin? Would she know?” 

“I doubt it. She was sweet and harmless, but it was obvious that she was a few sticks 

short of a cord. I don‟t think she‟d know anything about where the money comes from.” 

“Still, she might.” 

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. 

“To the sexiest judge I know.” 

* * * 

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. “You feel so good.” 
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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. Jen‟s touch picked up the pace, keeping 

rhythm with my fast breathing. 

Kissing her way up my neck, she whispered, “Tony, let‟s make a baby.” 

I groaned, twisting away from her. 

Her hands slowed only slightly, trying to hold onto the tension. Jen nuzzled into my 

shoulder. “It‟ll be fine. Come on, you‟ll see.” 

I lifted myself onto an elbow. “Jen, I love you, but having children is a big step. It 

shouldn‟t be a decision made when we‟re naked and in bed.”  

Not put off, Jen slid closer to me. Sweetly, seductively she said, “It‟s supposed to be 

spontaneous. People make babies all the time without planning it like a camping trip.” 

Still our embrace felt awkward, and I rolled onto my back. “This is different.” 

“Different?” Her voice turned sharp. “You mean other people have legs. No legs, no 

baby. Is that the equation?” 

“Jen, 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.” 

“If that‟s the problem, then from now on I‟ll get my own water, and I‟ll get the extra 

blanket myself.” 
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“It‟s not that. I‟m only trying to illustrate the problem.” 

“I promise you, you will never, ever have to get up during the night again.” 

“That‟s not the point.” 

“What is the point!” 

“There are lots of complications besides legs.” 

“Like what?” she demanded. We were both on our backs, staring at the ceiling. “I‟ve 

asked you a million times to talk to Dr. Burke. If you don‟t believe me, let her tell you I can 

have a baby.” Her fists pounded the bed. “I can have a baby!” 

I reasoned, “Okay, let‟s assume your pregnancy goes fine, which I‟m 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 

there‟s an emergency? What happens if the baby falls down a flight of stairs? What happens if 

he falls into a pool? Who‟s going to go get him?” 

“Certainly not you, I can see that,” Jen answered acidly. 

“Come on, Jen!” 

“You don‟t want the responsibility, do you? To you a baby would just mean one more 

helpless person you‟d have to care for.” Her voice thickened as she began to cry. “One more 

baby carriage or wheelchair you would have to push around.” 

“It‟s not like that,” I pleaded. “Let‟s try to talk about this.” 

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. 

“Jen,” I said, as I ran my hand along the side of her head. 

She pulled away from me. 

“We‟ll try.” 
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“Oh, that‟s really what I want, intercourse out of pity. No thanks!” 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. 

“Tony,” she said softly, her hand gently shaking my leg. “Tony?” 

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. 

“I‟m sorry about last night. I wanted to make it special.” Her hand patted my thigh. 

“It‟s just that I am sick of all the talking. Any discussion we have always ends at the same 

place—that I‟m a crip. It‟s at the bottom of every decision we make. Whether it‟s having a baby, 

which car we buy, or how you act around me, you always end up reminding me that I‟m the 

one in the chair. Once, just once, I‟d like us to act, to make a decision, like normal people.” 

I opened my mouth to begin my defense. Jen held up her hand. “Let me finish,” she 

said. “I am not helpless. There‟s nothing you can do that I can‟t.” 

“Except walk.” I spoke the words gently, knowing before I said them how much they 

hurt. 

“Except walk,” Jen replied softly and without offense. But her moist eyes betrayed the 

pain my words caused. “Do you see what you just did? You haven‟t heard what I‟m saying. For 

you the bottom line is always my disability. I don‟t have to be able to walk to be mobile. I can 

get around as well as you. Who won the race yesterday? Sure, I can‟t jump from rock to rock at 

the shore, but someday you won‟t be able to either.” 
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“Jen, your disability is reality.” 

“You don‟t get it,” she said, slowly turning her head side to side in resignation. “I‟ve 

learned to live with my disability. I‟m ready to move on with my life, but I‟m not sure you are. I 

love you very much, and I know you love me, but my accident has changed our lives forever. 

I‟m really sorry for that; it‟s not what I would have wished for you…for us. But that‟s history, 

and right now you and I are in different places going different directions.” Jen cast her gaze 

down, pausing before she concluded, “Different enough that both of us need to evaluate what 

the future of this relationship is.” 

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. 

Jen‟s 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. “Tony, I‟m sorry I fell. I really am. I‟m sorry you feel 

you‟re stuck with a cripple.” Her damp eyes shined. 

Shame washed over me like an icy tide, freezing my apologies into unspoken thoughts. 

Jen, I‟m 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 can‟t figure out how to adjust to it better. 

Jen patted me maternally and wheeled toward the kitchen. Matter-of-factly she said, “I‟ll 

make coffee while you shower.” 

* * * 

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 



 

 Bob Morrill     77      

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 Sean‟s 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 “Emerald Shores” 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. 

“Mrs. Devlin?” 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. 

“Tony Parisi,” I said, “from the market.” 
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Parisi was the name I started life with (my father‟s 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 “i,” hoping a more glamorous name 

and a night school degree would catapult me into some wingtipped Boston law firm, which, of 

course, it hadn‟t. 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 mother‟s own proverb gave me solace: “Vinegar has lots of uses, but 

only Jesus can return it to wine.” 

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, “Colleen?” 

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. 

“Who are you?” the young woman asked in a no nonsense tone. 

“An old family friend,” I replied, taking a seat next to Mrs. Devlin. “I went to school 

with Colleen and Mrs. Devlin used to shop at my father‟s market. Parisi and Sons,” I asked, 

hoping she might be familiar with it. 

“You weren‟t invited,” she asked as much as observed. 

“No, I was down this way and thought I‟d stop by.” 
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“How‟d you get in here?” Her surprise was evident. 

I couldn‟t figure out what she meant. “I drove,” I offered, wondering if that was the 

answer she was looking for. 

“No one stopped you?” she asked. 

“No.” 

“You‟ll have to leave.” She rose out of her chair. 

It was my turn to be surprised. “Why?” 

Her voice toughened. “You haven‟t got permission to be here. You should leave right 

now.” 

“I‟ll only be a few minutes,” 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 didn‟t 

have the foggiest notion what I was going to say. How the hell do you ask a question like, “Do 

you know where all Sean‟s money came from?” 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. Colleen‟s 

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, couldn‟t 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 father‟s 

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 Sean‟s 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. 

“Mrs. Devlin, did you know that Sean is missing?” 

Her face sank with concern, and her head moved side to side. 

“I‟m sorry,” I said. “The Colleen D was found on Monday with no one aboard.” I 

didn‟t want to complicate the conversation by telling her that I had been the one to discover 

Sean‟s empty boat. Her expression sank further. Guiltily, as the state troopers approached, I spit 

out my question, “Did you know Sean had a great deal of money in his checkbook?” 

Mrs. Devlin‟s look of concern about her son didn‟t change, but her eyes twitched 

nervously. 

“Do you know where the money might have come from?” I didn‟t know what I was 

thinking. She couldn‟t answer, and the troopers were almost upon us. 

Mrs. Devlin shook her head no, but Colleen came to life. “Roosevelt made us rich,” she 

muttered. “Roosevelt made us rich.” 

Mrs. Devlin shook her head vigorously at Colleen and exhaled a gush of air that 

sounded like “hush.” 

Cackling insanely, Colleen repeated her refrain. “Roosevelt made us rich.” 

“Who are you?” 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, “Hi,” as if I regularly encountered State Troopers with their 

hands inches away from their weapons. “Tony Paris.” I held out my hand. “Judge Paris”— 

“Roosevelt made us rich.” 

“That‟s enough, Colleen,” 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. “What do you want?” he asked. 

“Just a social, condolence call. I was a classmate and friend of Sean, went to school with 

Colleen for a couple of years and”—I nodded in Mrs. Devlin‟s direction—“Mrs. Devlin used to 

shop at my dad‟s market.” 

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

It made me more uncomfortable, and I asked, “What‟s your name?” 

He stared hard before declaring, as if he had solved an equation, “You‟re a superior 

court judge, over in Rockingham County.” 

“Right,” I answered and again asked, “and what‟s your name?” 

Finally, he reached out to shake my hand. “Sergeant Krueger, New Hampshire State 

Police,” he replied, with newfound affability, but his mineral eyes never let go of me. “And this 

is Trooper West.” 

I shook hands with West. “Nice to meet you.” 

Social niceties completed, Krueger quickly turned more businesslike. “Colleen and her 

mother tire easily. Perhaps you could come back some other time.” 

“Sure, but I just got here. I haven‟t been here more than a minute.” My testosterone 

had heated up a little by that time. 

“With Sean missing they‟re under a lot of stress,” he said. 

Mrs. Devlin expression curled up again with concern. 
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“I‟m sure,” 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. 

“Nice to see you, Mrs. Devlin and you too Colleen.” For Krueger‟s benefit, I add, 

“Sorry to be the one to deliver the bad news about Sean. We‟re all praying for him.” 

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. 

“What brings you down this way?” I asked Krueger as we walked across the stoned 

parking area. 

“I‟m part of the Governor‟s personal security team. I was in the area and stopped by to 

see how his mother and sister were doing. Great place, isn‟t it,” he added, motioning around the 

grounds. 

“Yeah,” I replied, getting into my car. 

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

* * * 

I went by LL‟s on the way home. He was finishing up the ritual, weekend purification 

of his Cadillac. I pulled in the driveway. “How about my car next?” 

LL gave my Saturn an appraising stare. “Naw.” 

“Bailiffs used to wash their judge‟s cars, you know.” 

“Back then judges weren‟t kids.” 

While LL polished, I related what had transpired at the Devlin‟s place. 

LL tugged thoughtfully on his ear. “ „Roosevelt made us rich?‟ ” 

“What was odd was the way it seemed to upset old Mrs. Devlin.” 
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“Who were the state troopers?” 

“Sergeant Krueger and a tall guy named West.” 

LL climbed into the gleaming, royal blue Cadillac. “Krueger?” He repeated the name 

slowly, as if it had meaning for him, and then turned the key. 

“You know him?” 

Through the opened car window he answered, “Used to.” 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, “Got time for a beer?” 

“I really ought to get going.” 

My apprehension about facing Jen must have shown, for LL, still the intuitive reader of 

emotions, asked, “No time for a beer?” 

“No, not really.” 

He raised a skeptical eyebrow. 

With feigned locker room jocularity, I said, “I ended up on the sofa last night. No big 

deal,” convincing neither LL nor myself. “I need to make some amends, a couple thousand of 

them.” 

“I spent a lot of nights on the sofa when Earline was alive.” He grinned conspiratorially. 

“Of course, I‟d done something to deserve it.” 

“Jen wants to have a baby.” 

“What!” he exclaimed, “She can‟t have a baby! Not in her condition?” 

“The doctors tell her she can.” 

“You‟re kidding.” 

“I wish I were. She‟s pretty determined about it.” 

LL made a face as if he‟d found a hair in his food. “I don‟t even want to think about it.” 



 

 Bob Morrill     84      

Knowing LL, he was pondering copulation, not childbirth. 

“That‟s sort of my attitude too,” I lamented, referring to childbirth. “I guess I just want 

to get our life back to normal. Then maybe I could consider children. But then again, maybe 

not. I don‟t know.…I just don‟t know. It‟s not like I‟m a hundred percent opposed, although 

try explaining that to Jen.” 

“Your life ain‟t ever gonna be normal,” LL declared. 

“Yeah, I know.” 

* * * 

The passage of a day had not disturbed the invisible wall in the middle of our bed. Both 

of us, lying there in the darkness, respected its unseen but palpable presence. 

“Tony.” 

“Yeah.” 

“I had a great time with Lexie today.” 

“Good, glad to hear it.” 

“You want to know why?” 

I had a feeling I would be better off not knowing. “Sure.” 

“Because when I‟m with Lexie, my wheelchair is forgotten. We just have fun. For her 

it‟s not an issue.” 

She waited for a response. Peevishly I refused to give her one, sensing that any 

explanation was going to be futile. 

Jen continued. “I was thinking about it today. That‟s the difference. When I‟m with you, 

I‟m always conscious of the chair, because I know it‟s always on your mind. When you look at 

me, you see the chair first and me second. And you know that‟s true.” Jen didn‟t 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, “Would you like to go fishing?” 

Jen had never really shared my passion for fishing—too 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. “It would be 

nice to spend some time, just the two us, but I‟ve got too much to finish up around here. 

Would you mind going alone?” She said it sincerely, as if she wanted me to know that her 

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

“No,” I replied, sensing some warming in our relationship. 

“Maybe, we could do something tonight? A movie?” 

* * * 

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 o‟clock 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 brother‟s or sister‟s. 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 Devlin‟s checking account. 

* * * 

“You should have come,” I said to Jen. “It was beautiful out there, sunny, warm. We 

won‟t be seeing weather like this for a while. 

“I did ten miles. All the way out to New Castle, around the island, and back.” Jen 

reached out and patted my no longer quite so lean stomach. “You should have come with me.” 

I shook my head at her obsession with staying fit. “I‟m going to take a shower. You still 

up for a movie? What about some pizza first?” 

“I have a better idea. You want to take the Whaler up into Little Bay and have dinner at 

Newicks?” 

“Sure,” 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, Newick‟s 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 



 

 Bob Morrill     88      

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 couldn‟t 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 couldn‟t 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 couldn‟t believe it. “Get down! Get down!” 

Jen let go of me and collapsed to the deck. 

Thwack. Thwack. Thwang. Bullets pierced the fiberglass hull. One struck metal. I hoped it 

wasn‟t the engine or gas tank. 

“You all right?” I screamed. 

“Yes,” 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 see—under 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. 

“Tony, Tony, are you all right?” Jen asked, stretched out on the deck at my feet. 

“Stay down!” 

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. 

“Who is it?” 

“I don‟t know. And I sure as hell don‟t want to find out.” 

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, “There‟s a patch of fog ahead. Maybe we can lose them there.” 

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. “Here, put this 

on.” Jen slipped on the life jacket and began cinching it. “As soon as we reach the fog, I want 

you to jump overboard. They‟re following our wake; they‟ll never spot you.” 

Jen unsnapped the life jacket. “I‟m not leaving this boat,” she declared. 

“Jesus, Jen, this is not the time to argue.” 

“Then don‟t. I‟m not leaving.” 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 magician‟s 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. 

“Oh shit,” I hollered, veering away from shore, back out into the darkness of the bay. 

“Tony, let‟s throw stuff overboard. Try to knock out their engines.” 

“Great idea,” I agreed. “Here, you take the wheel.” 

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. 

“Shit,” Jen exclaimed, relinquishing the wheel to me. She stared hard at the shore and 

then back out into the bay. “Go in where the lobster buoys are. Maybe they‟ll hit one or get 

snarled in the line.” 

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 

weren‟t 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 time—a child‟s mathematical 

puzzle. 

“We‟ll give it a try,” 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 hadn‟t 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 we‟d be exposed the same way. 

Bawhoom. A lobster buoy smacked the left side of our boat. Jen jumped. It was far 
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enough from the center of the boat that I knew the engine wouldn‟t be hit. Jen‟s frightened grip 

told me she didn‟t. 

I looked back. The spotlight was only about a hundred and fifty yards behind. Still 

following our wake, it hadn‟t yet tracked our swing to the right to avoid the reef.  

I looked ahead at the pier lights…and 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 night…well, we‟d 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 water…and returned to its reassuring whine. 

“It‟s okay, Jen,” 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 we‟d 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 couldn‟t see the gut in the reef. Either it was too 

dark to make out or I‟d missed it. 

“Hold on!” I shouted. “We may crash.” 

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 oar‟s length away, was the 

low, oily shadow of the reef. 

Bull‟s-eye! 

Once through, I made another ninety-degree turn to the left, heading back in the 

direction we‟d come from, but now Railroad Reef separated us from our pursuers. Once inside 

of the reef. I figured they‟d see us against the pier lights. To make certain, I turned our spot on 

them. 

Jen yelled, “Tony, what are”— 

Kaboom. A solid hit from a buoy killed all talk. The engine kicked into the air, emitting a 

high piercing scream. 

“Oh shit, not now.” 

The engine dropped back, but with a different, lower groan, its rattle shaking the boat. 

We‟d 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. 

“Yes!” 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 woman‟s 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 sister‟s 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. 

“I heard you two have been out for a little boat ride.” A small grin emphasized his 

understatement. “I figured maybe you could use some company.” 

“Aren‟t you sweet,” Jen said. 

“We‟re fine now, LL. You don‟t have to do this,” I added. 

“I know I don‟t have to, but I don‟t want anything happening to you on my watch. As 

soon as they assign a different bailiff, well…then I won‟t give a shit what happens to you.” 

“That‟s reassuring.” 

“Come on in the house,” Jen invited, “We‟ll tell you all about it. Tony was amazing.” 

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 Portsmouth‟s 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 didn‟t 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 couldn‟t 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. 

“The State Police reported that someone blew up a boat on the reef,” LL said. “The 

explosion happened at least a half-hour or more after you got away. No bodies have been 

found.” 

“It has to be some sort of mistake. I‟ve made a few enemies but nothing like this.” 

“Probably.” LL looked up at the clock. It was past two. “You two better turn in. It‟s 

been a long night. I‟m going outside to take a little stroll.” LL pronounced every syllable of 

“stroll.” 

* * * 

Jen‟s warm praise had partially melted the cool wall in our bed, and when I laid my arm 

over her shoulder, she didn‟t brush it away. I pulled her closer and was happy she didn‟t resist. 

“You were wonderful,” 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 couldn‟t 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 evening‟s events, the image of that spotlight 

brightly bursting out of the mist ripped a shudder from me. I‟d 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 bailiff‟s 

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. “How can you stand this?” he 

muttered, glowering up at Jen‟s low canopy of hanging pots and pans. 

“You try not to stand up too much.” 

He shoved a glass canister of coffee beans at me. “You got any real coffee?” 

I ground some beans and dumped them in the filter. 

“You know, you can buy it already ground now. Comes in a can.” 

Seven on the Seacoast‟s 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. “On the Democratic side, it‟s a balanced field. No candidate has a lock on any interest 

group. They‟re splintered all over the lot.” 

Remarkably fresh for six fifty-five in the morning, the morning show host tossed him 

another softball. “It will certainly make for an interesting primary,” she purred. 

“Yes, it will. More and more, it looks like Governor Devlin‟s announcement at the 

Primary Fair will be pivotal. His support for any candidate will probably break the race open.” 

“Who do you think he‟ll pick?” 

I only hoped that Liam Devlin picked a winner and rode him all the way to 

Washington. Then…maybe…finally, I‟d 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, “Sounds like a lot of excitement brewing.” 

“We‟ll all know in a week and a half.” 

A political commercial flashed on. Lafayette Rheaume, the former Governor of South 

Carolina, wobbled up onto the crest of a small mountain. A much younger Southern belle—

julienned lips, hollowed cheeks, and blade-thin nose—slipped under his outstretched arm. Two 

preciously perfect boys ran up from behind them. A winter panorama of the White Mountains 

framed the family. In a syrupy accent, with equally fluid logic, he 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. 

“I slept a lot better with you here,” Jen said. I went to pour her a cup of coffee. His 

back to Jen, LL gave me a conceited smirk. 

“Here it is,” I pointed at the television. Seven on the Seacoast‟s reporter was standing 

on the old Route 4 bridge. Like liquid pewter in the early morning sun, Little Bay spread out 

behind him. 

“Looks pretty peaceful in the daylight,” Jen remarked dryly. 

“Superior 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 Bay—only when their 

attackers‟ 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.” 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. “The State Police are investigating.” 

* * * 

Half an hour later, as LL and I were getting ready to leave, the phone rang. Jen wheeled 

over to pick the it up. “Hi Mom.…Yes, I‟m fine.” Jen pointed at the mouthpiece and mouthed, 

“Your mother.” 

I waved “X”s with my arms. The last thing I needed right then was a lecture from my 

mother. 

“Yes, he‟s okay. It was pretty harrowing for all of us.” 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. 

“No Mom, he left a few minutes ago,” 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. “I could get used to this.” 

LL didn‟t reply. 

“These Cadillacs are so spacious and comfortable.” I waved my hand across the waxy 

expanse of the dash. “We should take it every day.” 
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Without looking over LL harrumphed. 

“I get to read the paper, listen to good music, relax, and prepare myself for the day 

ahead,” I needled. 

LL rubbed his hand up and down on the side of his face. “Tony, I didn‟t want to say 

anything that might alarm Jen, but that attack on you last night wasn‟t a case of mistaken 

identities.” 

“Come on, it had to be. What other explanation is there?” 

“I‟m 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 they‟re outta there. That‟s all it 

takes. Ends up looking like a tragic ending to a pleasant evening on the water.” 

I understood his point, but… “It could have been simply a case of wrong place, wrong 

time.” 

“Maybe.” LL paused a moment. “But someone who was that careful in planning the 

attack wouldn‟t make a mistake about their target. Guys that good don‟t start blazing away at 

the first civilians who happen to chance by.” 

We rode in silence for a while as I processed the information. I had enemies, but they 

were two-bit burglars who didn‟t like their sentences. None of them was capable of the attack 

on us. The only pot I‟d been stirring had been Sean‟s. No, I thought to myself, don‟t be silly. LL 

looked at me curiously. Finally, even as far-fetched as the thought was, I said it tentatively, 

because I still wasn‟t close to being convinced, “And we disappear just like Sean.” 

LL ran his hand over his hair. “That thought already occurred to me.” 

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 wouldn‟t 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. “That checkbook vanishing bugs me. Why would someone take a checkbook? 

Was there something there that I missed?” 

“I don‟t know.” 

“Me neither, but I‟d like to sneak a look at the financial records in Sean Devlin‟s house, 

his Paine Webber records, his canceled checks. There‟s something fishy about his finances. 

Why‟d 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?” 

“I can, but why don‟t you call your informant at the bank and get a copy of all the 

cancelled checks?” 

“She‟s not going to give me anything on paper. Using the phone she can always deny 

she was the source.” 

“She?” 

“What, you some kind of sexist when it comes to tipsters?” 

“I‟ll give Lexie a call.” 

* * * 

I tried calling Sean‟s house a few times during the day without an answer. I tried Lexie 

at her apartment and got her answering machine. 

“Yo chickie, hot for your peep; leave it now, after the beep.” 

I did as instructed. My next call was to Yoken‟s where Susan worked. At first I got, “It‟s 
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against company policy to give out personal information.” 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 unethically—that 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 Sean‟s house. Still no one home. 

LL was already sitting in my car. “It‟ll have to wait.” I explained that I hadn‟t been able 

to reach either Lexie or Susan. 

“So?” LL queried. 

“So, no one‟s home and we don‟t have permission to go in. It‟s called trespassing.” 

“Let‟s swing by, maybe Lexie will be there.” 

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

number. 

“Christie,” he greeted her warmly. “Yeah…He‟s still planning on taking the kids this 

weekend, right?” LL arched his eyebrows suggestively. “Good, then we‟ll leave as soon as I get 

over there, probably around five.” 

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 “Off-season Rates.” Cheap but effective, the 

perfect combination for LL. 

“What do you think I‟m going to do the moment the door closes behind us?” he cooed. 

I couldn‟t 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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“What are you going to wear? … No, no, later when there‟s just the two of us,” he 

purred. “I want to picture you in it all week.” 

I groaned audibly. LL shot me a dirty look that didn‟t 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 couldn‟t wait for this weekend—an 

understatement if there ever was one—he clicked off my cell phone. 

“Try not to have a wet dream in my car.” 

* * * 

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. Lexie‟s and Susan‟s 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. 

“There‟s no one here,” I said. 

“Let‟s check.” 

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. “Like this.” His pounding rocked the door, but he didn‟t have 

any better luck. 

“Satisfied?” I asked. 

He wasn‟t. “Open it a crack and holler. If no one answers, we‟ll go.” 

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

through. “Lexie, Su”— 
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From behind, LL shoved me through the opened door. I stumbled across the pantry 

trying to catch my balance. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“I decided not to wait for an engraved invitation.” 

“We‟re trespassing, you know.” 

LL gave me a superior look. “Of course I know, but who‟s going to complain? The 

owner‟s probably dead, and his tenants are your niece and her friend. Big fucking deal. Come 

on, lets go.” LL strode through the spacious, old-fashioned kitchen, passing through swinging 

doors into a formal dining room. 

“What‟s the big rush?” I asked. 

“If I have to borrow some of Sean‟s records, I want to do it before the girls get back.” 

“We‟re not taking any records. We‟re only here to look,” 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 Sean‟s old man died?” LL asked. 

“Sure, everyone knew about Patrick Devlin. Suicide.” 

“Marty Cohen, an old buddy of mine, investigated it. Told me the whole story.” He 

motioned at the leaded windows in front of us. “The Devlins used to hold big shindigs here 

every summer. Started when the grandfather, old Walter Devlin, was Governor.” 

“My great aunt worked here for a while during the war,” I interjected. “She 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.” 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. 

“Well, in the middle of it, Patrick Devlin shot himself. Right here,” LL said, looking 

around, setting the scene in his mind. “Marty 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.” He 

tipped his head at the crystal chandelier hanging behind us. “The 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.” LL pointed at a glass-roofed section of the ell about halfway down. 

“Conservatory.” 

 LL shook his head. “Whatever. 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?” 

I shook my head. 

“Smiled. Both of them said the same thing, Patrick Devlin turned and smiled. Didn‟t 

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 he‟d never 

forget it. He had to interview over fifty people, Devlin being so important and all. Real party 

killer, huh?” 

I didn‟t answer. Instead I started up the last few steps to the second floor. 



 

 Bob Morrill     108      

“Get it, party killer?” 

“You are pitiful!” 

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. Lexie‟s 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 desk‟s 

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 cabinet‟s top drawer. I perused the mess scattered over the desk‟s 

expansive—and expensive— inlaid leather top: newspapers, letters, bills, and M.V. Owaissa 

business cards and stationary—“Sean Devlin, Captain, Raconteur Extraordinaire, and Sober 

(some of the time).” 

“Look at this,” 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. “This one‟s bursting and that one‟s as bare as a stripper,” 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, “Any financial records?” 

“No, only bills and that sort of stuff. They must have been in the bottom drawer and 

that‟s what the burglar took.” 

“Someone took them,” LL replied halfheartedly, which made me think he had some 

other suspect in mind. “There‟s not so much as a cancelled check here. Let‟s search the rest of 

the house. Maybe he kept his financial stuff someplace else. Do you know if there‟s a safe?” 

“I have no idea.” 

“You take the first floor. I‟ll cover this one.” 

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 couldn‟t 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. 

“You find something?” 

 “Two ATM slips and one uncashed check,” LL announced with mock drama, holding 

out the check to show me, “in the amount of three dollars and twenty-nine cents. You?” 

“There‟s nothing here. I combed the downstairs.” 

Sighing, LL opened his hand, and the scraps of paper fluttered to the floor. 

“Well, this hasn‟t been a total waste of time. We know someone else wanted his 

financial records. We just don‟t know why.” 

Stroking his neck, LL spoke deliberately. “We know over two hundred grand a year was 

deposited into Sean‟s checking account. We don‟t know from where. Drugs?” he asked and 

then, answering his own question, said, “Possibly.” 

“I found a bong downstairs.” 

“The State Police maintain they‟ve got sources who link him, and maybe they do”—

running a finger back and forth across his lips, LL continued to think out loud—“but Sean 

couldn‟t 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 don‟t know where. But that would make him a 

major, out-of-town player. And I would have heard about that.” He added, with what I thought 
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might have been a tinge of wistfulness, “At least I think I would have.”  

“But why steal his financial records?” I asked. 

“Cover up his connections? But why take a whole drawer full?” 

“Got me,” I answered, looking at my watch. “But whatever the answer, I should get 

going. Jen‟s probably wondering where I am.” 

Rising from his chair, LL said. “I‟d like to wait a few more minutes, see if that niece of 

yours knows anything about where the financial records are.” At the window, LL gazed out, 

rubbing his chin, deep in thought. “I can walk home from here.” 

“Susan would more likely know the answer to that.” 

“I know,” he said. “That‟s why I want to talk to Lexie.” 

“You don‟t suspect her?” 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. “Do 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 didn‟t bother to steal 

anything but Sean‟s financial records, was Susan? And who, quite conveniently, continues to 

reside in her boyfriend‟s house after he‟s gone.” He paused to let it set in. “What do you know 

about Susan?” 

“Not much.” 

“How well does Lexie know her?” 

“Fairly well. Susan and Sean have been living together for almost a year, I think. But I 

really don‟t believe Susan would be involved with any of this.” 

“We don‟t know what she‟s involved in, or who she‟s involved with, or what she might 

be trying to hide. Maybe she was embezzling Sean…or blackmailing him.” 

 “Let me call Jen,” I said. “Lexie might very well be at our house.” I picked up the 
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telephone on the desk and tried to dial, but the line was dead. “Dead,” I said, but LL wasn‟t 

listening. I clicked the switch on the desk light, but it didn‟t 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. “We must have lost power,” I observed. 

“That‟s funny. The lights are on across the street.”  
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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. 

“They came out of this house,” he exclaimed. 

A faint whiff of something burning brushed by me. “Do you smell anything?” 

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 stairs…and 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 weren‟t exactly fourteen-carat, we caught each other‟s eyes. 

“Call the Fire Department,” LL bellowed. A curtain of fear dropped across his face. 

I motioned to the other side of the balcony. “Phone‟s dead in the study. Try Sean‟s 

room!” 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 Sean‟s room, already filled with smoke. LL slammed 

the door shut behind us and flicked the light switch. Nothing happened. 

“Shit! There‟s no juice in the whole house.” he exclaimed. 

A portable telephone sat on a dresser. When I put it to my ear, there was no tone. 

“Dead, too.” Fear reared up and put a chokehold on my heart. 

“Shit,” he muttered again, his eyes desperately racing around the room. He stopped at 

the bed. “We can make a rope out of sheets.” 

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. “The other one has to be here 

someplace.” 

It wasn‟t. 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. 

“This isn‟t going to work,” he said. “I hope someone called the Fire Department. If 

they don‟t get here soon, we‟re goners.” 

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 did…and 
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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 wasn‟t 

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 chauffeur‟s apartment above. The fire hadn‟t reached the ell and it gave me some small 

satisfaction that the old carriage house would probably survive the flames. “LL,” I screamed, 

“the ell. We can jump onto the roof.” 

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. “Come on,” 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, LL‟s 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. 

“Thanks,” he said straightening up. 

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

LL was noticeably limping. 

“You all right?” 

He hacked and spit. “Fine, fine and dandy.” 

We reached the edge of the conservatory‟s 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. 

“Let me have your jacket. I‟ll wrap it around the frame,” I suggested. 

“Use your own fuckin‟ coat.” 

“I‟m not wearing a coat,” I replied, angrily stating the obvious. 

“I got this jacket in Daytona.” 

“All right, all right.” 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. 

“Let‟s get the fuck out of here,” 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 LL‟s 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. 

“Quite a fire, isn‟t it?” he said. 

“Did you fellows just come out of there?” The tone was accusatory. 

“Absolutely not.” LL sounded as innocent as a virgin going to confirmation. 

“And I suppose those black faces are for a Halloween party?” 

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

conspiratorial tone. “To 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 one‟s in there. So we started to go in, but the 

heat and fire drove us back. Trying to be Good Samaritans, that‟s all. We were just leaving.” 

The officer, whose face I couldn‟t see, shined his light directly at me. “Aren‟t you Judge 

Paris?” 

Not letting me answer, LL smoothly shifted gears. “Now you can see why we didn‟t 

want to get involved. I‟m 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, I‟m sure—what did you say your name was officer?” 

“Clay, Jonathan Clay.” 

“Well, you can understand then, Jonathan, why I couldn‟t let the judge become 

involved.” LL looked down at his watch and then over at me. “In fact, your Honor, we should 

get going. You‟re going to be late as it is.” 

I couldn‟t stand it anymore and decided to set the record straight. “Truthfully, 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.” 

LL shook his head slowly and sadly, as if his prized pupil had just failed an exam. Clay‟s 

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. 

“Get that car outta here,” the closer one bellowed at Clay. 

“Move it up to the top of the street.” Clay motioned. “And wait there!” 

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. 
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Karen Martin, host of Seven on the Seacoast‟s morning news show, chased by her 

cameraman, rushed down the sidewalk toward the blaze. I looked at my watch—6:16. With 

luck, they could break the story before the conclusion of the six o‟clock 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. “Get 

out of that car!” 

LL and I met him on the sidewalk. 

His face next to mine, he snarled again, “What are you two up to now?” Sweets was 

hopping mad, literally. With each bounce, waves of fat rippled up and down his midsection. 

“You‟re under arrest.” 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. 

“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say”— 

“I know what my rights are. What I want to know is what you‟re charging us with,” LL 

demanded. 

With the faintest hint of a smile, Sweets stared back. “Burglary”— 

“Burglary?” LL cut in. “We didn‟t take a thing.” 

Sweets cocked his head with a look of superiority. “Maybe not, but breaking and 

entering with the purpose to commit arson is still a burglary in my casebook. Right, Judge?” But 

Sweets wasn‟t interested in my opinion on the finer points of burglary. 

I was speechless. LL spluttered until he finally formed the one-word question: “Arson?” 

“Arson,” Sweets repeated. The word hung in the air like a huge immovable dirigible. 

“I‟m charging you two with arson.” He motioned at the thin crowd of bystanders trailing down 

the sidewalk. “I‟ve got a dozen witnesses who saw you exit the house right after the fire 
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started.” 

“You‟re full of shit, Malloy.” 

“Anything you say can and will”— 

“Fuck you!” 

—“be used against you in a court”— 

“Someone tries to fry us like hamburgers and now we‟re getting charged with arson. If 

that doesn‟t beat all.” 

“You have the right to talk to a lawyer”— 

“Fuck you.” 

LL‟s effort at reasoning with Sweets Malloy was obviously not having its desired effect. 

I figured I‟d try my luck. “Sweets, 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 I‟m 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.” I motioned at the onlookers lining the sidewalk. “Anyone 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.” 

LL nodded his approval. Doubt crept onto Sweets‟ countenance as he weighed my 

reasoning. But he was only deterred for a moment. “You have the right to talk to a lawyer and 

have him present with you while you are being questioned.” 

LL wasn‟t finished. “You can‟t prove shit, Malloy, and you know it. Whatever evidence 

you had is now gone.” He flicked his head in the direction of the blaze. 

“You keep mouthing off and I‟ll pile on resisting arrest.” 

“Go ahead. You‟ve got as good a chance of making that stick as arson.” 
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Menacingly, Sweets moved toward LL. His voice became low and hard. “You know, I 

don‟t take any pleasure in charging a fellow officer or a judge. I‟m only doing it because it‟s my 

job, but you keep acting like an asshole”—Sweets whispered the word for emphasis—“and 

you‟re going to make this downright joyful.” 

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. 

“Commander Malloy, can we get a statement?” she breathlessly asked. 

“Not right now,” Sweets growled back. 

She turned to LL. “You look like you were in the fire. What was it like?” 

LL glared at her. “No comment.” 

“Why don‟t you tell her your attorney has advised you to take the Fifth,” Sweets 

sneered. 

Finally picking up on what was going on, she asked, “Are these men suspects, 

Commander?” 

“I said, no comment.” 

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

Sweets spoke to us. “You two better vamoose. When I get the complaints filed, I 

expect both of you to come to the station to pick „em up.” 

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. “Why are the police questioning 

you?” 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 didn‟t 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. “Why were you at this 

fire?” she shouted. 

I didn‟t 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. 

“Fuckin‟ bitch,” 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, “I‟m really sorry. I 

never should have let you go into that house.” 

“It‟s not your fault. I could have…I should have walked right out.” 

“Yeah, but I knew better,” he said. 

“So did I, LL, so did I.” I looked over at him. “You know, you‟re going to lose your job 

too.” 

“Yeah, big fuckin‟ deal. Sixty-five bucks a day and an ugly-ass uniform.” 

“If I‟m lucky, they‟ll let me keep my ticket to practice law. You could be my investigator 

and paralegal.” 

 LL‟s tone assumed a girlish pitch. “You mean I‟d get to work for you.” 

“You already work for me.” 

“I do?” he said in mock amazement. 

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

asked. “Are you guys all right?” 

“Yeah, we‟re fine. But someone tried to burn down Sean Devlin‟s mansion around us. 

You can see the fire from here.” 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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“Is there anything left?” she asked. 

“I doubt it.” 

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. “There‟s more. Sweets Malloy knows we were in the 

house, and he‟s going to charge us with arson.” 

“After you were almost killed?” Jen declared with astonishment. 

“He‟d ticket a crying baby for disturbing the peace,” LL grumbled. 

I hesitated, while the knot in my stomach cinched tighter. “It means my job.” 

“Oh no, Tony.” She reached out for my hand. Wincing, I pulled it away. Tenderly, she 

examined it. “It‟s all burned.” 

Even through the soot, I could see my hands were reddish and slightly swollen. “It‟s 

okay. It‟s a little sensitive.” 

Jen continued to hold my hand. “Can‟t you fight the charges? Someone tried to kill 

you.” 

“Fight „em. Why? When the press gets hold of this, I‟m cooked. I‟ve got no choice; I‟m 

going to resign, tomorrow.” 

“But you haven‟t done anything wrong,” Jen protested. 

But I have, Jen, and Liam Devlin knows it. And what will he do when he learns I’ve been charged 
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with torching his family home? Aloud I said, “It doesn‟t make any difference. I can‟t embarrass the 

entire court. Being charged with a crime, I won‟t be able to sit on criminal cases.” 

Jen started to say something, but LL cut her off. “Hold on, hold on! You‟re not giving 

up without a fight, are you?” 

“What‟s to fight?” 

“I‟ve seen a lot of judges in my day,” LL said, “and you‟re the best. You ain‟t perfect, 

far from it. No one is. But you see the gray in life. That‟s a gift. Most just see the black and 

white.” 

LL‟s 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. 

“Choirboys make lousy cops,” he continued, “and saints aren‟t very good at measuring 

sin. I‟m 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.” 

LL‟s gaze was still fastened on me and I returned it, attempting to match its sincerity. 

“Thanks, I appreciate it. But I‟ll never survive the bad press.” 

“Someone…well, two guys at least, are trying to kill you. Why? It has something to do 

with Sean Devlin‟s disappearance. I don‟t think they‟re suddenly going to stop trying to kill you 

just because you‟re no longer a judge. We find out who‟s after you and why, and then we‟ll learn 

who lit that fire.” 

“He‟s right, Tony. Whatever our difficulties are”—LL looked up in surprise—“you‟re 

still a wonderful judge. Don‟t resign.” 

* * * 

For the rest of the evening, I waited, like a condemned man, for the eleven o‟clock 
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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. 

“Last 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 Hampshire‟s 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.” 

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, “Judge Anthony Paris.” 

“Oh, oh, here it comes,” 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. 

“In another extraordinary twist to this developing story, Judge Anthony Paris and an 

unidentified companion”— 

“That‟s me, unidentified!” LL shouted gleefully. 
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—“inside 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.” 

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 Marshal‟s 

Office, dressed in yellow hip boots, poked through the smoldering ruins. 

 “Investigators are on the scene and their report is expected soon.” The camera panned 

to a small van with an official seal and Fire Marshal printed below it. “The 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.” 

The scene shifted to a replay of LL and me fleeing the scene. The morning show host 

broke in. “Three 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?” 

The television flipped backed to the reporter. “The police are keeping very mum on 

this. We have learned that drug dealers are suspected in the attempt on Judge Paris‟ 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.” 

“Drug dealers?” 

LL, who had shifted into an upright position, answered, “That‟s what the State Police 

are saying.” 

“You‟re kidding!” 

LL shrugged. 

* * * 

It had been Jen who had first suggested it, and LL and I quickly agreed. As a result, 

“follow the money” became our marching orders for the day. Intrigued by Colleen Devlin‟s 

mysterious mantra, “Roosevelt made us rich,” 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 Devlin‟s 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. “Here‟s another one,” 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. “I need to talk to this guy in Boston, get him working on this.” 

“Use another telephone,” I said. There had to be a million in the courthouse. 

“I need privacy,” LL explained petulantly. “You find another phone.” 

“I don‟t have to find another phone. Look at the nameplate on that door! It says „judge‟ 

and this is my phone!” 

“Fuck you.” LL slatted out of my chambers. 
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I reached my mother, right after she had returned from morning mass. “Thank God, 

you‟re okay? Tony, don‟t lie to your mother,” She demanded, “Are you in some kind of 

trouble?” 

“No, Ma.” 

“So, it‟s not trouble that you get shot at, and now they‟re saying you started a fire.” 

“Ma, I told you, I didn‟t start any fire. I happened to be in the house when someone 

else started the fire.” 

“And this, this is not trouble?” 

“Ma, my bailiff‟s at my door. They‟re waiting for me in court. I have to go.” 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: “Judge 

Paris appreciates your call but has no comment at this time.” 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 ready—I 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, “All rise,” 

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, “Lou, 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. I‟ll explain everything to 

you then.” LL gave him my private line and his number at home. He dropped the telephone 

into its cradle. “By now he‟s probably gone out for the day.” 

“Have him paged at Suffolk Downs.” 

“You know, I‟m trying to help you here. No one‟s trying to kill me.” 

“Not yet.” 

My retort was cut short by Margaret‟s 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. 

“Get out of my chair,” 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 Chief‟s 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 wasn‟t there to commiserate. Gigas was an incurable gossip. He had come by 

to stock up on juicy tidbits, and I wasn‟t in the mood to give him any satisfaction. “Yes?” I 

asked in a way that I hoped would discourage further conversation. 

Ponderously he cleared his throat. “Something like this can complicate things.” 

I waited for him to continue. 

“This isn‟t easy,” he said with a sincerity I knew was manufactured. “It appears”—he 
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coughed lightly—“that, you know, criminal charges may be brought against you.” 

“Oh,” I replied innocently. 

“I‟ve discussed this with a few other people”—more like a few hundred, I thought—

“and I don‟t think it would be appropriate for you to preside over any more criminal cases.” 

His judicious, superior tone grated like fingernails on a blackboard. “Pete, I haven‟t 

been, and I wasn‟t planning to, which if you had asked me,” I needled, “could have saved you a 

lot of time on the telephone.” 

Bristling, he stood up. “I‟m sure the clerk can find plenty of civil and domestic work for 

you.” 

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

snooty professor, he said, “By the bye, did you know the CJ‟s been trying to get in touch with 

you?” 

“I know. I just called him.” 

* * * 

It was a few minutes past eleven when clerk of court entered courtroom four. He held a 

pink message slip. Receiving a message while you‟re on the bench means only one thing, bad 

news. And the long serious cast to his face wasn‟t 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 Sweet‟s big black paw rolling my fingers for 

prints wouldn‟t go away. The courtroom quieted as he handed me the message. “The Chief 

Justice is holding for you.” 

“Sorry for the interruption,” I apologized. “We‟ll take a short recess.” 

 “Tony,” my Chief Justice said when I picked up the phone in my chambers. “You all 

right?” 
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“Yeah,” 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 didn‟t quibble. I mean, 

what could I say? 

LL appeared at my door. 

“The CJ has placed me on administrative leave until further notice.” 

“No,” LL said sympathetically. 

“Until this all settles down, he says. No one‟s going to believe that I was relieved of my 

duties because I‟m innocent.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Well, I‟m not staying here,” I announced, getting up. “In another minute Gigas will be 

down here administering last rites. You coming?” 

“Since you asked so nicely, yes.” 

I didn‟t even bother to gather up my personal belongings. Fuck it, I thought, I‟ll pick 

them up later. 

“Shouldn‟t we let the clerk know we‟re leaving?” LL suggested. 

“He knows,” I said. 

We passed by Margaret. “What time should I say you‟ll be back, Judge.” 

I turned on my heel. “Margaret,” I snapped, “why don‟t”—LL 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 wasn‟t exactly full that 

afternoon. 
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In a feeble attempt to make conversation LL asked, “How‟s that wife of yours doing?” 

I knew that wasn‟t LL‟s real question. It was only leading up to what he really wanted to 

know. “You want to know how we‟re getting along.” 

“No, I was only asking how she was.” 

“She‟s fine, and I don‟t know about us. She still wants a baby. God, I can‟t even imagine 

it right now.” 

“Last night it looked like you were back in her good graces.” 

“I can‟t tell. She‟s not the type to kick a fella when he‟s down. If it weren‟t for all this 

other stuff, being shot at and someone trying to roast me, I‟m not sure where we‟d be right 

now. Goes to show you, there‟s a silver lining in every cloud.” 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? “Either agree to have a baby or I‟m moving on.” 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. 

“How come you never got remarried?” I asked. 

The question hung unanswered. LL knew what prompted it, and I wasn‟t sure he was 

going to respond. When he did, it was only indirectly. “I wasn‟t much of a husband to Earline. 

I‟ve often blamed it on the lack of kids. We couldn‟t have any, and by the time we figured that 

out, our relationship had become a little rocky. And adopting a kid then…well, we discussed it 

from time to time, but it never got beyond that, just talk. But I‟ve often thought that maybe a 

couple of kids would have made it different, you know, more homelike.” LL stroked his face. “I 

don‟t know though. I would probably have been as lousy a father as I was a husband.” 

“Were you that unhappy?” 

“Naw, I wasn‟t. But I caused enough heartache to ruin a dozen lives. Problem is, I 



 

 Bob Morrill     135      

caused it to only one person. „I married you for better or worse,‟ Earline would say, „and LL, I 

guess, this is part of the worse.‟ ” He shook his head, like a horse trying to throw off a pinching 

bridle. “Loyal to a fault. She should have left me a million times. But she wouldn‟t.” 

“Is that why you haven‟t remarried, worried you‟re going to hurt someone else?” We 

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

He looked over, unsure whether he should continue. “No, it‟s not that, not that at all.” 

He sniffed with faint amusement. “There were a couple I could have married. They would have, 

I‟m sure of that.” He flashed his cocksure grin and then grew somber and silent. “It was for 

Earline. This‟ll sound funny, but it‟s the truth: it was out of respect for her. Seems like a small 

sacrifice, considering all she put up with, but she‟d appreciate it, she would. Crazy isn‟t it?” LL 

chuckled in his throat, his mouth closed. “I‟m more loyal to her now that she‟s dead and gone 

than I ever was when she was alive.” 

That was LL‟s 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 Buehler‟s 

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

LL‟s apartment was a study in contrasts. Many of the building‟s original Victorian 

features remained: ornate arched doors, a vaulted alcove framed by fluted wooden columns, 

and elaborately carved pilasters along the walls. In contrast LL‟s furniture was right out of the 

Sunday supplement: “8 pieces -- $599,” or “Three rooms for the price of two.” 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. “You‟ve got to be kidding.” 

“Women love it.” 
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“You don‟t know shit about wildflowers.” 

“That‟s what books are for,” 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 didn‟t bother to leave a message. 

While we ate, I flipped through a couple of LL‟s 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, “Sleep well, gentle prince. Tony.” 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. 

“Too thin to line a litter box,” 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 didn‟t 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 Devlin‟s decision-making matrix on 

account of his proximity to New Hampshire. Another sidebar speculated, pretty wildly I 

thought, about Governor Devlin‟s 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. “Beautiful day,” he announced cheerily. 

“Yes, it is,” 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 resign—maybe I could resign in exchange for the State dropping the charges—to 

end the waiting, to bring the whole tangled mess to conclusion, surged over me. Then my 

thoughts shifted to Jen and her driving determination to conceive. And I wondered where our 

relationship was headed, right when I needed her most. Relief, that‟s what I wanted. I imagined 

lying at the water‟s 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 couldn‟t fathom. The 

coastline I was familiar with, the landmarks and the headlands I‟d grown up with, which I‟d 

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 wasn‟t going to save my life. Quitting wouldn‟t 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 library‟s Wall Street Journal and New York Times. 

An assistant librarian behind the checkout desk knew Jen and apparently, by 

association, me. “Judge Paris, your wife‟s around there.” 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 

didn‟t notice me until I tapped her shoulder. Startled, she bumped the microfilm tray, turning 

the screen into a wavy blur of grayish print. “Tony!” 

“Sorry.” 

“Wait till you see what I found.” 

Wait till I tell you about my day! I thought. 

She wheeled around and rolled out to the desk of the archive‟s guardian. “Stephen, this 

is Tony, my husband. I want him to see the sheet.” Much friendlier after he knew she was my 

wife, Stephen opened a drawer. Jen looked up at me. “I couldn‟t believe it.” 

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. “Sean Devlin.” The date was August ninth. 

I turned back to Stephen, still pointing at Sean Devlin‟s signature. “Do you know 

Sean?” 

“Jen already asked. No, but I remember him, big guy, real loud, couldn‟t talk in a 

whisper.” 

“Any idea what he was looking for?” 

“No, spent a couple of hours here and left.” 

“Do you remember what he was looking at?” 
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“Same thing Jen asked for, the Coastal Courier microfilm for 1933.” 

“Why 1933?” I asked Jen. 

“The year Roosevelt and Devlin were elected. And now, serendipitously, the same year 

that Sean wanted to look at.” 

“Have you found anything?” I gestured back toward the microfilm reader. 

Jen shook her head gently. “I don‟t know what I‟m looking for. Stephen said Sean made 

some copies.” 

Like the tail of a bird, Stephen‟s goatee flicked up and down. “About ten copies. I seem 

to remember that he paid a buck, ten cents a copy,” he explained. 

“Any idea what he copied?” 

“No, 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.” 

“What now?” I asked Jen. 

“I‟m going to finish reading every issue of the Coastal Courier for 1933.” She pointed 

into the archive room. “The answer may be right in there.” 

I looked skeptically at her. 

“Do you have a better idea?” 

I wanted to ask her to drive me home, take me in her arms, and make it all better. 

“No,” I answered. “Jen…” My voice dropped to a hesitant whisper. 

“What?” 

Without moving my head, I shifted my eyes toward Stephen. She immediately 

understood and signaled me to follow her back into the alcove. 

“What‟s the matter?” 

“The CJ put me on indefinite administrative leave. Until the arson business is cleared 
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up.” 

“Oh no.” Jen reached out her arms, and I leaned down for a long hug punctuated by a 

kiss. “Is there anything I can do?” 

“What can you do? It‟s my problem.” 

“Your problem, my problem; for better or worse, Tony. Do you want me to come 

home?” 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 “run „n roll.” “I‟ll go easy on 

you,” she promised. 

It was Jen‟s 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. “If you feel 

shitty, you might as well get something accomplished.” 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, I‟d die. 

I smiled weakly. “I‟d rather have a scotch. Do you mind?” 

“Scotch it is!” 

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 wasn‟t. The last message was a short respectful one from the 

clerk of court. “Judge, 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.” 

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 judge‟s 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 didn‟t 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 General‟s Office. 

The assistant attorney general had probably prepared the indictments and, ostensibly 

out of respect, but more likely to save some work, would want to know if 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. 

“Judge Paris, thanks for returning my call. How are you?” 

“I‟ve been better.” 

“I know you‟re busy, so I‟ll get right to the point.” 

 Busy? Not any longer, I grimly thought. 

“The Governor has requested the Attorney General to start an investigation into the 

attempt on your life, the attack in Little Bay on Sunday.” 
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“You‟re kidding,” I blurted out. No one could be this out of touch. “You haven‟t 

spoken to Sweets Malloy?” I asked, almost in disbelief. 

“Sweets Malloy?” he repeated, pronouncing the name slowly as if that might trigger 

recognition. It didn‟t. “Should I know him?” 

“No, no,” I answered hesitantly, paranoia still clinging tight to my imagination. “Did the 

Governor mention the fire at his brother‟s house?” 

“No, your Honor, not to me, he didn‟t” He continued, “I‟d 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 can‟t get out of. You know how that is,” he added, hinting at 

a degree of intimacy I wasn‟t quite ready to share. 

“Yes, I know,” I agreed guardedly. 

“I don‟t know what your schedule is this weekend, but my family is going down to 

Portsmouth on Saturday. It‟s 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.” 

“Saturday will be fine.” 

“I could make arrangements to meet at the Portsmouth Police”— 

“I‟d rather not,” I said, summarily cutting him off. 

“It‟s centrally located and private.” 

“It‟s the appearance of it; a lot of those officers appear in front of me regularly. You 

can understand.” Suddenly it was I trying to capitalize on his overtures of friendship. “You can 

come here, or I‟d be glad to meet you downtown for coffee.” 

“Downtown would be fine.” 

“Do you know why the Governor is concerned?” I asked. 
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“The Attorney General didn‟t 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. It‟s a little unusual, but given you‟re a superior court judge, it‟s 

understandable.” 

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 day‟s mail, was 

now missing. Clearly, Jen was trying to insulate me from reality. And inwardly I appreciated it. 

“Where‟s LL?” she asked. 

“He‟s off too. With me gone, he‟s out a job.” 

“I doubt he cares.” 

“Based on the telephone calls I‟ve overheard the last couple of days, I suspect he‟s quite 

happy with some time off.” 

“What‟s he doing for dinner?” 

“I don‟t know. When I left him, he was sound asleep in front of the television.” 

“Poor guy. He must be exhausted, staying up all hours to guard us.” 

“Yeah,” I agreed. 

“You mind if I invite him for supper?” Jen had already picked up the portable 

telephone. It took some wheedling and cajoling, but LL finally surrendered to Jen‟s insistent 

demands. 

“He‟s a pretty special friend,” Jen said. 

“Don‟t tell him.” 
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“I think he already knows.” 

“When he started as a bailiff, I didn‟t know if we‟d 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 what‟s on his mind.” I chuckled out loud at the memory of some of his more 

pointed comments. “He 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. 

“You‟ll love this,” I continued. “On the way over to his apartment, he was saying how 

he‟d never remarry.” I waited for Jen‟s reaction, but she didn‟t respond. “Out of loyalty to 

Earline! He must have cheated on her a million times, but now that she‟s gone, he‟s grown a 

conscience. Course, he still chases anything with two X-chromosomes and a pulse.” 

Jen giggled. “To each his own.” 

Working on an embattled and exhausted brain, it hadn‟t taken the scotch long to loosen 

my lips. My voice‟s timbre dropped and thickened as I confided, “I don‟t think I could ever 

marry anyone else.” 

“Who says I‟d allow you to,” she said jokingly. 

“You know what I mean. If we ever split up, you‟d remarry, wouldn‟t you?” 

“Tony, I love you. I can‟t imagine going through what you‟re”— 

“You went through something a lot worse.” 

“No, no, I didn‟t,” she protested. “I lost the use of a part of my body. That‟s all. The 

rest of me works fine.” 

“Well, last week, you were talking about leaving.” 

Ignoring my peevish tone, Jen firmly stated, “I‟m not ready to give up yet. You stood by 

me during rehab and recuperation and I‟ll never forget that. I‟m not going to abandon you 
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now….” Her eyes clouded with dampness. “ I still desperately want a baby…your baby.” 

“I know.” I reached out for her hand. 

Jen wiped her eyes with the back of her wrist. “Tony, I‟ve never doubted your love. It‟s 

always been there. But when I lost the use of my legs, I lost your respect. I don‟t know why. But 

whether it‟s 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.” 

“I do those things because I love you, because I care.” 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. 

“You always say that, as if it somehow makes it okay. It doesn‟t 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.” 

* * * 

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

“Just one,” he agreed, “and keep it light. I have to stay up all night guarding your sorry 

ass.” 

“I‟ve got nothing penciled in my appointment book for tomorrow. I can take part of 

the night.” 

LL snorted his opinion of my offer. Then, sabotaging Jen‟s 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 didn‟t 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 Jen‟s chin dropped slightly with disappointment. 

I fought off my own skepticism and came to her defense. “Don‟t you think it‟s at all 

interesting that Sean Devlin was studying microfilm from the year that both his grandfather and 

Roosevelt were elected to office?” 

LL arched his eyebrows, silently communicating “Big deal.” 

Annoyed, I added, “Don‟t forget what Colleen was chanting, „Roosevelt made us rich.‟ 

” 

“Call it woman‟s intuition,” Jen said, “but I have a feeling that the answer to Sean 

Devlin‟s disappearance is in those newspapers. I just need to figure out where.” 

I asked LL, “You hear back from your guy in Boston?” 

“No. If he‟s around, he‟ll call tonight and leave a message. If he‟s not around, then I 

don‟t know what we can do.” 

“With this investigation rapidly closing in on the culprits, I‟m already feeling a lot better 

about my prospects,” I kidded. 

“Don‟t make jokes about this,” 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 two—a promise which I seriously doubted he would keep—too 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. LL‟s ever-present pistol lay 

next to the portable radio. 

I stared at the pistol for a moment. “LL, do you think I should get a gun?”  
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LL glanced down at it, and then studied me for a moment. “You know how to handle 

one?” 

“Not really. I‟ve fired „em, but I‟ve never owned one.” 

He rubbed the back of his neck. “I don‟t 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.” 

* * * 

Sound asleep, Jen offered no resistance when I rearranged her for more comfortable 

cuddling. But even that wouldn‟t calm me. Fretting about my job, my marriage…my life for 

heavens‟ sake, so tormented me that I couldn‟t 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. 

“Still,” I explained, “the thought of getting up tomorrow morning…this morning 

without a job to go to is driving me nuts.” 

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. “You‟ll land 

on your feet,” he reassured me. “Anyhow, I thought we were going to use this time to figure 

out who the hell is trying to kill you.” 

“Where do I start?” My question was more whiney than a comment on how little we 

really knew, and how our scanty clues didn‟t exactly fit together into a roadmap. 

LL exhibited not an ounce of sympathy. “You want to try the classifieds? „Would 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.‟ Dear God, spare 

me. While you‟re 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 I‟ll have balls the size of watermelons.” 

“At least some women will be rescued from disappointment,” I teased and then 

brooded for a second about my own sex life. 

LL saw the sadness, and our eyes held one another‟s for a moment. The intimacy made 

him uncomfortable and quickly, almost poignantly, he returned to the security of the banter. 

“You want affidavits? Certificates of satisfaction? I got „em.” 

“Forgery another of your hidden talents?” I went into the kitchen for a glass of milk. 

“You want some?” I offered from the kitchen. 

“Jesus no. A cop on a stakeout drinking milk. Are you nuts? You can‟t sleep? Go back 

to bed and do something with that wife of yours that might make me proud.” 

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

Opal Street 
 

Around three o‟clock in the morning LL decided to turn in. “But first I‟m going to take 

a little stroll.” 

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. 

“Turn that off,” he barked, locking the door behind him. “You‟re lit up like a shooting 

range target.” 

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. “Night.” 

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. “Mike,” the host lectured, “you bring this up every time. How many times do I have to 

tell you you‟re wrong, wrong, wrong. Got it, Mike? Wrong!” 

At six, when the first milky light of dawn came through the windows, I went to bed. I 

didn‟t care what LL would say, and about then, I didn‟t 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 infant‟s sweetness and the earth‟s 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 day—and life—

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 couldn‟t have. A useful lesson I‟d 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 life‟s 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 hadn‟t 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 

Jen‟s accident. She‟d 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. 

“You all right?” 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, “You find out anything?” 

“No,” she said, disconsolately. “I looked through every Coastal Courier for the entire 

year and didn‟t learn a thing.” 

“Well, you tried.” 

Jen‟s head whipped around, her face firm with resolve. “I‟m not done yet. I„m going to 

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

charm.” 

* * * 

 “Just the man I‟m looking for.” 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 

brother‟s market, freshly dug that morning. 

In his hand LL held open his ever-present, pocket sized spiral notebook. “Lou called 

me back. Must have been right after you left. He didn‟t 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 Devlin‟s account comes from?” 

“Will it be a crime to hear this?” I joked. 

We walked to the end of the kitchen counter where I kept LL‟s bottle of Canadian and 

my bottle of scotch. 

“You 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.” 

LL‟s reminder triggered a quick mental accounting of my travails. 

He mistook my expression as concern about Lou‟s loyalty. “You‟ve got nothing to 

worry about. Lou wouldn‟t ever offer me up, and he doesn‟t even know who you are.” 

“I wasn‟t worried about that. I was thinking about something else. What‟d he find?” I 

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

“Just this, the money comes from the First Dublin Trust,” he announced with great 

pomp, as if he‟d found the cure for cancer. 

“Dublin, as in Ireland?” 

“No, Dublin, Italy! Jesus, don‟t you get it? Ireland. Like McCarthy, O‟Connor, Murphy, 

Devlin,” LL recited in a horrible imitation of an Irish accent. 

“Okay,” I answered hesitantly. Old memories of Liam Devlin loomed up and put a cold 

grip on my conscience.. 

“I must not be expressing this right, or else you‟re a lot dumber than I thought. Sean 

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

apparently he didn‟t want anyone to know about. Why? Where‟d the money come from? Who 

controls it?” 

“I don‟t know,” I said, dancing warily around the truth and wondering how much of 

my role I should confess to LL. 



 

 Bob Morrill     155      

“You‟re hopeless.” LL groaned. “Try to keep in mind here that it is your skin I‟m trying 

to save by doing all this shit. Why don‟t you tell me what you‟ve done today to protect the great 

Parisi bloodline.” 

“Me, nothing today,” I admitted. 

“I have the number of the account and the phone number of First Dublin Trust. You 

want to call them?” 

“They‟re not going to tell us anything,” I declared. 

“They will if you tell them you‟re a superior court judge, and that this is an official 

investigation.” 

“I can‟t do that,” I protested. “Do that, and I‟d lose my job.” 

“I thought that was what we‟re trying to save. That and your life.” 

He had me there. 

“Well?” he asked. 

“It‟s too late now, anyhow. They‟d be closed.” 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 season‟s corn, LL repeated for 

Jen‟s sake what he had found out about Sean Devlin‟s Irish bank account. 

“Sean‟s disappearance…his death?” Jen questioned. “The attacks on you, they have to 

be connected to money. First the checkbook disappears, and then all Sean‟s financial records. 

It‟s got to be the key.” 

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 Chief‟s 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. 

“Judge Paris has been in the news a lot this week. We have learned that he was placed 

on involuntary administrative leave.” 

“I wouldn‟t know about that” 

“Are you going to press charges against him for arson of the Devlin mansion?” 

“We‟re still investigating,” he answered curtly. 

“He can really warm an audience, can‟t he?” LL said. 

“Are you willing to discuss some of the other rumors that have been out there about 

Judge Paris.” 

“No.” 

It was nice to see that Sweets was an equal opportunity asshole. “What rumors is she 

talking about?” I asked LL. 

LL returned my look with manufactured blankness, which only made me more certain 

that he did know something. 

“Do you know?” 

LL rubbed the back of his neck as he tried to decide whether to tell me what he knew. 

“Do you know?” I insisted angrily. 

“Yeah, but it‟s stupid, not even worth passing on. Only an idiot would put stock in it.” 
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“You don‟t have to believe it to tell it to me. I want to know what the rumor is.” 

A pained expression crossed LL‟s face. “That 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.” 

“Are you crazy!” 

“Don‟t blame me, for Chrissake.” 

“My God, how can anyone believe that?” 

“No one does. It‟s just a rumor.” 

“Do you know its source?” I asked, trying to settle myself down. 

“No, I‟m working on it.” 

* * * 

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 wasn‟t 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 wasn‟t governor then. He was, however, one of the richest men in New Hampshire; his 

limousine double-parked on the street below. 

“Tony, nice setup. Looks like that furniture worked out fine.” 

I came around my desk to greet him. I didn‟t have a secretary. “It‟s great, Mr. Devlin. 

Thank you again.” 

We both sat down. “Tony, I‟d like to ask a small favor.” 

“Sure,” I said eagerly. 

He pulled a sheet of paper from his jacket pocket. “This 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, aren‟t you?” 

“Yes,” I said, proudly pulling out my brand-new, barely-used notary seal. 

“I‟ve taken the liberty of dating it, so it‟ll conform to the other documents.” 

The date, some six months earlier, was already typed in, next to a signature I didn‟t 

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 wasn‟t 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. 

“Thanks Tony. Send me a bill.” 

“No, no, Mr. Devlin. I‟m just glad to help out. I owe you enough as it is.” 

“I‟ll send you a check,” 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 didn‟t cash it, and spent two days trying to reach Liam 

Devlin to explain why I couldn‟t accept the money. Finally, in desperation I spilled out my 

explanation to his secretary. 

She called me back the next day. “Mr. Devlin said that you should know attorney‟s 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 they‟re 

extremelt grateful and would have paid you more, except that he knew you wouldn‟t have 

accepted it.” 

That convinced me, and I deposited the check and bought a computer. 

I‟d 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 couldn‟t 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 Jen‟s 

paralysis, the loss of her income, her medical expenses, I didn‟t feel like I had a choice—the 

health insurance alone was a lifesaver. Another secret I couldn‟t ever tell Jen. 

Had I inadvertently participated in laundering Sean Devlin‟s 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 “Dooblin” 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. “Where‟d Jen go?” 

“To the library.” 

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. 

“You ready to call the First Dublin Trust?”  

“What am I gonna say?” I changed to an officious, fawning tone. “Excuse me, sorry to 

bother, but could you please tell me the balance in Sean Devlin‟s secret drug money account.” I 

hated myself for trying to deceive LL. 

“That‟s not what I had in mind,” he responded dryly. “Tell them you‟re making a 

judicial inquiry as a result of his disappearance. Make it sound legal and real formal.” 

“Come on, you know I can‟t do that. It‟s a fraudulent use of my office.” 

“I know what it is,” he said, testily slapping the phone back into its cradle. “Look, are 

you interested in solving this case or not? I‟ll call them if you want. But if I do, I‟m going to 

pretend to be a judge. And you can guess whose name I‟ll 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 are—at least for a little while longer—still a judge.” LL‟s dark eyes flickered with 

amusement. 

“I can‟t do it LL. I just can‟t.” 

“Why not?” he demanded, his eyes carefully scrutinizing me for a clue. 

“Lots of reasons,” I answered vaguely. 

He could tell my reluctance was more than just scruples, but he didn‟t inquire further. 

“Go get on the other line,” 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. “First Dooblin 

Trust.” 

“I‟m inquiring about an account belonging to Sean Devlin. Sean‟s Devlin‟s a U.S. citizen 

from Portsmouth, New Hampshire.” Trying to act pompous, LL sounded like a whiskey-weary 

Southerner. 

“Ay‟ll connect you.” 

A couple of clicks later, a male answered. 

“May ay be of service?” An Irish brogue lathered his words almost to the point of 

incomprehension. 

“This is Judge Anthony Paris from the Superior Court for the State of New Hampshire, 

here in the United States.” LL smiled like a cat who had just discovered how to drain the fish 

tank. “We 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.” LL read the account number 

in front of him. “It‟s your account number thirty-three, dash…” 

From the silence on the line I gathered he was checking. In a few moments he was back 

on the line. “I‟m sorry, yer „onor, we „ave no account with that number.” 
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“Yes, you do,” LL insisted, his voice losing its Southern accent in the process. “We 

have records of monthly transfers from your bank to a Paine Webber account in Boston. The 

most recent was less than three weeks ago.” 

“Sorry, sir, I am unable to assist you.” 

LL continued, even more forcefully. “Look, this is an official investigation. Let me 

speak to a manager.” 

“Yer „onor, Director Connelly is present. I‟ll connect you.” 

There was another click, making me wonder if they still used switchboards, then a long 

silence, eventually broken by a booming, authoritative voice. 

“Connelly „ere.” 

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, Connelly‟s reply was 

quick and firm. 

“Not necessary. I‟ve got it right „ere.” 

In anticipation I raised my eyebrows at LL. 

“I‟m only interested in some basic information, like”— 

“Parse-word first.” 

“Password? I don‟t have the password.” 

“Without the password, sir, I cannot supply you with any information about this 

account,” 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. 

“Sean Devlin, you say.” 

“Yes.” 

“He‟s shown on our records as deceased. Even if you „ad the password, it would do you 

no good now.” 

“Deceased? When?” 

“Doesn‟t say, sir.” 

As the telephone call ended, LL‟s face curled up tighter and tighter in concentration. 

“Deceased? He said „Sean Devlin‟s deceased.‟ ” 

I nodded affirmatively. 

“How 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 he‟s probably dead, but that doesn‟t make 

him legally dead.” 

I didn‟t have an answer. But then again I didn‟t 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 couldn‟t 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 Sal‟s 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 County‟s 

supervisory justice, Peter Gigas. 

“Tony, sorry I missed you.” Like a tweedy professor he cleared his throat. “I‟ve got a 

file here that has your fingerprints all over it and I have a few questions. If you‟re free, could 
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you give me a ring? Thanks.” 

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 mother‟s voice, 

“Tony, I haven‟t heard from you”— 

I picked it up. The conversation was a reprise of the same one we had two days earlier. 

Her concerns, which I couldn‟t allay, only exacerbated my own. By guaranteeing to go to Sal‟s 

house on Sunday, I was eventually able to pry her off the phone. The prospect of seeing us in 

the flesh at Sal‟s seemed to satisfy her somewhat, even if I declined to accompany her to mass 

beforehand. “It wouldn‟t hurt to ask the Lord for help,” she admonished. I had the nagging 

feeling that He‟d 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 

wasn‟t 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. “Sean 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 didn‟t know anything about Irish banking regulations. He‟s going to see what he 
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can find.” 

“What now?” 

“I‟ve been thinking about that. Didn‟t 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.” 

“And just where are you going to go while I make the phone call?” I asked accusingly. 

A sleek smile crept across his face. “I have some business I need to attend to.” 

“That business wouldn‟t involve Christie, would it?” 

“You‟re not my only responsibility. I have other responsibilities.” The way LL lingered 

over the syllables of “responsibilities,” 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 

didn‟t identify himself, answered. He said he‟d get back to me and thanked me politely for my 

interest. 

* * * 

I heard Jen‟s 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. 

“Tony, look at this!” From her canvas boat bag she pulled four or five photocopies of 

newspaper articles. “Here, let me put them in order.” She reorganized the photocopies. “Read 

them and then tell me what you think.” 

The first article was from the front page of the April 6, 1933, Coastal Courier. The 

headline read “Gold Hoarding Outlawed.” 

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. “This 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.” 

 

My expression revealed my utter lack of comprehension. 

“Keep reading.” 

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. “You don‟t get it?” 

“Not yet.” 
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“Well, keep going,” she encouraged. 

The third photocopy was the “Police Blotter” 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 “Police Blotter.” The report was only one 

sentence. “Seamus Finnan of Kittery was reported missing this morning when he failed to 

return home from his employment as Memorial Bridge‟s night bridge-tender.” 

“One more,” she said, motioning at the last photocopy in front of me. 

It too was from the “Police Blotter.” 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. “The 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.” 

So this was the infamous Finnan of Finnan‟s Flop, the bogeyman of youth. Inwardly I 

smiled briefly, but Jen‟s 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 couldn‟t see any link between 

his falling off the bridge and drowning and the articles about the hoarding of gold. I certainly 

didn‟t see any connection between Seamus Finnan‟s death and Sean‟s disappearance, other than 

they were both Irish and from Portsmouth. 

But indulging Jen‟s enthusiasm, I skimmed the photocopies again. After a second 

reading, the articles still didn‟t make any more sense to me. Maybe, when strung together by 
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Jen‟s vivid imagination, they might produce a few bold suppositions. The problem was I didn‟t 

have a clue what Jen had in mind. “So you think.…Maybe you‟d better explain it to me.” 

“I haven‟t 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.” 

“Jen, no offense, but you‟re 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.” 

“So why was the drawbridge being raised in the middle of the night?” 

“For a ship.” 

“What about the splash?” Jen asked, attempting to lead me by the Socratic method 

down a path discernible only to her. 

“Could have been anything.” 

“True, 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 don‟t just fall off bridges, especially bridge-

tenders.” 

“Legend has it that he fell off the bridge. He could have been drunk.” 

Jen weighed my comments for a moment before she pointedly said, “Just like Sean 

Devlin.” 
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“Okay, okay, but that‟s the only connection to the Devlins.” 

“Assume the splash was the gold ending up in the river.” Jen hesitated, as she tried to 

piece it together in her own mind. “It 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 out”— 

“Jen.” I held up my hand. “I appreciate all you‟re doing for me, I really do, but frankly, 

honey, you‟re grasping at straws.” 

Jen‟s retort was sharp. “Is that what Sean Devlin was doing last summer when he was 

reading the Coastal Couriers from 1933? Grasping at straws?” 

I waited for a moment and then offered a mollifying fact. “I don‟t 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.” 

Jen stared incredulously at me. “The first two numbers in the account are 33,” she 

exclaimed. “My God, Tony, „33. That‟s the year of the Coastal Courier issues that Sean took 

out, it‟s 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, „Roosevelt made 

us rich.‟ ” She banged her knuckles against her head. “Hello?” 

“Jen, 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 don‟t disappear without a 

trace. Was there anything in the Courier later that month about the gold?” 

“Not a word,” she answered, as if that somehow supported her story. 

“Jen”—I reached out to touch her—“the coincidence of 33 popping up twice looks 

intriguing, but after that it‟s just hunches.” 
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“My hunches are pretty good.” 

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, “It‟s not my mother. I talked to 

her earlier. It‟s probably Lexie.” 

At the mention of Lexie‟s name, Jen‟s looked up brightly. “Sean might have mentioned 

something to her.” 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. “Chief Justice,” she whispered. 

“Tony.” 

“Hi Chief,” I said flatly. 

“The Governor‟s going to call you in a few minutes. I just got off the phone with him. 

He‟s very concerned about your safety. He was told that the fire in Portsmouth was arson, and 

you may have been the target.” 

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 justice‟s call should have freed me from one hanging 

sword, but where Liam Devlin was involved, I had serious misgivings. 

“Actually, I don‟t think it‟s your safety he‟s worried about. It‟s the fallout if something 

were to happen to you. Jeez, Tony, I hate to talk this way.” 

“It‟s okay, Chief. I‟m getting used to it,” I sighed, not sure why I was reassuring him. 

“Anyhow, the Governor wants the state police to guard you. I guess he doesn‟t want to 

lose a judge, especially during primary season when he‟s under a microscope.” 

“I don‟t know, Chief,” I said, hoping my reluctance was obvious. 

“This is for your safety. And Jen‟s.” 
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“It‟s not that. My bailiff‟s been spending the night over here, and frankly I feel pretty 

safe.” That was gilding the lily a bit. I still felt peril, but I knew I‟d feel safer with LL around 

than with a bunch of strangers. 

The chief justice‟s tone became less friendly. “Tony, you know what the situation‟s like 

with the legislature and governor. We‟ve got our pay raise coming up next session, a new 

courthouse up north, and two new judicial nominations. We can‟t be seen as uncooperative, 

and you haven‟t exactly been a public relations star for us the last week.” 

“Yeah, I know,” I gulped. 

“Help me out a little here. This is in your best interest and,” he emphasized, “in ours.” 

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 governor‟s secretary. A few seconds later, Liam Devlin was on the line. 

The same old queasy feeling revisited my stomach. 

“Judge Tony,” he greeted me and, after some social niceties, maneuvered quickly to the 

business at hand. “I‟ve 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 grandfather‟s house was arson, and you may have been the objective.” 

How the hell did he know that, I wondered. The Governor waited for me to respond. 

“It appears that way,” I replied. 

“I‟ve requested the State Police to provide you and your wife with round-the-clock 

protection until everyone is assured of your permanent safety.” 

“That‟s very thoughtful, Governor. Thank you.” I was grateful he hadn‟t embarrassed 

me by asking why I had broken into his brother‟s house. 

“Glad to be of help. Us Portsmouth boys have got to stick together.” 

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 won‟t get me first. You, holding a predated notarization that could end my career in a 

heartbeat; and me…well, it couldn‟t get any worse. Yeah, we have a lot in common. 

“Listen,” he added. “I‟d like to catch up a little more, but my secretary‟s standing in 

front of my desk madly waving something. Hold on.” He covered the mouthpiece, but I heard 

him say, “Tell them another second.” I assumed it was a tried-and-true ploy to bring our 

conversation to a close. Then he came back on the line. 

“I don‟t want you or that good wife of yours to worry, Tony. I‟m going to see that 

you‟re taken good care of.” 

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 didn‟t 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 didn‟t 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? 

“Tony, what‟d he say?” 

My answer was flat, but that was better than lying to Jen. “He‟s arranged for the State 

Police to guard us.” 

“What about LL?” Jen asked, thinking no doubt that this was what was bothering me. 

“I haven‟t really got a choice. The Chief Justice asked me to cooperate. At least LL can 

get some sleep now.” 

 Jen studied my lack of excitement. “Is there something the matter?” 

Yeah, plenty I thought, all of which I want to tell you and none of which I can. “No,” I 
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answered. 
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Chapter 24 

Opal Street 
 

“There he is,” 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. “The 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 we‟ll 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. 

“So 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.” 

* * * 

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. 

“Your Honor, we meet again,” he said affably. “I‟m in charge of your security detail.” 

I let them in, and we went to the family room where Jen was. After introducing 

everyone, Krueger started. “We 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. We‟ll 

guard you from outside the house. That way we won‟t interfere with your normal life. If you 

have any questions or concerns, let us know. After we leave here, we‟ll contact all your 

neighbors so as not to alarm them. How many phones do you have and where are they?” 
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“One in our bedroom and that one there,” Jen answered, pointing to the phone on the 

counter. 

“If you need us, don‟t use them. This will be a lot quicker.” He pulled a walkie-talkie 

from his jacket. “Just press here. If you hear anything funny, or even if you just have an 

intuition”—Jen and I exchanged glances—“call us immediately. Let us take care of it.” 

I nodded my agreement. 

“A couple of other things. At night leave the lights on and the shades open, except, of 

course, your bedroom curtains.” Krueger smiled patronizingly down at Jen who gave him a 

clenched grimace in return. “That will allow us to see into the house. Obviously, you can have 

free run of the house, but at night if you‟re going to leave the bedroom or bath area, please call 

us on the walkie-talkie so we‟ll know the shadow having a midnight snack is you.” Krueger 

chuckled and then continued with his instructions. “One final thing, do either of you have any 

weapons?” 

“No,” I answered. 

“That‟s 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.” He smiled sympathetically. “Let‟s hope nothing does.” 

“Cross our fingers,” 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. “Tony, look, they‟re giving LL a hard time.” 

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 
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finger at Krueger‟s 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. 

“Your babysitters don‟t want me staying tonight.” LL nodded at Krueger, who was a 

few steps behind. 

Not bothering to waste his breath on LL, Krueger spoke directly to us. “I tried to 

explain that an extra person unnecessarily complicates our assignment.” 

Sarcastically LL asked, “May I go to the bathroom now, officer?” He held up his hands 

in resignation. “I‟ll try to be quick.” 

Krueger didn‟t respond. LL strode across the family room and down the hall. 

“I know LL is a friend, Judge, but even one extra person makes our job more difficult. 

He used to be my training officer”—Krueger said without any sense of loss—“when I started 

in the State Police. Probably doesn‟t like taking orders from someone he trained. Can‟t say I 

blame him.” 

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. “‟Night.” 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 LL‟s 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 LL‟s gun, its oily gunmetal in bold 

relief to the cool white porcelain. Apparently LL hadn‟t used the guest bath in hall. A note, 

meticulously printed on a small lined sheet, rested under it. “Just in case,” it read ominously. 
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“I don‟t like this,” Jen said. “What are you going to do?” 

“Brush my teeth and go to bed.” 

“LL left this for a reason.” 

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, “just in 

case.” But I didn‟t want to unnecessarily alarm Jen. “Probably feels bad that he can‟t be here to 

guard us,” I explained, casually picking up the gun. It felt heavy and cold. “Something to ease 

his conscience.” 

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 “10:22.” Next to the clock the reddish outline of LL‟s 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 

Krueger’s 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, “2:13.” 

“Tony, for Chrissake, wake up!” 

LL was leaning over my bed, his big hand gripping and pushing my shoulder. A black 

knit watch cap covered his head. 

“Get up!” he growled in a low voice. 

I sat up. “What the hell.” 

Jen propped herself up on an elbow. “LL, what are you doing here?” she asked sleepily. 

“What time is it?” 

“You‟ve got to get out of here. Now!” 

“What?” 

LL continued to whisper hoarsely. “Your security guard just deserted their post. 

Something‟s up. We need to get the hell out of here!” 

I swung my legs to the floor. LL moved to Jen‟s 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. 

“Tony, my sweatshirt,” Jen whispered. I tossed it onto her lap as LL wheeled her out of 

the bedroom. 

“Have you got the gun?” 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 weren‟t state troopers. 

“Let‟s get out of here,” I whispered at LL. It was nearly a whistle. My throat had 

constricted to the size of a straw. 

“They‟ll see us with the lights. Stay below the windowsills. You help Jen. I‟ll take the 

wheelchair.” 

Jen turned around. Her hair was tousled with sleep, but her face was stretched tight 

with panic. I didn‟t know what scared her more, the three men headed toward the house or 

being dependent on someone else for locomotion. LL didn‟t care. Without asking he‟d already 

begun to lift Jen, wearing only her UNH sweatshirt and men‟s 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. 

“It‟s okay, Jen.” I knelt down. “Grab my shoulders.” 

LL folded up her wheelchair. “Let‟s go!” 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. 

“My bag” 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 slider‟s oblong of light. I 

barely noticed the chilly air, but for some unknown reason I worried about Jen‟s bare feet. 

“The slider,” 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. 

“Which way?” 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 wheelchair‟s thin tires made for tough going on the lawn. Despite that, with Jen‟s 

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 dancer‟s light feet. 

From behind the trees we watched the two men slink across the family room. Gloved 

hands cradled automatic weapons. 

“We‟ve got to move. In another second they‟ll see you‟re missing.” 

“Who are they?” Jen whispered, as we started off. 

LL answered, “Beats me, but I‟m not interested in waiting around for a formal 

introduction.” 

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, we‟d 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, 

we‟d be exposed like bugs on a wall. 

“Throw me the chair and then Jen,” 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. 

“On three,” I said. “One, two, three.” At the top of the third swing, I pushed Jen‟s legs 

up and over the fence. One pajama pant leg caught on a picket, and her bare foot pointed up 

into the night sky. 

“I‟ve got her, Tony,” LL called out in a hushed voice. 

I leapt up and pushed Jen‟s leg up to free it. There was a tearing sound, and her leg 

disappeared. LL grunted as he caught Jen‟s 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, “Hey.” 

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. 

“Cut it out! You‟ll wake up the whole fucking neighborhood,” another voice growled. 

The bullets stopped, only a couple of feet away from me. If I hadn‟t replaced the rake, 

I‟d have been a jigsaw puzzle with a quarter of its pieces missing. “Every tool in its place; a 

place for every tool.” I thought back to my father‟s oft-repeated maxim. Who would have 

imagined it would have saved my life. I didn‟t 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. 

“Are you all right,” Jen asked, when I caught up to them. 

“I‟m alive and no holes.” 
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“What happened?” LL asked. 

“One of them started to climb the fence. I slammed his fingers with a rake and he 

opened fire. Missed me, thank God.” 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. 

“I did learn a lesson from all this shit.” 

“What?” Jen asked. 

“Always return what you borrow.” I started laughing, the giggles replacing panic. 

“What!” 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. 

“How‟d you know they were coming?” I asked LL. 

“Do you know Krueger?” 

“No.” 

“I was his training officer,” LL puffed. Long distance running was clearly not one of his 

strengths. “He‟s the shiftiest, slimiest lowlife to ever wear the tan and green.” 

A long gray sedan, its lights out, stole up beside us. The driver‟s 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. 

“Ride anyone?” 

“It was you,” LL snarled. “I should have known. What a fuckin‟ weasel.” 

“LL, raise „em! You too Judge, and the missus.” LL glared at Krueger, his eyes angry 
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lasers. Krueger laughed. “LL, I‟ll be happy to drop you right here. But it won‟t be just you; it‟ll 

be these other two as well. So either start making nice or praying, because right now those are 

your only options.” 

Slowly LL put his hands above his head. 

“Lady, I want you to reach inside LL‟s jacket and pull out his weapon, real carefully.” I 

inched my hips sideways to conceal the gun in my waistband. “This is an automatic. It can spray 

fourteen bullets in less than a second, so don‟t get cute.” 

Jen swiveled her chair around and reached inside LL‟s 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. 

“Hold it by the barrel with two fingers. That‟s it. Now hand it to me, real easy. Good 

girl.” Krueger stepped from the car to retrieve the gun from Jen. 

“Judge, you help the little lady get in the car.” 

Shielding the gun in my waistband from Krueger‟s 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. 

“Okay Judge, now you get in. No funny business or everyone dies.” 

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. “Hey! Love birds, put your hands on the back of the 

seat where I can see them. Both of you!” He waved his gun at us. 
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“All right, LL, hands down and behind you!” In a blur Krueger clicked a set of 

handcuffs on LL. He escorted LL around to the passenger side and in true cop fashion 

protected LL‟s head, while LL lowered himself onto the front seat. Krueger dashed back 

around the car, jumped in, and sped off. 

Jen and I were perched on the edge of the bench seat. As ordered, our hands rested on 

the back of the front seat. LL sat stock still, rigid with anger. The big sedan was an unmarked 

cruiser. Its immaculate interior was crammed with radios and police gear, all tidily stowed with 

militarily precision. 

Riding in silence, we headed east toward the coast. At the Portsmouth traffic circle, 

Krueger drove south on Route 1, which sliced like a shiny black ribbon through the shopping 

malls and Liam Devlin‟s car dealerships. Once through the bright lights, he moved his gun from 

his right to his left hand. While simultaneously holding the steering wheel and gun with his left 

hand, Krueger poked a number onto the cell phone next to him and then picked it up. “I got 

the pizzas,” he said. “There are three, not two. I‟ll be delivering them in about fifteen minutes.” 

He listened to whoever was on the other end for a few seconds and then hung up. LL still 

stared straight ahead, apparently uninterested. 

I had a greasy feeling that Sean Devlin‟s fate was about to become ours. Jen and I 

exchanged glances. I brushed my elbow against her arm, to touch her, to reassure her. She 

reciprocated and a current passed between us, a cable laden with a marriage‟s worth of feelings 

and memories. I wanted desperately to hold her, to have her hold me, to tell her how much I 

loved her…to tell her how much I would always love her. 

“Omigod! Omigod!” Jen shrieked. 

“What is it?” Krueger gruffly asked, his eyes not leaving the road. 

“My colostomy bag! It came unhitched. Oh God, there‟s shit every place.” She bounced 
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around like a kid in day care. Her hands flew off the back of the seat as she wiggled and 

screamed. “Oh gross. It leaked all over me.” 

I felt her hand at my waist, withdrawing the gun. LL turned to look back. 

“Oh! It broke!” she exclaimed, still bouncing around, “There‟s shit all over me, all over 

the seat! Disgusting!” 

Krueger turned, his gun still in his left hand on the wheel. The barrel of Jen‟s gun was 

two inches from his eyes. They crossed for a millisecond as he focused on it. Jen‟s finger leaned 

hard against the trigger. I couldn‟t decide whether I wanted the safety to be on or off. 

“Drop your gun.” Jen‟s voice had a low, resonating timbre that I had never heard 

before. The sound didn‟t come from her vocal chords; it erupted from her soul, primeval noise 

that made words superfluous. A wolf growling at an intruder; a cat hissing to protect its young. 

Raw, irrational, hair-raising. 

Slowing down the cruiser, Krueger hesitated, scrutinizing Jen. He opened his mouth as 

if to say something. Jen‟s hand tightened. He dropped his gun. 

“Both hands on the wheel,” she commanded, her voice returning to normal. 

I reached over and from between Krueger‟s legs grabbed the gun he‟d taken from LL. 

“Pull over, nice and slow,” LL ordered. 

While Jen kept her gun trained on Krueger‟s head, he unlocked LL‟s handcuffs. We had 

stopped next to a deserted lot. The light from a dimly lit paint and hardware store barely 

reached us. From the other direction a noisy old pickup, well in excess of the posted speed of 

forty, howled by. Both Jen and I had our guns aimed at Krueger, whose only expression was a 

twitch over his right eye. 

LL cuffed Krueger. Then using the cuff chain as a grip, he leaned over Krueger to 

retrieve the dropped gun. Stretched out across the seat and Krueger, LL fished around on the 
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floor for it. Once he found it, he began to sit back up, his left hand still pushing down on the 

handcuff chain between Krueger‟s hands. Without warning his right hand flashed up as he 

smashed the flat side of the automatic into the bottom of Krueger‟s chin. 

Jen‟s “Oouh” was louder than Krueger‟s shocked exhalation. His teeth smacked 

together as his head flew back into the headrest. His eyes registered surprise for only a moment 

and then closed as he slumped down like a cloth doll. 

“Oouh,” Jen uttered again, her shoulders shuddering at the violence of LL‟s blow. 

Straightening up, LL turned solicitously toward Jen. “Don‟t you need to clean up?” 

“Clean what up?” 

“The, uh, you know…the bag.” 

“There is no bag,” she answered. “Everyone thinks paraplegics have „em, but we don‟t. 

Tony had the gun and that was the only way I could think of to get it.” 

A lighthouse grin beamed from LL. “Oh Jesus, I love it!” He started to slide out of the 

car, laughing deep and loud. Jen smiled. 

LL opened the driver‟s door and yanked an unconscious Krueger out. Twenty feet or 

so off the road were the remains of a low, concrete block wall. LL dragged Krueger behind the 

wall and laid him out on his back. Stepping between his outstretched legs, he spread them a 

little with his foot. Then like a football kicker, he smashed his foot into Krueger‟s groin. It 

sounded like a squash being kicked. Krueger‟s head rose slightly, emitted a short moan, and fell 

back hard. 

Jen blanched again. I winced, instinctively dropping a hand to my crotch. 

LL stood still for second, looking down at Krueger, and then pulled his foot back again. 

“LL, not again!” Jen screamed. 

In mid-kick, LL‟s foot stopped. Krueger‟s body shuddered with unconscious 
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premonition. LL looked down at Krueger one last time, then jumped in the driver‟s seat, and 

we continued to head south on Route 1. 

“What was that for?” I asked, beginning to wonder about LL‟s vaunted reputation for 

eliciting a confession from a suspect without ever raising his voice. 

He answered matter-of-factly. “Tony, you nick a suspect moving him through a door 

and he screams police brutality. You black and blue his balls and inflate them four sizes and 

he‟ll never tell a soul. Anyhow, Krueger had it coming. I wanted to bounce him after his 

probation, but he managed to stay on. I could see it in him the first day he rode with me. 

Always on the make. It started out by him finding a joint on some girl. He‟d reduce her to tears 

and then suggest they could work it out.” 

“I‟ve heard a few stories about you.” 

LL‟s head came around and he snapped angrily, “I never misused my uniform. I may 

have embarrassed it from time to time, but I never corrupted it. Krueger would steal money on 

a drug bust and laugh in the dealer‟s face. Within a couple of years he was driving a BMW and 

had a ski condo up in North Conway. I was absolutely dumbfounded when he was put in 

charge of the Governor‟s security team.” Turning his head back he spit out bitterly, “Now, I 

know why.” 

“We ought to call the police,” Jen said, motioning at the car phone next to LL. 

LL pointed his thumb behind us. “That was the police.” 

“That was a state policeman,” Jen corrected him. “Let‟s report it to the Portsmouth 

police.” 

“If the Governor‟s security detail is after you, then I don‟t know who we can trust.” 

LL‟s voice trailed off, puzzled and foreboding. 

“Where do you think Krueger was taking us?” Jen asked. 
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I guessed, “The Devlin house on Little Boars Head.” 

LL held the cell phone up. “Tony, check the redial?” 

I pressed the button and read off the luminescent block numbers. 

“That‟s the Hampton exchange,” LL said. “I‟ll bet it‟s the house at Little Boars Head.” 

We‟d left Route 1 and were driving back roads west, away from the shore. Dawn was 

still a couple of hours away. 

“How did you know we were going to be attacked?” 

“I didn‟t, but Krueger is so corrupt, I smelled a rat. After I left the gun with you, I went 

home, changed and walked back. That house across and up from you?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Well, I pulled up a lawn chair under the big hemlock next to it and watched the whole 

thing develop. I could see right away that their surveillance was a joke. They were only marking 

time. Then, all of sudden, they upped and left. The street was wide open. That‟s when I came 

over.” 

“How‟d you get in?” 

“When I went to the bathroom, I unlocked a window in the guest room.” 

I shook my head in admiration. 

“Where are we going?” Jen asked. 

“Ogunquit. I know a safe place we can stay.” 

Jen leaned back against me, her head on my shoulder. I held her tight, stroking her hair. 

Her body trembled gently and she quietly sniffled. I touched her cheek, which was damp with 

silent tears, and held her closer. 

“When is it going to stop, Tony?” 

“I don‟t know,” I whispered, eschewing the reassuring lie for the truth. LL glanced back 
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concerned. 

“I want it all to be over—to go back to our normal life.” 

“Me too, Jen. It will, eventually. I promise,” I whispered back. 

LL chuckled. “That bag business was the best. Makes me laugh every time I think of it. 

What I‟d give to have a picture of that asshole‟s expression with that pistol two inches from his 

nose. Oh, how sweet that was.” 

Jen wiped her tears on my sweater and pressed a small smile from her lips. Then, 

closing her eyes, she settled against me. Her pistol rested casually in her lap, like a purse. 
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Chapter 26 

The Pines Motor Court 

Ogunquit, Maine 
 

It was still dark when we pulled into a deserted motor court. The unlit sign noted it was 

closed for the season. Behind a grove of white pines a dozen small cabins were laid out in a 

half-moon shape around a white clapboarded farmhouse with an unpainted barn in the rear. LL 

pulled up in front of the house. The original porch had been closed in with louvered windows. 

An unlit neon sign over the door read “Office,” and credit card stickers decorated its window. 

“I know the owner,” LL explained as he got out of the car and walked to the door. 

He rang the bell several times. Through the opaque louvered glass, we saw the glow of 

a light turn on somewhere in the house. I got out, gun in my waistband, leaving the door open 

behind. A plush carpet of pine needles covered the ground. Jen remained in the car. An interior 

door opened and someone turned on the outdoor lights. I flinched from the brightness. 

“The sign says closed,” a woman‟s voice barked, gravelly and harsh. 

“Greta, it‟s me, Lionel.” 

Locks clicked rapidly, and the door flew open. “Lionel,” the woman said, her voice now 

husky and warm. 

Dressed in a green satin dressing gown that had seen better days, Greta was a plumpish 

woman in her late forties with a bleached blonde poodle cut. She threw her arms around LL 

and pulled him down for a smacky kiss. He turned his head slightly away in embarrassment, but 

it didn‟t seem to faze her. I looked back at Jen, who arched her eyebrows in amusement and 

shrugged. 

“Ooh, baby,” she said between kisses. Then she noticed me and let LL go. “Oh, I‟m 

sorry.” She cinched her robe tighter. 
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Blushing, LL tripped over the introductions. “Greta, we‟re in some real hot water. I‟ll 

explain everything later, but right now we need to hide this car, and we need a place to stay.” 

“Sure, sure,” she agreed. “They can stay in number five.” She pointed at a small cabin 

with a bench against it. “It‟s the nicest. I‟ll get some sheets and blankets. LL, put the car in the 

barn.” Greta turned and went back into the house. 

Jen got out of the car and into her wheelchair. LL drove the cruiser, with its lights out, 

to the barn. In a minute Greta returned with some sheets, blankets, and towels. “Oh honey, I 

didn‟t realize you were crippled.” 

Jen gave her stock answer. “I‟m not, Greta, only my legs.” 

Greta led us to cabin five. “My late husband was a state trooper like Lionel,” she 

explained on the way. “Maine State Police, twenty-two years. He died seven years ago, heart 

attack. He and Lionel were good friends for years, and Lionel has been real sweet since he 

passed.” 

“He‟s that kind of guy,” Jen said with a perfectly serious face. 

Greta unlocked the unit and turned on the lights. A bare mattress sagged on an iron 

bedstead. On the floor lay a worn hooked rug. A television was bolted to a shelf hanging from 

the ceiling. Setting the sheets and towels down on the double bed, she crossed the small cabin 

and turned on a wall heater. 

“This mustiness will be gone by morning, only needs someone staying here. I‟ll turn the 

water on in a sec. If it doesn‟t come on, come over to the house and let me know. Probably 

should let it run for a few minutes.” She stood at the door. “Anything else I can get you two?” 

“No, thank you,” we both said. 

“I‟ll leave the side door unlocked. It goes right into the kitchen. Take whatever you 

want. You sure you don‟t need something, honey?” she asked Jen. 
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“I‟ll be fine, thank you,” Jen answered. 

While I started to make up the bed, Jen wetted a towel in the small sink and was 

dabbing at her leg. It was then that I noticed the splotch of blood spreading out from a 

tricornered tear near the top of her pajama legs. 

“What‟s that?” 

“Just a little cut.” 

I walked over and looked at it more closely. Through the torn opening in her pajamas, I 

could see a three-inch gash, clotted and dirty with blood. “We‟ve got to take care of that.” I 

started toward the door. 

“Tony, please don‟t make a fuss.” 

“Jen, this isn‟t the time to take chances with your health,” I admonished, knowing only 

too well the risk of infection on a paralyzed limb. 

The lights were on in the kitchen when I entered. LL was at the kitchen table, a drink in 

front of him. Sidesaddle on his lap, Greta was kissing him, her nightgown pulled up around her 

thighs. 

“Hmhh,” I coughed and added, “Sorry,” as Greta jumped up and smoothed down her 

nightgown. “Jen cut her leg. Do you have some antibiotic cream and bandages?” 

“Yes, yes,” Greta stuttered with embarrassment. “They‟re in the upstairs bath. I‟ll go get 

them.” 

LL took a long sip from his drink. “She get cut on the fence?” 

“Yeah, probably.” 

“She never said a word. Tough cookie, that one.” 

“LL, she can‟t feel a thing.” 

“Still a tough cookie.” 
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Greta emerged with a first aid kit, some gauze bandages, and an off-white nylon 

nightgown that I knew Jen would positively hate. “Here you go. Here‟s a clean nightgown for 

her too.” 

“Thanks,” I said and slipped back out. 

An edge of shell pink began to lighten the eastern sky, vanquishing all but the brightest 

stars. Jen had finished making the bed and sat patiently next to it. 

“Okay, up on the bed,” I jokingly ordered. “Doctor Tony is now ready to examine the 

patient.” 

Jen made a face, but scooted up onto the bed. I pulled over a wrought iron pole lamp. 

The yellowed shade showed a picture of a three-masted schooner under full sail. “All the better 

to examine you with.” I was trying to play it light, attempting to conceal my own unease. 

Jen grimaced and looked away as I pulled off her pajama bottoms. Besides the tear on 

the top of her right thigh, there were several scratches on her right leg and the tops of both feet 

were abraded. I gently applied the cream and bandages, forgetting that her legs were senseless. 

They were still shapely, but different from the firm, tan legs I remembered. She wouldn‟t watch, 

turning her head away from the light. When I was done, I hoisted her up to a sitting position 

and handed her the nightie. Holding it up by its lace straps, Jen curled her nose. 

“Greta‟s finest,” I said. 

She quickly slid it on, pulling its hem as far down as it would go. I turned off the lights 

and shucked off the clothes I had thrown on a little over four hours earlier. Picking up her legs, 

Jen inserted them under the covers. Without saying anything, moved more by our own fears 

and needs, we met at the depression in the middle of the bed. Jen slipped her head against my 

chest and I encircled her in my arms. We lay there silently, soaking sustenance from one 

another‟s embrace. The slippery sensation of her nylon nightgown felt cheaply erotic, and my 
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imagination switched to LL, wondering what he and his pudgy playmate were doing. The 

windows were gray with the morning‟s light. Some birds twittered in the still pines. The only 

other noise was the bed, far more comfortable than it appeared, recording every shift in weight. 

For the moment, I felt peace. 

“Tony?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I would have shot him.” 

I pulled her closer. “I know.” 

A little tremor passed through her body. “What are we becoming? I never would have 

even considered owning a gun, and tonight I was ready to shoot a man. And here we are hiding 

out in some Fifties-style cabin with guns on our bedside tables.” 

“I don‟t know.” More questions without answers. Jen twisted her head, her hair 

brushing my naked skin, to kiss the hollow of my shoulder. Silence passed between us. Her 

breathing became lower. 

“At least we have each other,” I whispered into her hair. That was all we had, I thought, 

each other. 

“I love you,” she murmured. 

I didn‟t answer. I didn‟t have to. 

* * * 

It was nearly noon when we got up. By daylight we looked like a couple of ragamuffins. 

Jen slipped her torn and bloody pajama bottoms on under Greta‟s nightie and her pajama top 

and sweatshirt over it. Other than a few Band-Aids that survived the night, her feet were still 

bare. With wet fingers I tried to straighten sleep‟s wrinkles out of my hair. Unshaven and 

sockless, it did little to improve my appearance. After rinsing our mouths in the sink, we made 
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our way to the house Jen pushing her way across the carpet of needles. A northwest wind, 

straight out of Canada, had swept the fall sky clean of clouds. Greta was bustling about the 

kitchen as I pulled Jen‟s chair up over the doorsill and onto the linoleum. 

“Coffee‟s in the pot.” She motioned at an electric coffeepot on the counter. “What 

would you like? Toast, cereal, eggs? You name it.” 

“Coffee and toast is fine.” 

“Same for me,” Jen answered. 

“Where‟s LL?” I asked. “Still sleeping?” 

“He‟s in the living room making some calls.” Greta brought the pot to the table, already 

set with two place settings, and poured the coffee into oversized cups decorated with 

sunflowers. A matching sugar bowl and creamer sat on a plastic sunflower doily. 

Jen gratefully passed the cup under her nose. “Hmm,” she hummed appreciatively. 

Picking mine up, I pushed open the swinging door and passed through the dining room 

and into the living room. LL was ensconced at the end of an orange and brown plaid sofa, the 

phone at his ear and a sunflower coffee cup in his hand. His small notebook lay on the coffee 

table in front of him. He motioned me to wait while he finished up. 

“Yeah, thanks, good advice. I‟ll be in touch.” He hung up the phone. 

“Who‟s that?” I asked. 

“An old friend. I‟ve been calling around. The news isn‟t good.” 

“What is it?” 

LL poked his tongue into his cheek and then massaged the same spot with his hand. 

“The State Police have arrest warrants for you and me for arson, assault, and resisting arrest. 

And they‟re accusing you of firing the gun through the fence, assault with a deadly weapon.” 

“You‟ve got to be shitting me.” 
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“Wish I were. Of course, the assault charge against me is for shattering Krueger ‟s chin. 

Nothing about my putting his balls in orbit. Now that would be worth doing time for.” 

“The governor has to be behind this.” 

“No question. Sets up the guard detail, they pull out, and a different group moves in for 

the kill.” 

“Why?” It didn‟t make sense. Liam Devlin owned me, or at least thought he did. “Why 

would he want to kill me?” 

“It has to be connected to Sean‟s disappearance, but it beats me how.” LL stood up 

slowly and stiffly, groaning slightly for the effort. “Long night.” His eyes flickered 

mischievously. 

“Out of the grasp of one captor and into the arms of another,” I quipped. 

“If I‟m going to be finished off, I‟d rather have Greta pulling the trigger than Krueger. 

I‟m going to get some more coffee.” The two of us walked toward the kitchen. 

“They have to be desperate. None of those charges will ever stick.” And for whatever 

reason Devlin wasn‟t quite ready to employ the offense I was truly guilty of. 

LL rested a hand on my shoulder. “There‟s more. They planted drugs at your house. 

Enough so that you and Jen are charged with possession with intent to sell. And the two of you 

are wanted for questioning about the disappearance of Sean Devlin.” 

I started shaking with anger. “This is nuts; this is crazy.” The coffee in my cup bounced 

into waves. I had to put another hand around the cup to steady it. 

I stumbled into the kitchen. Greta was helping Jen slip on some fleece slippers. 

At the kitchen table LL sized up the situation again. The State Police had taken over the 

whole investigation. In a search of our house they claimed to have found small amounts of 

cocaine, over a pound of marijuana, and $7,300 in cash. They had tried to pressure Sweets 
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Malloy into charging LL and me. Sweets apparently turned over his investigation files, but 

refused to charge us and refused to cooperate further. They were distributing file photographs 

of LL and me. The pictures would be on the news and in Sunday‟s paper. It was too late for the 

Saturday editions. They didn‟t have a picture of Jen. 

I asked, “What do we do now?” 

“I don‟t know,” LL admitted dolefully. 

We sat there in despondent silence. Greta rubbed the back of LL‟s neck. Sunlight 

streamed into the kitchen. I wanted to kill Liam Devlin, I wanted to tear him into small pieces. 

No, I wanted him to go to bed worried, like I had, every night for the rest of his pathetic, evil 

life. 

Jen began to speak. “Everything goes back to Sean‟s disappearance. Everyone is 

convinced Sean drowned except us.” She jabbed her knife, a daub of grape jelly stuck to the end 

of it. “Tony visits Colleen and the next night we‟re attacked. We begin to investigate, and, 

whoops, all of sudden we‟re the targets. An Irish bank, with an account connected to Sean 

Devlin, says he‟s dead. And the account begins with 33, the same year the confiscated gold 

crossed the Piscataqua and the bridge-tender mysteriously died, the same year Roosevelt and 

Devlin were elected to office.” She had been speaking fast but slowed for her final words. “ 

„Roosevelt made us rich.‟ ” 

LL asked, “Gold? Bridge-tender?” 

“I found these yesterday.” Jen pulled her photocopies out of her canvas tote and let LL 

read them. When he finished, she explained again how they fit together. She paused for a few 

beats. “The Governor is after us.” Her eyes searched out each one of us. “He doesn‟t want us 

to know something or assumes we already know it. And it has to do with Sean, the Irish trust, 

and where that money came from.” 
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LL said, “Sounds good, but since no one is going to believe it, where does it get us?” 

“I agree. I‟ve got nothing right now except some hunches. But if we found out what it 

is that Devlin doesn‟t want us to know, we may be able to bargain with it. Trade it for our 

safety.” 

“I don‟t know.” LL shook his head. “Krueger, Devlin, you can‟t trust them.” 

Have you got that right, I thought to myself. 

“You have a better idea?” Jen asked. 

“She‟s right, LL. If we find out whatever it is, we might be able to pass it along to some 

reporters I know, and let them sort it out. When the dust settles, we can come out of hiding, 

our names cleared.” But on a different count, my fate was sealed. There was no question that 

Liam Devlin would pull me down with him. 

LL rubbed his chin, while Greta continued to massage his neck. “What do you have in 

mind?” he asked Jen. 

“Go to Washington,” she answered, “and see if there‟s anything in the Treasury 

Department records about that shipment of gold.” 

“We‟d certainly be safer there,” LL observed. “But do you really think we‟re going to 

find anything?” 

I answered, “What have we got to lose? And while we‟re doing that, your guy in Boston 

could investigate the account in First Dublin Trust.” 

We spent the next hour eating and planning. Greta joined in as if she had been part of 

everything since the beginning. While she cooked up pancakes and another pot of coffee, Jen 

made a list. For every request, Greta had a solution. A car: we could borrow her van. Three 

thousand dollars: no problem; she‟d go to her bank and withdraw it. LL could pay her back 

“whenever.” Clothes: her husband was roughly my size, and I borrowed what wasn‟t hopelessly 
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out of style. For LL and Jen: she got their sizes and would pick up something in the Portland 

malls after she went to the bank. We went over the list, checking and rechecking until satisfied 

we were prepared for every contingency. 

Jen, her lips pressed tight, added one more. “I need a catheter. If I don‟t empty my 

bladder soon, God only knows what‟ll happen.” 

“Jesus Christ, where are we going to get a catheter?” LL exclaimed, genuinely 

concerned. 

“Drug store,” Jen answered calmly. “There‟s a couple of other things I‟ll need, Greta. 

Private stuff.” Jen smiled at all of us, openly, winsomely, a smile I hadn‟t seen in a while. 

“Add a fuckin‟ catheter to the list, Greta,” LL bellowed heartily. “We can‟t afford to 

lose this girl now.” 
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Chapter 27 

On the Road 
 

Late that afternoon Greta returned laden with bags of clothing and groceries. Jen 

wheeled down to cabin five so she could catheterize herself, bathe and change. For her personal 

hygiene she needed the time and privacy that only the cabin could provide. Greta, who offered 

the use of her bathroom, seemed to understand. I wondered how much Jen, who hated to talk 

about those sorts of things, had divulged to her. While Greta busied herself making dinner, and 

LL showered and changed, I went into the living room to telephone Lexie. 

“Yo chickie, hot for your peep; leave it now, after the beep.” 

My message was intentionally short. “Lexie, Jen and I are fine. I‟m sure you know it‟s all 

a pack of lies. But be careful of anyone connected with Sean‟s brother, including the state 

police. They‟re the ones who set us up. We‟ll be in touch.” 

Curious about the news, I turned on the television. A Portland station had picked up 

the story. It didn‟t get top of the hour billing; that was accorded to a piece on the weekend‟s 

tourism. Another nice fall weekend had drawn tourists back to the Maine coast in record 

numbers. A helicopter shot of Interstate 95 showed streams of cars pouring Down East. 

We were next. A camera crew had set up in front of our house on Opal. In the 

background I saw a couple of other television news trucks. The report was pretty much as LL 

predicted. There was the old picture of me and a three-or-four-year old clip of LL in full dress 

uniform at a news conference, his steely eyes snapping. The story mentioned Jen only once in 

passing. Sean Devlin‟s disappearance was thought to be related to a drug gang rivalry. I was 

wanted for possession of drugs with intent to sell and for questioning about the disappearance 

of Sean Devlin. Since I had indicated a possible willingness to deal with the State Police, for my 
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own safety they had placed me in protective custody. Our daring escape was initiated by a brutal 

attack on a supposedly innocent, as yet unidentified, state trooper. According to the 

overwrought young reporter, we had eluded the state police on foot, firing at our pursuers 

through a wooden stockade fence. In the daylight the fence looked small, hardly an obstacle at 

all. Only the splintered bullet holes, lacing its midsection, ominously attested to the threat. A 

stolen, unmarked state police cruiser, still missing, completed our escape. 

The news shifted to a short piece on Governor Devlin and the upcoming New 

Hampshire Primary Fair. The national media had already set up shop, filling the local hotels and 

restaurants. All were speculating madly about Devlin‟s selection for the Presidential candidate 

and the ramifications for the Democratic ticket…and for him. The reporter noted that 

Governor Devlin‟s brother and one of his recent Superior Court nominees—me—were 

suspected of running drugs. Neither of these hiccups were expected to affect his enormous 

popularity and smooth slide into the Vice Presidential candidate slot. 

While I fetched Jen from cabin five, LL packed Greta‟s aged white delivery van, “The 

Pines Motor Court” stenciled on its sides in faded red letters. Greta had spread LL‟s favorite 

dinner on the dining room table. Big chewy steaks, French fries, and iceberg lettuce with ranch 

dressing. I washed mine down with a couple of beers. We ate quietly. Visibly hurt that LL 

hadn‟t invited her to accompany us, Greta‟s effervescence flattened, and she picked at her 

dinner with little interest. By the time we finished, it was nearly dark. 

LL didn‟t want us to stop until we got to Washington. Without portable hand controls 

Jen couldn‟t drive, so LL and I planned to drive in shifts. He had elected to take the first shift. 

Greta packed some sandwiches, fruit, and a thermos of coffee. The van was too high for Jen so 

I had to help her into the front seat. I set up her wheelchair in the back and sat in it. Smothering 

LL in kisses, Greta wouldn‟t let go of him, making him promise he‟d be careful. Leaving her 
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crying and waving under a pine, we pulled back out onto the road that had brought us to the 

motor court, a road that until a dozen hours earlier I had never traveled before, had no idea 

where it came from or where it went, a path that was carrying me far away from a life I had 

thought I knew. 

We had decided it was safer to start north, away from Portsmouth, then to swing west 

across the northernmost sections of New Hampshire and Vermont and into upstate New York. 

From there we‟d head south toward Washington, running well inland, away from the Interstate 

95 corridor where there was more chance of being spotted. Sticking mainly to back roads that 

Greta had mapped out for LL, we drove through the western part of Maine, passing through 

small farm communities until we entered the Appalachians and the road began to twist and turn 

through river valleys and mountain passes. 

It was past ten as we entered northern New Hampshire. Forty minutes later we began 

ascending through Dixville Notch. The mountains pinched in, pinning us between the bottom 

of their cliffs. Shortly after scaling the pass, the Balsams Grand Resort Hotel popped out of the 

wilderness, a confectionary creation festooned with gables and turrets and towers and lit like a 

birthday cake. In a few months, at one minute after midnight, a handful of voters from Dixville 

Notch would raise the curtain on the Presidential race by casting the first votes in the New 

Hampshire Primary. The thought carried me back to Liam Devlin, wondering how many of 

Dixville‟s citizens would vote for his chosen candidate, and it propelled me forward to the New 

Hampshire Primary Fair, only four days away. 

I‟d been hanging on to the back of Jen‟s seat, talking and peering out the window. Since 

I‟d be driving in a few hours, I retreated to the mattress we had fitted in the back of the van. Jen 

stayed awake to keep LL company. 

Sleep didn‟t come easily. I felt as if I were lying at the base of a tornado that whirled 
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madly above me, a roaring storm that sucked more and more into it, spinning shapes and colors 

into blurry streaks. All the while I lay perfectly still at its base, untouched by the energy above 

me, watching it with a fascination bordering on perverse, refusing to believe it was me about to 

be sucked up. As if I were a child in bed watching a nightmare, frightened by the fury around 

me, but knowing deep down that when morning came, it would vanish, replaced by soft shafts 

of sunlight and my mother‟s tender touch. But this nightmare, I knew, wasn‟t about to go away. 
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Sunday 
Chapter 28 

Pines Motor Court Van 
 

The van was stopped when LL woke me. I shook off sleep and looked out. We were 

parked in a rest area alongside a superhighway. A tractor-trailer whistled by. 

“Where are we?” 

“New York state, south of Plattsburg. Your turn to drive.” 

On the way to the restroom, I met Jen rolling out of the ladies‟ room. “How‟d you 

sleep?” she asked. 

“Not well and not enough. How are you doing?” 

She smiled. “I‟d forgotten how much fun road trips are. Empty roads,” she motioned at 

the heavens, “a big black sky, and silly stories. The only thing missing is a cooler of beers.” 

“And me,” I suggested. 

“And you,” she said sweetly. 

When I got back to the van, Jen, sitting on the floor behind the seats, poured me a cup 

of lukewarm coffee and handed me a ham and cheese sandwich. LL gave me a Homelite logo 

ball cap, dark glasses for when it got light, and some words of advice. 

“Go only a few miles over the speed limit, never too fast or too slow. If you start to 

nod off at all, stop and wake me. Remember if we get pulled over for anything, we‟re goners. 

They‟ll run an NCIC on us and we‟ll be in lock-up faster than you can blink an eye.” 

As I started to pull out of the rest area, Jen hand walked backwards onto the mattress 

and positioned her legs under Greta‟s quilt. LL was in the back as well, also getting ready to lie 

down. 

“No one‟s going to stay up to keep me company,” I griped. 
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“Need my beauty sleep,” LL said, making a face for the rear view mirror. 

“I can‟t keep my eyes open a minute longer,” Jen apologized. 

The vehicle became quiet as we all settled down for the drive ahead. Jen and LL rested 

side by side on the mattress, Jen on her back, LL on his side facing her. I found a decent station 

and kept the volume low. A sedan from Quebec came out of nowhere and whizzed past me 

going at least ninety. 

“LL,” Jen squealed, “get your hand off me.” 

“Sorry, just habit.” 

They both shifted to get comfortable again. For a minute all was quiet. 

“LL, stop it!” 

“You‟re not supposed to have any feeling in your legs,” he complained with mock 

innocence. 

“I can still tell what you‟re up to!” 

“Hear that, Tony? My God, it‟s a miracle. She can feel, she can f-e-eel,” he shouted with 

the fervor of a faith healer. 

“You‟re crazy,” Jen said, laughing. 

Like a revivalist preacher reaching for God, LL waved his hands and fingers in the air. 

“Praise the Lord! These hands have worked many miracles, but they‟ve saved one more special 

miracle…just for you.” 

“Tony,” Jen hollered for help. 

“Don‟t call me. I didn‟t get in bed with him.” 

“Some husband you are,” she giggled. 

With an exaggerated “Hrumph,” LL rolled away from Jen, yanking the quilt with him. 

Steadying herself, Jen gave it a hard tug back. 
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Eventually, punctuated by impatient sighs and grumbles, they resettled themselves on 

the mattress, Jen on her side of it, LL on his. The two mounds were motionless and finally 

quiet. The only noise was the hum of the radio and the whir of the tires as we swept south 

through the darkness. 

Several hours later, someplace in Pennsylvania, a thin streak of gray peered above the 

horizon. I located a public radio station broadcasting NPR‟s “Morning Edition.” A judge on the 

lam apparently didn‟t rate national coverage, although I had a clear mental picture of the 

booming headlines in New Hampshire that morning. Despite NPR‟s lack of interest in us, one 

of their national correspondents was in New Hampshire reporting live on the Primary Fair and 

Devlin‟s choice for a running mate. She interviewed a couple of local political heavyweights, the 

chairman of the New Hampshire Democratic Party and a state senator, who contributed their 

surmise to the cauldron of primary speculation. 

* * * 

Early Sunday afternoon, with LL driving, we arrived at the outskirts of Washington, 

D.C. Heat shimmered off the pavement, and the hot humid air, funneling into the un-air-

conditioned van, brought little relief. We had come down through the Shenandoah Valley, well 

west of Washington, and had approached it from that direction. After some exploration, using a 

placemat map taken from a truck stop, we ended up in Seven Corners, part of Arlington, 

Virginia. Multilane avenues, interrupted by more stoplights than existed in the entire state of 

New Hampshire, crisscrossed a maze of low shopping centers, gas stations, and take-out 

restaurants advertising every conceivable ethnic cuisine. Cruising slowly, LL searched for a 

motel meeting his specifications, criteria that remained a mystery to us but must have been 

exacting, judging from the number of times we prowled up and down the various 

thoroughfares. 
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Apparently the Roosevelt Arms fit the bill, its pretentious name in vivid contrast to its 

scruffy appearance. Clapboarded wings splayed out from a central office and coffee shop. The 

rooms on the back overlooked a schoolyard and playgrounds. At $49.95 a night, double or 

single, the Roosevelt Arms had no aversion to accepting cash, and LL took a room in the rear. 

Two nights, cash in advance. 

Dark and smelling of perfumed cleaners and stale cigarette smoke, the room had twin 

double beds with matching tropical tangerine bedspreads. Jen went into the bathroom with the 

plastic Rite Aide bag holding her hygienic necessities. I turned on the Washington 

Redskins/Arizona Cardinals game, propped up a couple of pillows, and promptly fell sound 

asleep. 

When I woke up, only the flickering glow of the television, humming inaudibly, lit the 

darkened room. LL dieseled on the other bed, while next to me, her arm thrown over my chest, 

Jen breathed softly, her gentle whistles echoing LL‟s rumbles. When I carefully lifted her arm to 

slide out from under it, one eye sluggishly opened and her arm pulled me toward her. 

“What time is it?” she whispered sleepily. 

I held my watch up, turning it slightly to catch the television‟s glow. “Six-thirty.” 

Jen snuggled closer, sighed contentedly, and drifted back to sleep while I worried and 

wondered about the future. Thoughts formed and evaporated. Plans started and abandoned. 

Resolutions erected and torn down. I said the Rosary for a while, mentally fingering each bead 

as I progressed. The soundless football game stared blankly back at me. I tried reciting my 

judicial oath, its words scourging my conscience. Then a short phase, four words, blazed like an 

ancient aphorism that suddenly comes to life. Its meaning was so clear, its words so simple, its 

admonishment so moving that I knew I possessed an invaluable nugget of truth. I repeated it 

over and over, until it was branded into my mind, a promise I would never betray again. 
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Monday 
Chapter 29 

Washington, D.C. 
 

At LL‟s insistence, we packed the next morning before we left the motel. “This way we 

control the choices, not someone else. We can come back here if we want, but if there‟s a 

cruiser in the parking lot, we can just drive on by.”  

To avoid rush hour traffic, we lingered over a continental breakfast of cardboard 

Danishes and watery coffee, courtesy of the Roosevelt Arms. 

“I have something I want to tell you…both of you,” I began. I had always known that 

someday this moment would come, and I had rehearsed my explanation a million times, but 

right then my thoughts stumbled around like sailors on shore leave. Both looked at me 

expectantly. Gathering myself, I began, recounting everything, Devlin‟s deceit, my naiveté, the 

potential sentence for accomplice to money laundering: four to five years in a federal 

penitentiary. Like a breached dam, every haunting detail poured out, except one. I didn‟t reveal 

that Jen‟s paraplegia was one of the factors that finally pushed me into accepting Devlin‟s 

nomination. 

She reached over and held my hand between hers, stroking and squeezing it. “Why 

didn‟t you tell me?” 

“You had enough problems. And what could you do?” 

“Share yours.” Her eyes misted, and mine filled up in response. “I wished you‟d told 

me,” she said. “All that time…” 

LL handed Jen a napkin. “I always knew you weren‟t too smart, but I never realized the 

depth of your stupidity.” 

I chuckled through my tears. “Thanks LL. You can be such a comfort at times like 
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these.” 

Jen said, “But you didn‟t do anything wrong. I mean, Devlin tricked you.” 

“That excuse has crossed my mind a million times. But it would be his word against 

mine, and he‟s got the cancelled check. Talk about a smoking gun.” 

Jen turned to LL, hoping that he might have a solution. He shook his head. “Ignorance 

of the law is not a defense.” 

“We can‟t go back,” Jen declared. 

“I have to,” I said. “I‟m not going to run from shadows forever.” 

“Liam Devlin‟s not a shadow. He‟s a killer,” Jen retorted. “We can disappear. Mexico? 

Cuba? We‟ve got this far, we‟ll just keep on truckin‟.” 

 “Cuba.” LL‟s face curled down with distaste. “How about California? „I wish they all 

could be California, I wish they all could be California…” he sang, butchering the Beach Boys‟ 

classic. 

“Seriously,” Jen interrupted, putting a merciful end to LL‟s painful rendition. 

“Forget it,” I protested. “I want payback for all the suffering that crooked killer has 

caused me.” 

 “Why?” LL asked. “Devlin‟s not worth four or five years in a federal pen someplace.” 

 “He‟s a slimy, corrupt, conniving murderer,” I spat out. “God only knows what that 

man is capable of.” 

“LL‟s right,” Jen reasoned. 

“Putting Devlin behind bars, stopping him from becoming Vice President, keeping him 

from ruining someone else‟s life,” I argued. “From killing more people. A few years in jail is a 

small price to pay.” 

“Maybe we can do both,” LL said. “But first we have to bring this soap opera breakfast 
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to a close, get off our asses, and see what Jen can find out.” 

Washington traffic, we discovered, was inescapable at any hour. Using our trusty tourist 

map and ignoring LL‟s “unerring” sense of direction, we managed to locate the Washington 

Mall. I had never been to our Capitol before and was all eyes, trying to capture the sights as they 

passed. Off the Ellipse, the Treasury Building sat next to the White House. Presumably so the 

President, like a pirate captain, could keep a close eye on the country‟s money. Five stories of 

dimming colonnaded marble, the building filled an entire block on Fifteenth Street. 

LL double-parked in front while I helped Jen out of the van and into her chair. After 

making plans to meet at noon, she wheeled away. In exchange for a king‟s ransom, LL and I 

parked in an underground garage and walked across the Ellipse and up Constitution Avenue to 

the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. 

Even on an overcast Monday morning, fifty or so people wandered along the wall. A 

few groups stopped to point out a name or to set flowers at the base of the wall. A wheelchair-

bound vet, in an American flag bandanna, hawked flowers, flags, and his services as a guide. I 

was too young to know anyone whose name was inscribed, but it was apparent LL had been 

there before. Almost immediately, about halfway up the wall, he found the first name he was 

looking for and stood still in front of it, staring at it blankly. 

“Which one?” I asked. 

LL pointed to the name. “Jeffrey E. Acker,” it read. 

Before I could ask about him, LL moved purposefully down the wall to another panel, 

touching a name on his way by. Then we strode a few panels further down, where he stopped 

and pointed to a name near the top of the wall, “Robert Dellwood.” 

“My lieutenant,” he explained. “He took the point on a night patrol. He didn‟t have to 

and he probably shouldn‟t have, but he did. He could have assigned anyone he wanted. It could 
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have been me; could have been any of us.” LL paused restlessly. “I was eighteen. Dell was 

twenty-three.” He paused again and looked skyward. “You know what I learned from him?” 

I waited for his answer. 

“Death sucks. There‟s nothing noble about it. In the end, the hero and the coward both 

take a dirt nap, and no one knows or cares who fought and who ran.” He motioned at the long 

black wall. “They don‟t grade dead soldiers. All they do is bury „em and list „em. Probably a lot 

of cowards and assholes listed here, but who cares now? They‟re all gone. Of course,” pointing 

back at Dellwood‟s name etched into the black stone, he snorted bitterly, “his parents got a 

medal.” 

We walked the rest of the wall in silence, studying the names and examining the 

mementos lying at its base. LL had never said much to me about Vietnam. I knew he‟d seen 

combat and, according to him, had gotten scratched enough to receive a couple of Purple 

Hearts, but that‟s all he‟d shared. Asking for more seemed intrusive right then and we 

continued on, each occupied with our own thoughts. 

On Constitution Avenue I bought a Washington Post from a newspaper box. After 

depositing our weary bodies onto the steps of the Lincoln Memorial, LL took the sports section 

and I was left holding the rest. 

Inside the first section was a long article on the New Hampshire Primary, tracing its 

history, its role in sinking aspirants and launching Presidents. The article recalled how 

McGovern‟s shocking upset of LBJ led to Johnson‟s withdrawing from the race. How Senator 

Edmund Muskie climbed onto the bed of a truck to defend his wife against press attacks, was 

reduced to tears, and driven out of the race. How Jimmy Carter vaulted from no place to 

national prominence after winning New Hampshire‟s first in the nation primary. It touched on 

Reagan‟s upset victory over George Bush in 1980 and his famous line: “I paid for this 
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microphone.” How Bill Clinton, the “Comeback Kid,” rebounded from adultery and draft-

dodging scandals into a second place finish and then the Presidency. And John McCain‟s shoot 

from the hip victory over George W. 

Governor Liam Devlin, the article went on, had turned the New Hampshire Primary on 

its ear. Capitalizing on his immense popularity, he possessed the leverage to make a lucky 

winner out of one of the candidates. But Liam Devlin, the author noted, was unwilling to settle 

for the usual primary trinkets: a signed picture to hang on the wall, a chance to rub shoulders 

with the high-and-mighty, or the vague, distant promise of some dead-end federal position. No, 

he was holding out for the biggest prize of all—the Vice Presidency of the United States. 

Devlin, the article concluded, had proven that, regardless of what happened on Tuesday, he was 

a political force to be reckoned with. 

I had a reckoning with Liam Devlin too, I thought bitterly. Of course, sitting on the 

Lincoln Memorial steps like an unshaven derelict in two-day old clothes, I wasn‟t much of a 

force to be reckoned with. I caught LL‟s eye and pointed to the article. 

“Big write-up on Liam Devlin.” 

He glanced over disinterestedly and returned to the sports pages. 

“What if Jen doesn‟t come up with anything? Have you got any ideas?” 

LL didn‟t look up. “She‟ll come up with something. And as soon she does, Devlin and 

Krueger will be protecting their virginity with cigarettes and candy bars.” Gesturing with a nod, 

LL said, “Speaking of your wife, here she comes.” 

I watched Jen, wheeling up at a good clip. I‟m not sure she had ever looked more 

beautiful to me. Her short dirty-blonde hair, finger-combed, bounced casually. She pulled up at 

the bottom of the steps, her green-granite eyes and sparkling smile competing for brilliance. LL 

rose slowly to greet her. I remained seated, studying her. 
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Something was different about Jen. I couldn‟t put my finger on it. It wasn‟t only the 

lack of make-up, or that I was hanging out in the middle of the nation‟s capital like a park bum. 

Whatever the difference was, it carried a flicker of recognition, a movie I had seen and 

forgotten, a face without a name. Synapses crackled as I tried to recapture this untethered 

flashback. Then it clicked, like a child‟s peg slotted into the correct hole. What I saw was Jen 

before the accident. Laughing, as we raced through rain and salt spray to beat a storm to shore. 

Walking backwards down the sidewalk ahead of me, holding my hands, giggling at some 

foolishness, her eyes and grin for me alone. Racing to bed, laughing like a kid, and then turning 

into a woman, inviting, desirable, loving. 

The attempts on my life, losing my job, being charged as a common criminal had taken 

the starch out of me, but the danger, the setbacks, the mystery had animated Jen, energized her. 

While I‟d been looking for the exit, she had been rising to the challenge. This whole mess—

adversity to me, adventure for her—was a metaphor for our marriage. Since her accident she‟d 

been attacking her paralysis, fighting to keep her vitality. Whether it was racing in her 

wheelchair, screaming down a ski slope, driving too fast…or wanting to have a baby. And what 

had I been doing?—pushing her wheelchair, telling her to slow down, avoiding sex, and trying 

to escape fatherhood. I thought I had been protecting her, compensating for her loss, trying to 

make her life easier. When all along, it had been me I had been guarding. She was on the playing 

field. I was looking at the game clock. 

Rising off the steps, I hugged and kissed her impetuously. The sudden show of 

affection surprised her. 

“If that‟s a reward for what I found, it‟s a wasted effort.” Her eyes looked up at me. 

“Of course, I‟m not complaining.” 

“No luck,” LL grumbled. 
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“They don‟t store any old records here. The Treasury Department archives everything 

in some warehouse in Bethesda. I got directions,” she said hopefully. 
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Chapter 30 

Treasury Department Archives 

Bethesda, Maryland 
 

The Treasury Department stored its documents in an industrial-sized, corrugated-metal 

building on a campus of other federal buildings. A one-story concrete addition in front served 

as entrance and office. A dozen or so cars were scattered about the parking lot. We parked next 

to the handicap space occupied by an ancient VW Jetta decorated with bumper stickers. Jen led 

the way, and behind her LL and I traipsed in. 

A low wooden counter stretched the width of the office. In front of the counter were 

research tables laid out in three rows of four tables. Bankers boxes surrounded the half-dozen 

or so researchers who were quietly reading. Behind the counter, in Dilbert cubicles, sat six or 

seven “research associates” according to their nameplates. At the back of the office, where it 

attached to the warehouse, were four sets of swinging glass doors. Through them we could see 

row upon row of four-foot by four-foot packing crates stacked nearly to the roof and extending 

to the back of the building. Huge red block letters were emblazoned on each crate. Buzzing in 

and out of the canyons of crates, two forklifts piled and unpiled them. 

Disappointment was etched onto Jen‟s face. It had been her idea to come to 

Washington. Now it appeared that our trip and our time had been wasted. 

“Can I help you?” A handsome, matronly black woman with a colorful scarf draped 

across her shoulders stood at the counter. 

“I don‟t know,” Jen asked hesitantly. “I‟m researching Franklin Roosevelt‟s Gold 

Hoarding Order from April of 1933, and how it was implemented in New Hampshire and 

Maine. The Order required everyone to turn in all their gold coins and bullion in exchange for 

cash. I‟m researching how it was collected and transported.” 
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Hearing Jen describe what we were hoping to find while looking at the forbidding cliffs 

of boxes skewered any lingering hope of finding what we were searching for and desperately 

needed. Despite the futility of the task, the woman dutifully sat down at a computer terminal 

and started punching in a search. 

Behind her, one cubicle a way, a scholarly-looking African-American with a salt and 

pepper beard was reading at his desk. The nameplate read Aleem Abdul-Ramin. He pushed his 

rimless glasses up onto his bushy head and listened in with some interest. “I made that search, 

two or three weeks ago.” 

A small tremor electrified my body. LL shifted his bulk nearer the counter. 

“Really,” I said, my interest obvious. “Do you happen to remember who asked for the 

records?”  

“I don‟t remember his name, but I can find it. Big guy, reddish hair, spoke so loudly.” 

He shook his head reprovingly at the recollection of Sean‟s barroom voice. 

Collectively, and I think audibly, we all sucked in our breaths. 

To the research associate, who had been listening to all this while waiting to assist us, 

Abdul-Ramin said, “I‟ll take care of them, Rosemary.” He wheeled out from behind his desk on 

a sleek, black wheelchair. 

Jen gave me a knowing glance and smile. I knew she was thinking this was a good 

omen. I hoped so. 

“Would you like to see the same records that the other fellow looked at?” he asked. 

“That‟d be great,” Jen answered. 

Abdul-Ramin rolled over to a file drawer. Pulling out a green hanging folder, he riffled 

through it. He stopped to study one page, running his finger down the left margin. When his 

finger halted near the middle of the page, Abdul-Ramin pulled his glasses back down to study 
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the entry more carefully, his mouth moving silently. Having committed whatever it was to 

memory, he rolled back to us. While pulling several forms from underneath the counter, he 

said, “I was right. He was here about three weeks ago.” 

Innocently LL asked, “Who?” 

“Sean Devlin.” 

I couldn‟t believe our luck. Maybe good fortune was beginning to shine on us for a 

change. 

“Why all this sudden interest?” Abdul-Ramin asked. 

“We‟re not sure yet.” Jen shrugged coyly. 

“Do you know exactly what you‟re after?” 

“If we knew, we wouldn‟t be here searching for it,” Jen answered. “But we think it has 

something to do with Roosevelt‟s gold hoarding order and the collection and transfer of the 

gold in New Hampshire, or possibly Maine.” 

Abdul-Ramin smiled a gap-toothed grin. “What are you, some kind of treasure 

hunters?” 

Jen laughed at the silliness of such a notion. “You could say that. Except the treasure 

we‟re searching for is the answer to a mystery.” 

“And Sean Devlin was looking for the same answer?” 

Jen answered, “He may have been. We won‟t know until we find it ourselves.” 

Abdul-Ramin was clearly enjoying this game of mental chess. Mockingly conspiratorial, 

he teased us with his next question. “Well, would you like to see the primary source material 

Mr. Devlin looked at?” 

Jen kept up the repartee. “Guess.” 

He laughed out loud. “I doubt the boxes have been put back yet; this is the government 
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after all.” 

Abdul-Ramin pushed a couple of forms across the counter to Jen. “Company rules.” 

Pivoting around, he started to wheel toward the storage area. “Be right back,” he called over his 

shoulder. “Let‟s hope they haven‟t been returned.” 

 “Sean‟s trail is beginning to heat up,” Jen said 

“Let‟s not get ahead of ourselves here,” LL cautioned. “Until we see what‟s in those 

records, we‟re just blowing smoke.” 

“Let‟s just pray he can find them,” I said. 

Neither LL nor Jen spoke. They didn‟t have to. We knew we didn‟t have enough time 

to explore dead-ends. Jen rotated the forms and began to fill in the boxes. The top one was 

informational only and warned us about the Treasury Department‟s rules, all strictly enforced: 

documents shall not be altered, defaced, or removed, no food, beverages, or smoking. It set 

forth in punishingly obscure details all the federal penalties if we disobeyed. The second one 

was an application form for permission to examine records. The last was our formal request to 

examine the same search made by Sean. 

Jen had barely finished the forms when Abdul-Ramin plowed through the swinging 

glass doors, towing a child‟s wooden wagon stacked with cardboard bankers‟ boxes. He pulled 

the wagon alongside and offloaded the boxes onto the counter between us. On top of the first 

one, anchored with yellowed tape, was a typewritten card. “Executive Order 78, Franklin D. 

Roosevelt, April 5, 1933, forbidding the hoarding of gold coin, bullion, and certificates; New 

England, New York and New Jersey, box 4,” followed by some indecipherable code. After duly 

noting the information on one of our forms, Abdul-Ramin slid the box across the counter to 

us. 

“Good luck,” he said as he lifted up the seventh and last box. 
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We lugged the boxes to one of the larger tables. Box 1 sat in the middle of the table, 

like a Christmas present we didn‟t dare open for fear of disappointment. 

“You gonna open it or not?” LL challenged. 

Hesitantly I reached out and slipped off the cover. File folders fat with papers jammed 

the box. I grabbed a fist full and set them on the table. Splitting them into three roughly equal 

stacks, I handed out the files. 

The documents were dry and crinkled noisily as we leafed through them. My stack 

contained reams of letters and memorandums between the Treasury Department in 

Washington, Federal Reserve officials in Boston and New York, and the apparently confused 

heads of local banks from all over the Northeast. The letters and memos, many of which had 

been retyped and resent over and over again, explained the implementation and enforcement of 

the Executive Order. I found nothing even remotely pertinent. 

Jen finished her pile first, set it aside, and asked for some more. I divided up the 

remainder of the box and for the next half hour we all silently skimmed the ancient records. 

“Nothing,” LL said disgustedly as he laid the last sheet down. 

“On to box number two!” Jen replied cheerfully, but firmly. 

The files in the next box consisted entirely of ledger books with handwritten sheet after 

handwritten sheet. The numbers were in the millions, but none of us could make head or tail of 

it. We paged through them quickly and then repacked the box. It was approaching two and all 

of us, without expressing it, began to feel the press of time. LL kept glancing up at the 

institutional clock on the end wall while Jen flipped through the documents with noisy alacrity. 

The third box finally bore fruit. After shuffling through a bunch of official receipts, 

agreements with local banks, and more correspondence, I came across a file folder containing 

inventories of the gold coin and currency collected from various banks in upstate New York. 
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Even in 1933 dollars, the sums were staggering, staggering enough to tempt all but the purest of 

saints and the dimmest of morons. 

While I was trying to calculate the gold‟s value in today‟s dollars, Jen held up a stiff 

sheet of vellum with a gold seal. “Look at this.” It was a receipt from the Bank of Maine, 

Augusta branch. Alden Ripley, an agent of the United States Department of Treasury, had 

signed it on May 1, 1933. The receipt listed gold coins, bullion, and gold certificates, which 

totaled slightly less than a million and a half dollars from Maine alone. LL let out a low whistle. 

“Wait a second!” Jen reached into her canvas bag and pulled out the article from the 

Coastal Courier‟s “Police Blotter.” I didn‟t have to reread the squib of local news. Someone had 

heard gunfire and a loud splash near the bridge and had called it in. The police investigated and 

found nothing. It was the date of the article that had caught Jen‟s attention, and now mine—

May 2, 1933, the day after a treasury agent took delivery of the gold. LL rolled his bottom lip 

down and kneaded his ear. 

“Let‟s see what else is here,” I said with a spark of optimism. 

A few minutes later that spark grew into a sputtering flicker. For in the fourth box were 

four carbon copied pages of instructions directed to the treasury agents who were charged with 

collecting the gold from affiliated national banks in Vermont, New Hampshire, and Maine and 

delivering it to the Federal Reserve Bank in Boston. The name of the first agent on the list was 

Alden Ripley. 

The instructions were precise and thorough. To avoid attracting attention, the three 

treasury agents were to wear street clothes. A single nondescript van would transport both the 

gold and the agents. The whole trip was scheduled to take less than twenty-four hours with 

most of the traveling done at night. A point by point itinerary detailed every move. The van was 

to depart the Federal Reserve in Boston at 10 a.m. on Wednesday, May 1, 1933, arriving at the 
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National Bank of Vermont in Montpelier at approximately 3 p.m. Next stop was the Mechanics 

National Bank in Concord, New Hampshire, at 7 p.m. The Bank of Maine in Augusta was the 

last collection stop, scheduled for 11:00 p.m. All the gold was to be delivered to the Federal 

Reserve in Boston at 4 a.m. Thursday. The route was completely and carefully laid out, right 

down to the anticipated arrival time at designated landmarks along the way. The third from last 

entry on the itinerary popped out: “Thursday, May 2, 1933: Portsmouth, N.H., Memorial Bridge 

-- 2:00 a.m.” 

I slid the carbon copies to Jen. “Get a load of this.” 

She skimmed them quickly, tilting her head in fascination. Their import was obvious to 

her. “I told you that all this was somehow linked to the gold.” 

“Whaddaya got there?” LL demanded loudly. A forty-something female researcher with 

the lean angular look of a greyhound peered reprovingly over the walls of files and bankers 

boxes that surrounded her. 

The last page listed the memorandum‟s recipients. At the top of the list, above all the 

bank officials, treasury agents, and assorted secretaries of the Treasury were the names of the 

governors of Maine, New Hampshire, and Vermont. The second name on the list was that of 

the newly elected Governor of New Hampshire: Walter Ignatius Devlin. A whisper of air rose 

up from the mounds of old documents like the cool breath of an open grave and my shoulders 

shivered. 

I showed the last page to Jen and LL. “Guess who received an advance copy? 

Governor Walter Devlin. A week in advance of a shipment of millions of dollars in gold and 

Devlin knew every single, secret detail: the route, the timing, the number of federal agents, the 

vehicle.” 

LL reached over to see for himself. 
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Colleen Devlin‟s cackling crazy refrain reverberated around my brain. “This could be 

how Roosevelt made the Devlins rich.”  

LL tipped up his cap and rubbed his head. His face tightened with concentration. “This 

is real interesting, but it‟s not what we need. How is this going to help us? If you were a 

judge”—LL‟s eyes twinkled—“an assumption, of course, and some guy who‟s been charged 

with possession with intent to sell, arson, assault with a deadly weapon, and…let‟s see, what 

else? Oh yeah, resisting arrest. And he comes into court and tells you some cockamamie story 

that he thinks all his problems relate back to a Governor— who, by the way, has been dead for 

fifty years—who he suspects of stealing some federal gold. What would you do?” 

There was no point in answering. We all knew what it would be. 

Jen pointed her nose at the wall clock which said three o‟clock. “We‟ve got two hours 

before this place closes. Let‟s keep moving. I‟ll get a copy of this.” She pivoted around and 

wheeled to a coin operated copying machine at the end of the counter. 

We plowed into box five. A half an hour passed without finding anything more. Hands, 

smudged with dust, snapped through the records. Our eyes ached from trying to keep up. 

There was no talking. The only sound was the anxious shuffling and rustling of old paper. 

Every now and then one of us would read a document for a second longer than usual, the silent 

hiatus grabbing the other two‟s attention. We would glance up hopefully, only to witness the 

document being flipped onto the “read” pile. Hope had sprung a leak and the water was almost 

up to the gunwale.  

At quarter to four that changed. I didn‟t know it at the time, but our blind, uphill 

struggle had finally come to an end and we were perched at the summit, poised to start the ride 

of our lives. The problem was we had no idea where it was going and no control over its speed 

or direction. 
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Jen held the document in front of her for a second when LL and I glanced over. Her 

lips pursed, her forehead furrowed. Not noticing our interest, she continued to intently read it 

and then exhaled deeply. Without saying a word she passed it to me to read. LL leaned over to 

read, too. 

The paper was creamy white and richly textured. The blue embossed letterhead was 

plain and to the point. “The White House.” Handwritten in formal cursive, the letter was 

addressed to the Secretary of the Treasury, William H. Woodin. I read it slowly, trying to absorb 

fully the import of the words. Next to me, LL alternately muttered, “Holy shit,” or “Jesus H. 

Christ.” 

May 2, 1933 

Dear Will: 

Very early this morning Walter Devlin telephoned to tell me that the van transporting the gold 

and currency from Maine to the Federal Reserve in Boston failed to stop at an open drawbridge and 

plunged into the river separating NH and Maine. Tragically the agents, the vehicle, and the gold were 

swept away by ferocious tides. All were lost. 

I do not need to tell you that this misfortune, if revealed, will only undermine public confidence 

in the monetary changes we have commenced. The amount of gold the government holds is unimportant 

as long as everyone believes the amount is adequate for the needs of the country. This accident will only 

rile our critics and distract our supporters. Devlin assures me that only he and a couple of his most 

trusted advisors are aware of this misadventure. 

Fortunately the amount of the loss is minimal and, given current events, will probably turn out 

to be trivial. Devlin offered to keep this accident and loss private, and I am directing your office to do the 

same. We can always attempt a recovery at some later date. 

Please send over today a draft of suitable condolence letters for me to send to the agents’ 

families. The letters should contain some satisfactory explanation of their deaths. 

If your health permits, I hope you can attend the dinner for Henry this evening. I do not want 

you to feel obligated. Your health is more important to Eleanor and me than your attendance. We both 

send our best.  

Sincerely yours, 
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      Franklin 

 

While we read, Jen had picked up another document. It was a tri-folded, typewritten, 

carbon copy of a letter. Her face became grave as she slowly read it. I set the first letter down. 

LL snatched it up to read a second time. Too stunned to talk, I looked at Jen. Solemnly she 

passed over the carbon copy.  

 

May 3, 1933 

Dear Mrs. Ripley, 

My sincere condolences upon the loss of your 

husband. As President and on behalf of the grateful 

citizens of this nation, I thank you and your family for 

his dedicated service. Secretary Woodin informs me that 

Treasury Agent Ripley was an exemplary and devoted 

public servant. You and his children are entitled to 

feel proud. 

I understand that he was lost at sea between Boston 

and New York while guarding a shipment of gold and 

currency on its way to the United States Assay Office. 

This was a critical mission he undertook for his 

country. Because of his service and contributions, he 

will be buried with full honors. 

May God bless you and your children in the years to 

come. I remain, 

Very sincerely yours, 

Franklin Delano Roosevelt 

 

“Devlin stole the gold,” I said to Jen. 

“You bet!” she exclaimed emphatically. “It explains a trust in Ireland that begins with 
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the number „33.‟It explains why a poor Irish labor organizer got rich overnight. It explains why 

the size of his estate didn‟t match his lifestyle.” 

LL set the letters down. “Add Sean Devlin to those three treasury agents and you‟ve got 

four men lost at sea.” 

“Five, if you count the bridge tender,” Jen said. 

“It‟s an epidemic, Piscataqua River flu. Let me see those Coastal Courier articles again,” 

LL demanded gruffly. 

Jen pulled out the clippings and we all read them a second time. 

Abdul-Ramin pushed through the counter‟s low, swinging gate and wheeled over to our 

table. Surveying Jen‟s wheelchair, he said, “A Quickie Ti. Very nice, very nice.” 

“I wanted something light and quick.” 

“I don‟t really need something that high-end, but that doesn‟t mean it isn‟t on my wish 

list.” Abdul-Ramin displayed his infectious, gap-toothed grin. Examining my out-of-date clothes 

and unshaved face, he asked uncertainly, “Are you Judge Paris?” 

The question went down my spine like a bolt of lightening. Jen and LL‟s heads snapped 

up. It took a few seconds to decide whether to tell the truth or not. My default was the truth. 

“Yes?” My response was as much question as answer. 

LL brusquely asked it. “Who wants to know?” 

“They didn‟t say.” 

“What did they say?” LL asked, his tone as hard as carbon steel. 

“Only wanted to know what car you were driving. That is your van with the Maine 

plates, right?” 

I rolled my head back as my heart sank. LL fixed Abdul-Ramin with an angry stare.  

It suddenly dawned on Abdul-Ramin that something wasn‟t right with the picture. “I 
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shouldn‟t have told them?” 

LL‟s stern visage and silence answered the question. 

Abdul-Ramin eyed us, trying to figure out what was going on, but unwilling to ask. 

After a long silence, he asked, conversationally as if her were trying to make amends, “Did you 

find what you were after?” 

“Not really,” LL said curtly, as he started returning the documents to their files, and the 

files into their boxes. 

Figuring out what LL had in mind, Jen left to copy the letters. 

Abdul-Ramin, knowing that he had somehow blundered, said, “I‟ll take care of putting 

everything away if you‟re in a hurry.” 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“Is there some problem?” he asked. 

“Not until a minute ago,” LL grumbled, grabbing Jen‟s canvas bag and striding toward 

the door. 
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Chapter 31 

New Jersey Turnpike 
 

“What now?” Jen asked as we walked and rolled to the van. 

“Go back to New Hampshire and confront the son of a bitch,” I answered. 

Swinging her head around so she could catch my eyes, Jen said, “We can‟t do that.” 

I helped lift her up into the passenger seat. “You got a better idea?” 

I climbed into the back of the van, LL started the engine. “We go back now, we‟ve got 

nothing. Surmise and conjecture.” 

Jen motioned at the document storage building disappearing behind us. “We haven‟t 

finished the last two boxes. All our answers may be right there.” 

Still angry that we had been compromised, LL spoke sharply. “They know we‟re here. 

There could very well be a cop on his way right now. We can‟t go back there.” 

“How could they have found us?” Jen asked. 

LL bunched his lips together and exhaled hard through his nostrils. “Sean Devlin read 

the Coastal Courier articles, same as us, and traveled down here to look at the records, just like 

us. And I‟m sure he told his brother what he knew and where he learned it. Thinking about it, 

I‟m surprised Devlin didn‟t have someone staking out the building.” 

“We‟ll have to make do with what we‟ve got,” I said. 

“We got shit,” LL responded. “Let‟s assume that Walter Devlin stole the gold, set up a 

secret trust, and Sean is—was—a beneficiary. Why kill Sean?” 

“Sean was using it to blackmail his brother,” Jen ventured. 

I said, “If this stuff came out right now, it would kill Liam Devlin‟s chance at the Vice 

Presidency.” 
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“If we go back to New Hampshire with these”—LL pointed at the canvas bag in Jen‟s 

lap—“we‟d either end up in jail or in the Piscataqua River like everyone else. All we‟ve got right 

now is a possible beginning to this story. And unless something changes, the ending doesn‟t 

look very bright.” 

“We‟ve got a fair bit,” I countered and then, enjoying the image, added, “enough to put 

Devlin on Hard Copy. I‟d say we‟re in a position to bargain.” 

“Look,” Jen said forcefully. “We know that Tony will most likely go to jail on the 

money laundering stuff.” LL nodded his agreement. “But what about us? If we returned, what 

would our chances be?” 

Rubbing his unshaven face, LL spoke deliberately, as if he were trying to articulate his 

thoughts clearly. “I‟m more frightened of being killed than going to jail, if that answers your 

question.” 

Jen shifted to lock eyes with me. “Is that worth it?” 

“Not for you two, but it is for me. I‟ve thought about this and the answer is real simple: 

I‟ll get out, take some of the cash and the documents”—I gestured at the canvas bag in Jen‟s 

lap—“and continue on alone. You two make a run for it. I don‟t even want to know where.” 

“That‟s it, you‟re going to leave us, leave me?” 

“I don‟t see another way.” 

“What about coming with us. We could be in Canada by tomorrow.” She turned to LL 

for help. 

“It‟s possible,” he answered noncommittally. 

“I‟m done living a lie. I don‟t want be a fugitive for the rest of my life, always looking 

over my shoulder, wondering when, worrying.” I glanced at Jen and said “And how long do 

you think you could run?” 
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She caught my meaning, but didn‟t seemed upset or hurt by it. “What about you, LL? 

What do you want to do?” she asked. 

LL stared straight at the road ahead. “Up to you?” 

“Well,” she announced, “I‟m not leaving Tony.” 

I started to argue, but my protests were quickly cut off by LL. “Guess you‟re stuck with 

us.” He laughed as if it were all some big practical joke. 

We started making plans, weighing different routes, deciding what we would do if and 

when we got back to New Hampshire. 

“But what about the van?” Jen asked nervously. “The cops will spot us in a heartbeat.” 

“I can solve that problem,” LL answered. “Quick.” 

He pulled into a huge mall and cruised up and down its parking aisles until he saw 

something he liked. Jumping down out of the driver‟s seat, he ordered, “You take the wheel. If 

you see anyone come this way, honk.” 

“How about a code: one if by land, two if by sea?” 

A minute later we were off, the van wearing a set of Delaware license plates and LL a 

shit-eating grin. 

* * * 

By six-thirty we were on the New Jersey Turnpike and felt safe enough to stop for a 

bite to eat. In several minutes LL was back with what had become our normal fare, hamburger, 

fries, and Coke, the all-American meal for fugitives in a hurry. He also returned laden with 

information from one of his cronies. I didn‟t bother to ask who his source was and at that point 

really didn‟t care. The news was not good. The APB on us had been updated to include that we 

were driving a white van. Considering the notoriety of a superior court judge, his paraplegic 

wife, and the former head of the Major Crimes Unit on the lam, no one was even giving odds 
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on our making it past Boston without getting stopped. 

LL summed up. “I don‟t see how we‟re going to get back to New Hampshire. Even if 

we ditch this car and get something else, they‟ll be patrolling every road.” 

“Why not retrace our route, go around Lake Champlain and through northern 

Vermont?” Jen suggested. 

“Wait a second! One if by land, two if by sea,” I repeated. “Lexie could meet us with a 

boat. We could go back by sea!” 

“Boat?” LL grunted as he slurped his Coke. 

“No one would ever expect that,” Jen said. 

LL‟s skeptical gloom was unmoved. 

“You have a better idea?” I demanded. 

Ruminating over her suggestion, he pushed his ball cap back and scratched his 

forehead. “You think she‟d do it?” 

“I could call her.”  

“Do you really think we should involve her?” Jen asked. “Officially we‟re still 

criminals.” 

“She can always say „no,‟ ” I responded. 

LL and Jen exchanged why-not glances, and for better or worse, we had a plan. 

A bank of pay phones was stationed inside the front door of the truck stop. The 

telephone at Lexie‟s apartment rang two or three times and then stopped ringing. I waited for 

her answering machine and its inane message. Instead there was a muted click, and then the line 

went surprisingly silent. With a sudden premonition I slapped the receiver back into its cradle. 

I tried Lexie‟s mother next. “Tony, you‟re in enough trouble; you‟re on TV practically 

every night. Don‟t drag Lexie into all of this.” 
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“Roseanne, I need to talk to her.” 

“I don‟t want you to talk to her.” When Roseanne used her I‟m-your-older-sister, I-

know-better-than-you voice, it was like fingernails on a blackboard. But I was in no position to 

squabble and didn‟t have the time anyhow. “She‟s scared. Ever since you disappeared, she 

thinks she‟s being followed. She won‟t stay in her apartment.” 

A pang of guilt flashed through my mind, but our course was set. Still I gulped. It was 

tough to deceive your own sister. “I‟m only looking for some information.” 

“Tony, I feel bad for you and Jen, but please, please, for my sake, don‟t involve Lexie.” 

“Roseanne, it‟s really important. Is she there or not?” I demanded impatiently, upset 

that my sister was so unsympathetic to our predicament. 

“She‟s not here, and don‟t ask me where she is, because even though you‟re my brother, 

I won‟t tell you.” 

Before returning to the van, I bought a couple of bottles of spring water, some gum, 

and a pack of cigarettes for Jen. “No luck. Lexie‟s scared she‟s being followed and won‟t stay at 

her apartment, and if she‟s at home, Roseanne won‟t let me talk to her.” 

LL‟s face turned glum. 

I handed the cigarettes to Jen. “I thought you might like these.” 

“Thanks,” she said uncertainly and deposited them in her bag. 

The van was quiet as we reflected on our next step. I broached the idea of stealing a 

boat. 

“No,” LL said. “We‟d have to leave the van by the dock, a dead giveaway to who stole 

the boat.” 

“Wait,” Jen said. “I‟ll bet Lexie‟s staying with Tom Rasmussen.” She retrieved his 

phone number from among the papers in her bag. 
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I didn‟t recognize the voice of the male who picked up. Without identifying myself, I 

asked for Lexie. After some muffled conversation at the other end, Rasmussen came on the 

line. 

“Who‟s this?” he asked curtly. 

“Is this Tom Rasmussen?” I asked. 

“Judge Paris?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hold on,” he said excitedly, “she‟s right here.” 

“Tony, are you all right? How‟s Jen? Where are you?” 

“We‟re fine. I can‟t tell you where we are right now. Do you think Tom‟s phone is 

tapped.” 

“I don‟t think so,” she said dismissively, as if she really didn‟t care. “But someone was 

tailing me.” 

“They probably were. Does anyone know you‟re there?” 

“No, I‟ve been holed up here since last night.” 

“Lexie, we need some help, but it could be dangerous, maybe real dangerous,” I 

warned. 

“Sure,” she said as if I‟d asked her to run out and get some milk. 

“Can you get a boat to Provincetown and pick us up tonight.” 

Lexie hacked a smoker‟s cough. “When and where?” 

That was why I loved Lexie. She was always game. “The municipal pier. It must be on 

the charts. We‟ll be there by midnight. The dock should be quiet by then, but I wouldn‟t come 

in until right before midnight. No point in drawing attention. And,” I added, “If we‟re not there 

by one, take off!” 
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“Tony,” she said sharply, “don‟t ask me to risk my neck to help you and then treat me 

like I‟m going to my first communion.” 

“Listen! I just got off the phone with your mom. She didn‟t want me to even talk with 

you. I don‟t ever want to have to explain this to her.” 

“Don‟t worry, we‟ll be careful. See you at midnight.” 

“We?” As soon as I asked it, I knew immediately that I shouldn‟t have been surprised 

that Tom Rasmussen would be coming as well. The prospect of his riding shotgun with Lexie 

allayed my fears slightly, but right about then everything was relative, and the slightest easing of 

tension seemed like an enormous relief. I only hoped I wouldn‟t have to explain our course of 

action to two sets of parents. 

A few minutes later, this time equipped with a set of New York plates, we left the rest 

area. 

“Why is it you‟re so much happier when you‟re breaking the law than when you‟re 

enforcing it?” I asked. 

LL smiled enigmatically, but I think the answer was a mystery to him as well. 

* * * 

We hadn‟t gone far when LL decided to retire to the mattress so he could sleep. An old 

man‟s groans and oaths punctuated his struggle to clamber over and between the seats, a battle 

that culminated in a crescendo of swearing as he toppled into the back of the van. By contrast, 

with her strong arms and practiced agility, Jen easily catapulted herself into the front seat. Back 

on the mattress, still muttering obscenities, LL thrashed around like an old dog scratching and 

circling before he lay down. Once he settled in, all was quiet, and several minutes later he was 

snoring peacefully. 

Soft rock played on the radio and Jen and I shared a warm Coke. Jen rested her left 
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hand lightly on my thigh. 

“Would you like a cigarette. I don‟t mind.” 

“No, I really don‟t feel like one.” Jen shifted to get more comfortable. “What about not 

going back? Starting over someplace else. Canada? We could be across the border in seven 

hours.” 

“I have, but what would we do for work? For money? You couldn‟t nurse. I sure 

couldn‟t practice law.” 

Ignoring my practical concerns, she continued to embroider the fantasy. “The food‟s 

good. The skiing‟s good. We‟d have to bone up on our French. You could work in a market. 

Maybe even start one like your dad. We could get a simple log cabin in the country, heated with 

wood. Our bed in an open loft. A down comforter.” 

“And how are you going to get up to the loft? Fly?” 

“Didn‟t I mention the elevator?” 

The idea of starting a new life, simpler and less stressful, had an undeniable romantic 

appeal right then. Daydreaming for a second, I pictured myself cutting and splitting firewood 

while Jen tended the vegetable garden. Going to the local library for our books. Birds flocking 

to our feeder. “Look Jen, there‟s a yellow-breasted whatchamacallit,” only I‟d be able to identify 

it. Casting lazily into a trout stream in the summer and snowshoeing in the winter. I drifted off 

with the fantasies, forgetting for a moment where I was and where I was headed. 

Unbuckling her seat belt Jen put her head in my lap and looked up. I combed her hair 

with my fingers. “Tony, we don‟t have to have a baby.” 

“What?” Surprise was evident in my voice. 

“It was wrong to force you to choose between either having a baby or losing me.” Jen‟s 

hand stroked the top of my thigh. “It‟s not your choice, it‟s mine, and I choose you. All that‟s 
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happened to us, however it ends, has taught me a lesson I hope I never forget. I don‟t want to 

lose you. There is nothing in my life as precious as you. When I think about you being gone, I 

go cold and empty. A baby would be wonderful, but it wouldn‟t, it couldn‟t replace you.” Her 

eyes glistened and she wiped them on the sleeve of her sweatshirt. “See,” she added with a 

laughing lilt, “the sun is always shining someplace.” 

I traced her features, smoothing her eyebrows, stroking the silken skin around her eyes, 

feeling her soft breath as I sculpted her nose. “It‟s still a possibility. I‟ve never really closed my 

mind to it.” She cast me a skeptical glance. “Okay, okay,” I admitted. “I choose you too, and 

when all this is behind us, who knows.” 

“I would like to get a dog,” she said dreamily. 

We‟d talked about getting a dog in the past, but when we were both working, it didn‟t 

seem right to pen a dog up all day. And after Jen‟s accident, the right time had never really come 

along. 

“A Newfoundlander,” she added. “A big old slobbery Newfie.” 

“Fine by me. He could protect you and keep you company while I‟m marking time in 

some federal penitentiary.” 

“Don‟t talk like that. Not now. Besides”—Jen grinned up at me—“it may not be fine 

when you hear what I‟m going to name her.” 

“What?” 

Jen giggled. “Baby.” 

“I deserve that.” I tickled her armpit and she wiggled and squealed softly. 
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Tuesday 
Chapter 32 

M.V. Owaissa 
 

Provincetown nestled inside the curled hand at the end of Cape Cod‟s upraised 

forearm. Once a fishing village, it had the reputation of being a summer haven for gays and 

hippies who by the end of October had long since departed on the ferry to Boston. Left behind 

was a sleepy town of year-rounders, artists and fishermen, modest houses and quiet streets. At 

ten o‟clock, deserted and dark, its dunes stretching down to the sea, Provincetown felt like the 

end of the earth. 

By following Commercial Street along the waterfront, its restaurants and galleries closed 

for the winter, we had no difficulty finding the municipal dock. Actually there were two 

wharves, side by side, reaching far out into the harbor. A few sailboats and cabin cruisers 

occupied some of the slips on the left pier. The northerly wharf was reserved for larger 

commercial fishing boats. Three or four hundred yards offshore, a breakwater, lighted by 

beacons at both ends, ran perpendicular to the wharves. 

The parking lot above the docks was nearly empty and we found a good vantage point 

to observe the wharves and the street behind us. After a few minutes, LL, sitting in the back 

against the side of the van, nodded off. Jen leaned against me, easing into the embrace of my 

arms. Entwined silently like teenage lovers, we waited and watched as the last of the clouds 

played peekaboo with a three-quarter moon. 

Precisely five minutes before midnight, the red running light of a boat appeared from 

behind a low neck of dunes about a mile away. As it cleared the point and swung toward us, the 

boat‟s green starboard light came into view as well. Jen and I followed it with anticipation. It 

steamed straight at us. At the end of the breakwater the boat slowed and its huge spotlight 
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probed the harbor. Its beam located the municipal pier, illuminated it for a few seconds, and 

then went out. Without the glare of the spotlight concealing it, I recognized the boat‟s lines 

immediately. With an upper deck covering its full length and a small forward pilothouse, there 

was no mistaking it, even a long way from home. It was the M.V. Owaissa. A broad smile 

floated on Jen‟s upturned face. She tilted my head down for a celebratory kiss. I woke LL. 

As the Owaissa reached the end of the wharf, Lexie used both engines to spin the big 

ship smartly around, backed her in between two fishing boats, and nestled her so gently against 

the dock that she could have used eggshells for bumpers. Even Sean Devlin would have been 

proud of that display of seamanship. Tom Rasmussen looped a line around one of the pilings, 

and the Owaissa snuggled up against the pier. Lexie emerged from the pilot‟s cabin on the 

upper deck and studied the parking lot and surrounding buildings. She went to the rail and 

spoke to Tom on the lower deck, who held onto the line, ready to cast off on a moment‟s 

notice. Talking in hushed voices, the two of them peered into the night. 

LL squatted right behind me, surveying the waterfront for signs of trouble. “Let‟s wait a 

few minutes more,” he said. 

The harbor was quiet. Sailboats and fishing boats drifted gently at their moorings. A 

breeze touched down and tickled the water. Beacons winked rhythmically and bell buoys rang 

softly in the distance. Lexie glanced at her watch and spoke to Tom. She stepped rapidly across 

to the starboard side of the upper deck, looked around, and walked back. Tom leaned out over 

the railing to look up at her and said something. Lexie nodded worriedly. 

“Get ready,” LL said. We parceled out our weapons, plastic grocery bags of belongings, 

and prepared to decamp. “Okay, go,” he whispered, swinging open the side door to the van and 

lifting Jen‟s wheelchair down. Jen jumped into it, and the three of us, looking like refugees from 

a homeless shelter, dashed for the Owaissa. 
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As soon as Lexie made us out, she screamed, “Jen, Tony,” and raced down the gangway 

onto the Owaissa‟s lower deck. 

“Quiet!” LL hissed. 

The Owaissa‟s gunwale was higher than the dock, and there was no ramp. Jen halted. 

Seeing that she couldn‟t get aboard without assistance, LL moved to help. Jen held up a hand 

stopping him. “Tony‟ll do it,” she said, looking back at me. 

I didn‟t have to be asked twice. I moved to the front of her wheelchair and, grasping 

the edges of its seat, picked it and Jen up. Her face was even with mine and her eyes twinkled 

daringly. I turned and heaved the chair up to the gunwale where I balanced it for a second 

before Lexie and Tom, each holding a side, lowered Jen onto the Owaissa‟s deck. 

“Who says the Owaissa ain‟t handicap accessible,” I proclaimed. 

Safely aboard, we all laughed, our tension momentarily released. Lexie leaned down to 

hug Jen. While the two women embraced, I shook hands with Tom. 

LL grunted his greetings and then commanded, “Let‟s get this tub out of here.” 

Lexie rolled her eyes but raced up the gangway anyway and eased the Owaissa away 

from the wharf. The boat cut across the harbor and passed the end of the breakwater. From the 

stern, his gun at the ready, LL studied the shoreline behind us. In a few minutes we had passed 

behind the low peninsula of dunes and were headed north, back home. Except for me, home 

was only a way station on the way to my final destination, a small prison cell, concrete bed, and 

stainless steel toilet. 

* * * 

Jen needed to visit the head below deck. I lifted her out of her chair and carried her 

down the companionway to the forward cabin that contained a head, small galley, and a couple 

of bunks. I set her up in the head and waited outside. By the time she was done, the Owaissa 
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was out from behind the protection of Cape Cod, and the ocean‟s swells gently rolled us from 

side to side. I carried her to the forward bunk, a V-shaped bed tucked into the bow. She sat on 

the edge while I cleared it of coarse woolen blankets used to protect passengers from cool 

winds and salt spray. When I was done, Jen lay down and pushed herself to the head of it. 

“Need anything else?” I asked, ready to go above decks. 

“Yes, but I have to whisper it.” Her face crinkled impishly. 

I looked askance, but crawled up the bunk anyway so my head was near hers. “Okay.” I 

tried to respond lightheartedly. 

Jen wiggled her finger for me to come closer. Suspiciously, I leaned down. She pulled 

my head towards her lips and whispered, “I need a kiss.” Her green-granite eyes, set into dark 

sockets, sparkled like jewels. 

We kissed once, and then again, and then again. I lay down beside her and we kissed, 

and kissed some more. Brushing, inviting caresses of lips and skin that drove away my worries 

and made me forget my fate. Laying there, we kissed and touched until we reached the juncture, 

where I had to choose between my below deck desires and my topside responsibilities. Jen had 

abided my conscientiousness long enough that she was not surprised, nor did she complain 

when I broke away. “I need to see if Lexie wants some help,” I explained. 

She kissed me again, wantonly, needfully, her hands cupping my cheeks. A kiss to 

remember, a kiss to come back to. 

“Hurry,” she whispered. 

* * * 

The lower deck was empty. Astern, Cape Cod was only a low line of lights dotting the 

horizon. The Race Point Lighthouse flashed with clockwork regularity. A fresh breeze blew off 

the water. Even with a jacket I could feel its cool breath against my skin. With the ship rocking 
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gently beneath my widespread feet I watched the clouds roll across the firmament, their fringes 

pale with the moon‟s glow. I took a deep breath of the champagne air, trying to hold onto its 

essence, its memory. 

Everyone was in the pilothouse and, even with the door open, smoke clouded the tiny 

cabin. A lit cigarette hung from Lexie‟s lips. She was standing in front of the helm, and LL was 

squeezed in behind her, peering over her shoulder at the Global Positioning System display. 

Not unsurprisingly, given his close physical proximity to Lexie, he abstained from his usual 

complaints about cigarette smoke. She was explaining the automatic pilot and the GPS to him. 

Apparently, he was about to take the helm of the Owaissa—a change in command that did not 

exactly inspire a boatload of confidence. 

“The radar‟s set for sixteen miles. See this large blip up here?” Lexie pointed at the 

upper edge of the screen. “That‟s probably a freighter or tanker, or it could be a big trawler, on 

its way into Boston Harbor.” Still pointing at the radar screen, she extrapolated the freighter 

and our courses, demonstrating how they would not intersect. “It‟ll be long gone by the time we 

get there. If you have to avoid a ship or anything, simply hit this button; it will kill the automatic 

pilot, and then steer manually. When you‟re done, push the „Resume Course‟ button and the 

GPS will put us right back on course.” 

“Jesus, any fool can drive a boat,” LL said. 

“That‟s why I asked you,” Lexie replied tartly. Even the ever placid Tom, who sat 

quietly on a stool in the far corner, chuckled at the putdown. She extricated herself from 

between LL and the helm and stepped to the door. “If there‟s a problem, come get me. I‟ll be in 

the salon.” 

“Aye, aye, Captain,” he teased. 

As Tom wiggled past LL and me to the door, Lexie said, “Tony, I almost forgot. Sweets 
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Malloy had me hauled down to the police station on Sunday. Some bullshit about wanting to 

talk to me about Sean. Instead he tells me, if I heard from you, to give you his home phone 

number.” 

“You‟re kidding.” 

“No, said for you to call him. Off the record, he said. I even remembered to bring along 

one of Tom‟s roommate‟s car phone.” Handing me the cell phone, Lexie took a last drag from 

her cigarette and flipped it past me onto the chart table directly in front of LL. “Nightie-night, 

Captain.” 

Frowning, LL stubbed the cigarette out in an already full ashtray. 

“No,” LL groaned when they were out of earshot, “Not that incompetent lard-ass. Let 

me call some guys at state police.” 

“They‟re the ones I‟m worried about. Sweet‟s honest. He wouldn‟t pass out his home 

phone number as a way to double-cross us. He may know something that can help us.” I 

certainly hoped so. 

Sweets was groggy when I reached him, but he came quickly to life when he heard my 

voice. 

“Your Honor, how are you?” 

“I‟m fine, Sweets. What‟s up?” 

“I‟ll tell you what‟s up. Your face is on TV almost every night, the whole world‟s 

hunting for you, and you‟re asking me what‟s up!” 

“You said to call,” I replied evenly. 

Sweets collected himself before answering. “You‟re being set up, probably by the 

governor, but I can‟t figure out why. His security team has thrown everyone else off your case. I 

had you figured for lots of things, but murder and drug dealing weren‟t among them. It‟s 
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reached the point that if we collar you, our orders are to bring you in without asking a single 

question. I don‟t know what‟s going on, but you‟re in serious danger.” 

The ship to shore radio crackled in the background and Sweets paused, trying to place 

the sound. “Anyhow, I don‟t know who you can trust…and, well, I felt I owed you a warning.” 

The way he said it, I knew he meant he owed me an apology as well, but I also knew 

that was as close to one as I was going to get. “Thanks, we do have some documents that 

suggest that the Devlin family‟s wealth was stolen and is concealed tax free in an Irish Bank. It‟s 

not lead pipe, but it does give us a motive.” 

“Do you have a plan?” 

“Not really, only that these papers could be embarrassing to the governor. We were 

hoping to bargain with him. If he decides to play, then we‟ll know we‟re onto something.” 

“How do you expect to get into New Hampshire?” 

“We‟ll be in New Hampshire before dawn. The rest we haven‟t figured out yet.” 

“Come to the Portsmouth P.D. Maybe I can help, find a safe place for you to hide out.” 

“We‟ll be there before first light.” 

“Be careful. Be real careful. This town‟s crawling with people hunting for you. I don‟t 

want them finding you first.” 

As I pushed the end transmission button, LL was right in my face. “Because of some 

misguided sense of political correctness, you‟re trusting our future to a pigheaded, pencil-

pushing, badge-polisher. I‟m gonna call some guys in the Major Crimes Unit.” LL reached for 

the telephone. 

With my free hand I grabbed his thick wrist. “No, you‟re not! We‟re not taking any 

chances. You may not like Sweets, and I may not like Sweets, and I know he doesn‟t like either 

one of us, but there‟s no disputing he‟s a straight shooter and someone we can trust.” 
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LL dropped his hand. “He may be honest, but a tsunami of shit is about to come 

raining down on us. If Devlin doesn‟t kill us, he will spare nothing to put the lot of us away for 

as long as he can.” 

“With Sweets, we‟ve got a chance to live long enough to tell our story. Going to anyone 

else could be a gamble.” 

“You‟re the judge,” LL said sarcastically, “but when this all blows up, don‟t come crying 

to me.” 

“If it all blows up, it‟ll blow up in our faces and neither of us will be around to either 

cry…or lend a shoulder.” 

Harrumphing theatrically, LL turned away to study the radar screen and then the dark 

sea ahead of us. I leaned against the sidewall near the door. We remained like that, saying 

nothing, just watching the Owaissa‟s prow slice its way through the black sea. 

* * * 

I headed below to see if Jen had fallen asleep and maybe to catch a few winks myself. 

The salon was dark as I entered. Against the stern bulkhead was an upholstered bench on 

which a lump of blankets stirred. Thinking it was Lexie, I took a step toward it. Two heads grew 

out of the nest, Lexie‟s and Tom‟s. 

“Sorry,” I blurted out. 

“It was cold so we got under the blankets together,” Lexie lamely explained. Motionless 

Tom faced away from me. 

A pile of clothes on the floor caught my eye: jeans, jackets, shirts, shoes, and on the top 

of the mound, a cherry on a sundae, a pair of red bikini panties. When I glanced back at Lexie, 

her eyes had followed mine to the pile and back. Looking straight at me, she cocked her head 

slightly and shrugged—a challenging, amused, what-are-you-going-to-do-now look. 
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“Are you warm enough?” I facetiously asked. 

“Yes, thank you,” she replied in her most ladylike voice. Tom never uttered a sound, 

never turned his head and, as best as I could tell, never moved a muscle. 

In the darkened forward cabin, Jen slept under one of the gray woolen blankets. I took 

off my running shoes and crawled up next to her. 

She awakened and greeted me sleepily. “Everything all right?” 

“Fine.” I reached down to pull another blanket over me. Before settling back, I pecked 

her cheek. Jen rolled toward me, nestling her head into the crook of my shoulder. The tips of 

her fingers stroked my neck and cheek. I ran my fingers through her hair. She lifted herself to 

kiss me. Her lips were warm and soft. 

“I love you,” she whispered contentedly. 

She spread butterfly kisses over my face and neck until I found her lips with mine and 

held them. Our kissing returned to where it had ended only an hour earlier. And from there it 

flashed back further, back to a time when we kissed with innocence, with abandon, with 

uncalculating lust. But a sense of desperation also whipped our passion. Because we both knew 

that moment, that interlude, was hewn out of reality and penned in by events beyond our 

control. So, like summertime lovers on the last night of vacation, we tried to savor every kiss 

and prolong every touch, hanging by our fingernails to the edge of borrowed time. 

Jen pulled my shirt and sweatshirt up and lightly stroked my chest with her fingertips. 

Gently I moved her up so she lay on top of me. Her head rested on my chest and she caressed 

me with the soft skin of her cheek. Propping herself up to look at me, she said, “Tony, I don‟t 

know what‟s going to happen to us tomorrow”— 

“Today,” I corrected her. “Tomorrow is already here.” 

She fished for words, “Whatever happens, I want you to know I love you, more now 
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than ever. Sometimes I feel so inadequate…” I pressed her body into mine. “I didn‟t want to be 

a drag on you. I didn‟t want to be dependent on anyone, even you, and I closed myself off. I 

know that now. I need you, not to take care of me, but to love me, to be part of my life. 

Everything that we‟ve endured…it‟s made me see how I couldn‟t go on without you. And how 

much you loved me. Me, Jennifer Paris, the person I am, not some helpless, paraplegic wife you 

pitied. I love you, Tony, right from the bottom of my cute little paralyzed toes.” 

“I‟ve always loved you, Jen. I always will.” Emotion thickened my voice as I ominously 

warned, “Whatever happens.” 

We kissed, raw, heedless kisses, kisses that lived for the present and were oblivious to 

the future. Jen slid down to kiss my chest, her hands struggling with my belt. I pushed them out 

of the way and unbuckled my belt and slid off my pants. The belt buckle clanked as it hit the 

floor. Stroking me, Jen moved her head further down, leaving a trail of kisses. 

“No,” I hoarsely whispered, pulling her up and enclosing her in my embrace. 

“Tony,” she protested. “Let me do it to you.” 

I responded by holding her tighter, and we kissed deeply, a long lingering kiss. Laying 

her on her back, I rolled over and kissed her face and neck. Reaching down I pulled up her shirt 

and sweatshirt and slipped them off. Dipping down to kiss her, I unhooked the brass button on 

her jeans, unzipped them, and pushed them down. Startled, Jen looked up, uncertainty writ in 

her eyes. Her pants and panties dropped to the floor. I leaned over and kissed and caressed the 

soft skin of her lower stomach. She moaned softly. Gently, I separated her motionless legs and 

knelt between them. 

“Tony, you don‟t have to do this.” 

“Who knows, maybe I want a baby,” I whispered back. 

“Tony?” 
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“Shsssh,” I said softly, pressing against her. 

“Oh, Tony,” she cried. Embracing me she pulled herself up and kissed me. Millions of 

kisses, all over my face. She alternately laughed and cried. “Are you sure? Really, a baby. Oh 

Tony.” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “A baby, our baby.” 

I licked salty tears from her lips and gently lowered her back down. 

“Wait,” she said, reaching for her canvas bag. Rummaging around, she pulled out a tube 

of KY jelly. Opening it, she squeezed some on her fingertips. 

“Where‟d you get that?” 

“I asked Greta to buy it,” she answered, smiling coyly. “I was hoping we might need it.” 

Her hands reached down and caressingly anointed me. 

* * * 

When Lexie woke us, it was still dark. At the foot of the bunk, she accusingly held up 

our clothes, a pile hanging from each hand. I cocked my head and shrugged. Jen giggled. 

“We‟re ten miles off the Isles of Shoals,” Lexie announced. I beckoned for my clothes. 

She considered my request for a second and then tossed them onto the bunk. “There‟s coffee 

in the salon,” she said as she hiked up the companionway. 

Perfunctorily I kissed Jen, who, not letting me off so easily, held me tight for a long 

embrace and kiss. We dressed quickly and I carried her up the companionway to the salon 

where I set her in her wheelchair. Sitting on a bench drinking coffee, LL greeted us. “Sleeping 

Beauty and her frog prince. All rested?” 

Jen flashed a scolding frown while I fixed us coffee. “Quiet night?” I asked. 

“Couldn‟t have been more peaceful. Of course, you couldn‟t ask for a better captain. 

Everyone rests better when there‟s an experienced man at the helm. Isn‟t that so, Jen?” 

She grinned at me slyly. “I can agree with that.” 
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We sipped our coffees. On our left, ten or twelve miles away, a glimmering line of lights 

spangled the shoreline. Dead ahead, a luminescent nimbus of reflected light, a false dawn, 

hovered over Portsmouth. Behind us, a thin ribbon of gray augured the real thing. 

“Last chance,” LL said. “We can be off the coast of Canada by nightfall.” 

Jen studied me, her own expression not betraying any opinion. Clearly, the decision was 

mine to make. “No thanks. I have a duty, not a choice.” 

Reaching over, Jen stroked the back of my shoulders. 

Nodding his approval, LL left for the pilothouse. 

Jen and I finished our coffee, silently surveying our future. 

“I‟m going to see how Lexie and Tom are doing? Want to come?” I asked as an 

afterthought. 

“No, thanks.” But before I left, she reached up to pull me down for another kiss. “I 

love you.” 

I stepped out onto the lower deck. Although the wind had died during the night, the 

speed of the Owaissa created its own chill factor, and I turned up my collar. 

LL, Lexie and Tom were in the pilothouse. Tom steered a course I knew well. He 

aimed the Owaissa slightly to the left of the lighthouse on Whaleback Reef and directly at the 

Coast Guard lighthouse on Fort Point, where the Piscataqua turned sharply inland and west 

toward Portsmouth. We were less than half an hour from home, a thought that frightened more 

than it heartened. 

Armed with a cigarette and coffee, Lexie was jawing with LL. “The fishing pier will be 

empty. There won‟t be any problem leaving the Owaissa tied up there.” 

Apparently they had decided to land at the fishing pier off Pierces Island. It made sense. 

We would be docking at the edge of downtown. Less risk of being spotted there, and from the 
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fishing pier it was only an eight or ten minute walk to the police station. 

“You don‟t get it,” LL rebuked her. “By now everyone in Portsmouth has noticed that 

the Owaissa went out last night. I mean stealing Sean Devlin‟s boat to come get us was not 

exactly a stroke of genius.” 

“You‟re making me wish I‟d left you right there in P‟town, playing with the fairies.” 

“Lexie,” Tom cautioned, placing his hand on her forearm. She brushed it away. 

LL shook his head impatiently. “They see the Owaissa at the fish pier, put two and two 

together, and bingo, they‟ll know exactly where we‟re headed. You want to help us and help 

yourself? Drop us off and beat it.” 

The red tip of Lexie‟s cigarette swirled like a laser as she swung it to emphasize her 

point. “I‟m twenty-one, I can vote and drink. We‟re going with you.” 

I tried to help LL out. “Lexie, we‟re wanted criminals. You‟re aiding and abetting. You 

know what you can get for that?” 

“Sure, but it‟s okay. I love bondage games,” Lexie said provocatively. 

“Oh sweet Jesus, preserve me,” LL sighed. 

I thought of another approach. “How about giving Lexie and Tom all the articles and 

letters?” 

“Are you crazy? Those are our only bargaining chips.” 

“So,” I reasoned, “let‟s spread our assets out. We go to the Portsmouth P.D., and Lexie 

and Tom take the Owaissa and copies of all the articles and letters. If something happens to us, 

those letters and articles will at least throw a monkey wrench into Devlin‟s plans.” 

“You‟re right,” LL said, quickly shifting his view. “They should take everything, all my 

notes”—he reached inside his coat to retrieve his small spiral notebook from his breast 

pocket—“Jen‟s photocopies, the works.” 
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Lexie‟s hands were on her hips and her head was cocked skeptically. “You guys had this 

planned, a little hustle to keep me from going with you.” 

“What are you, a paranoid with a death wish?” LL said. 

“Oh, like that‟s really mature,” Lexie taunted, blowing smoke his way. 

“Lexie,” I said, “He‟s right. Going with us would be taking an unnecessary risk. You 

and Tom are in enough danger right now.” 

Lexie exhaled a gigantic plume of cigarette smoke. “I‟m going with you.” 

“Listen to me,” I said sternly. “I promised your mother I wouldn‟t involve you in this 

mess. I couldn‟t ever face her if you were to get hurt.” 

“I‟ll handle my mother,” Lexie countered defiantly. 

Tom was stroking Lexie‟s shoulders. When he spoke, his deliberate Midwestern accent 

sounded positively diplomatic. “What Tony‟s saying makes sense. There‟s no point in putting all 

the eggs in one basket. If something happens to them, this information may be the only revenge 

we all have.” 

Lexie fiercely ground her cigarette out and then clapped her hand over Tom‟s on her 

shoulder. Rotating slightly to face him, she said, “Okay.” 

Tom put his arm around Lexie who dropped her head onto his shoulder. We had 

entered the mouth of the Piscataqua and were just off Fort Point Light. New Castle was on our 

left. Tom turned the wheel hard as we swung inland toward Portsmouth Harbor. 
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Chapter 33 

Portsmouth 
 

Rounding into view about a mile ahead of us was Memorial Bridge where it had all 

begun. Yellow lights traced its outline and red lights capped the drawbridge towers. The 

headlights of the few pre-dawn commuters flashed between the steel girders. I gazed at it, 

transfixed. 

Why I wondered. Was it greed that drove Walter Devlin? An insatiable desire to seize 

whatever he could lay his hands on? Or envy, borne of sixty hour workweeks in mills owned 

and run by second and third generation manufacturing princes? Or was it revenge for some 

slight, now lost to history? 

And did he ever foresee the destruction he set in motion? Three innocent agents killed. 

Seamus Finnan murdered. A grandson who would mortgage his soul in a grasp for the Vice 

Presidency? And kill his brother? 

And what did Liam Devlin‟s mother think about her family‟s wealth? A toxin that 

seeped down through the generations? Or a God-given blessing? And why did her husband 

Patrick smile as he blew his brains out? Relief? Finally a clear conscience from the corruption 

that corroded his family? 

The swelling tide pushed the Owaissa swiftly forward, and we were soon parallel with 

Pierces Island. I went below to get our guns. 

I handed Jen hers in the salon. “The last time, I hope.” 

She smiled confidently and laid the gun in her lap under the edge of her jacket.  

The Owaissa brushed up against the Portsmouth fishing pier. Reversed propellers 

swept a wash of water beneath her hull as she came to rest. Tom secured her with one line and 
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jumped down to help us disembark. I was last off, and as soon as I touched the dock, Lexie put 

the Owaissa into hard reverse. 

We crossed over the Pierces Island Bridge and charged onto Marcy Street. As soon as 

we turned onto the street, a lone car threaded its way along the narrow street toward us. The 

old colonials jammed together trapped us and all we could do was hold our breath. Not yet 

awake, the female driver of the small Toyota braked suddenly, as surprised by our motley crew 

as we were alarmed by her. 

Two houses away Marcy intersected Gates Street, the location of our first house. LL 

noticed the street sign, glanced back at us, and picked up the pace. But there could be no 

rushing by that memory. 

“LL,” Jen said, “did you know our first house was on Gates?” 

“I may have,” he called over his shoulder. 

“We ought go see what the Kohans have done with the place,” Jen suggested, as if we 

were out for an afternoon stroll. 

“We could stop by now,” I joked. “Invite ourselves in for a cup of coffee.” 

Portsmouth felt creepy and foreign. Part of it was the darkness, still lurking in the alleys 

and corners, and part of it was that I had no sense of time. It was nearly six, but time had jet-

lagged into a different dimension. I knew our route, that neighborhood, like the back of my 

hand, yet I felt an eerie unease, like an intruder had been in my house before me, rifling through 

my desk, pawing through my wife‟s lingerie, studying our photographs. As we hustled over 

familiar brick sidewalks, past houses owned by acquaintances, I felt only heightened foreboding, 

as if the burglar remained, hidden someplace in the shadows of a house that no longer felt like 

home. 

In a few minutes we reached a long set of stairs made from railroad ties that led from 
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the street to the municipal complex. To the right at the brow of the hill was the municipal office 

building. On the left, shadowy and unlit, stood the four-story derelict hulk of what once had 

been the Portsmouth Hospital. Between them, but further away and still hidden from view 

behind the crest of the hill, lay the police station. 

Turning Jen‟s wheelchair around, I started to pull her chair backward up the stairs. 

“I‟m beginning to enjoy having a chauffeur,” she teased. 

“I‟m beginning to wish you were more independent,” I one-upped her. 

Waiting for us halfway up the stairs, LL peered into the night anxiously. Not liking our 

position, exposed in the open under the stairway‟s lights, he descended the steps to meet us. 

Without asking, he grabbed the back of Jen‟s wheelchair, and the two of us swiftly bumped Jen 

the rest of the way. At the top we waited to catch our breath. 

We made it, I thought to myself, too superstitious to voice the sentiment out loud. The 

police station was a mere fifty yards of well-lit pavement away, most of it downhill; its second 

floor windows, brightly lit, were now visible. The first floor was still concealed below the crest 

of the hill. 

From our left, hiding in the dark shadows of the abandoned hospital, a car engine 

roared to life. Tires screeched and a big Chevy Suburban, its headlights out, raced toward us. I 

let go of Jen‟s wheelchair and grabbed for my gun. Before I could pull it out of my waistband, 

the Suburban squealed to a stop, cutting us off. A state police seal emblazoned its door. 

A rifle barrel poked out of the rear window. A pistol pointed at us from the front 

passenger window. A sadistic smile twisted across Krueger‟s face. 

Only Jen had managed to reach her gun. “Drop it lady,” Krueger ordered. The 

malevolence in his voice hinted that he hoped Jen wouldn‟t. LL nodded his okay, and Jen 

dropped her pistol next to the wheel of her chair. It bounced hollowly off the curb and onto 
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the asphalt. “Hands up,” Krueger said, motioning with his pistol. The driver, Trooper West 

who had been with Krueger at the Devlin place on Little Boars Head, came around the front of 

the Suburban toward us, carrying handcuffs. 

“Hey Krueger, how they hanging?” LL asked. 

Krueger‟s lips compressed as he coldly studied LL. “Every dog has his day, and today‟s 

mine.” 

West had cuffed one of LL‟s wrists and had almost snapped the cuff on the other when 

from behind the rise of the hill, sirens wailed piercingly and blue lights flashed. Three cruisers in 

a row, flying low, roared over the rise. Aimed straight at the Suburban, they swooped down like 

Kamikaze pilots. Krueger‟s face blanked with shock before he ducked out of sight. 

In a cacophony of screeching tires and sirens, the cruisers applied their brakes. The 

cruiser on the left pulled in behind the Suburban. The middle one stopped inches short of it, 

and the third, its tires squealing in a spinning turn, ended up facing the Suburban, blocking any 

escape. Every light was blazing—search lights, take-down lights, blue strobes—turning the 

darkness into a cold blue inferno and blinding everyone. Trooper West nervously dropped his 

end of the handcuffs. Peeking above the window, Krueger looked around like a frightened 

chipmunk. 

The driver‟s door of the cruiser in front of the Suburban opened slowly. A plump black 

hand gripped the top of the door and leisurely extracted the vast body of Commander Franklin 

Sweetwater Malloy. Dressed in full uniform, he gestured with his hands, like a maestro, at the 

other two cruisers to turn off their sirens. Supremely confident about his superior firepower and 

position Sweets, apparently unarmed, folded his hands and rested his forearms on the top of 

the door as if he were talking with a shopkeeper about the weather. 

“Let me see your hands,” he calmly ordered. 
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“Malloy,” Krueger said, “this is our pinch. Don‟t think you‟re going to horn in.” 

“Krueger, unless that truck is bullet proof, you‟d better show your hands. Now!” 

“You‟re making a colossal mistake Malloy. I‟m talking about your career. You keep 

going and you‟re gonna end up pressing license plates in Concord.” 

Sweets held up three sausage-like fingers as he began to count, “Three, two”— 

“Alright, alright,” Krueger yelled. His arms popped out the window and hung limply. 

Behind him, from the rear seat, another set of arms appeared. Bandages wrapped both hands 

except for the finger tips, no doubt covering puncture wounds caused by a rake, I thought with 

grim satisfaction. 

“LL, would you get their weapons?” 

“My pleasure.” LL opened both doors to the Suburban and left them open as he 

collected Krueger‟s pistol and the other state trooper‟s shotgun. He handed one to me and one 

to Jen. “All right boys, fun‟s over. Out of the car, hands behind you.” LL relieved West of his 

cuffs as he escorted him over to the Suburban. 

Slowly and painfully Krueger stepped down from the Suburban. The three troopers 

lined up facing the vehicle, and LL cuffed each behind his back. Again waving his hands like a 

conductor, Sweets signaled his officers to get out of the cruisers. Out of the middle one climbed 

a black woman in her sixties. As wiry and leathery as beef jerky, she wore blue jeans and the 

pale blue uniform shirt of a dispatch operator. Her eyes were wide as saucers, but her smile, 

stretching from cheek to cheek, was the smile of a rookie who had hit her first home run. From 

the second cruiser emerged a middle-aged, doughy man whose belly sagged over the waistline 

of his jeans. His white work shirt bore the logo, “Atlantic Commercial Cleaning Services.” An 

excited grin split his pudgy, unshaven face. 

“What do you think of my SWAT team, LL?” 
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“Truly terrifying, Sweets. A real crack unit.” 
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Chapter 34 

Portsmouth Police Station 
 

After secreting the Suburban in the sally port and rushing Krueger and the two troopers 

into lockup, LL and Sweets went to work interrogating them. Because Krueger abhorred the 

sight of LL who, I was sure, was gloating like a gamecock, Sweets questioned him alone, while 

LL handled the other two. Meanwhile Jen and I remained hidden in the chief of police‟s office 

with the shade on the door drawn. Across South Mill Pond dawn washed over the white 

clapboarded and brick cityscape of Portsmouth. It all looked so foreign and yet so familiar.  

“Why so quiet?” Jen asked. 

“No reason,” I lied, but my thoughts wandered in a kaleidoscopic blur, whirling from 

one pattern to another. How much time would I get? Would Liam Devlin be convicted or not? 

Would I live long enough to find out? I was hunched forward, my chin in my hands, and Jen 

stretched her arm across my shoulders.  

She continued, “Is it last night? Do you have regrets?” 

“No, of course not.” Straightening up, I faced her. “I loved last night. Now that I have 

you back, I don‟t want to lose you again.” 

“You won‟t.” A mischievous smile stole across her face. “I‟ll be one of those heartsick 

prison widows, who ride the bus every Sunday to where their no-good husband is locked up.” 

I chuckled at the image. “And I‟ll be one of those no-good jailbirds you‟ll all be 

complaining about on the bus.” 

Knocking politely before he entered, LL walked in, carrying fresh coffees. He had fixed 

both Jen‟s and mine the way we liked, cream for her, black for me. 

“West confessed,” he announced, setting the coffees down on the desk. “He‟s small fry. 
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He doesn‟t know that Sean was killed, and he didn‟t know the attack on you in Little Bay was 

orchestrated by Devlin. He did admit to being part of your bogus security guard and planting 

evidence at your house. All on Krueger‟s orders, he claims, and I don‟t doubt him.” 

“That‟s great,” Jen said and then, noticing nothing upbeat about LL‟s expression, asked, 

“I mean, that clears us, doesn‟t it?” 

LL took a long sip of his coffee, gazing at her over the top of the cup. “Probably, but it 

doesn‟t get us any closer to Devlin. Krueger and Gomes won‟t budge; Krueger refuses to talk, 

and Gomes keeps sticking to the script, insisting that he was only doing his job, trying to arrest 

the bad guys…us.” 

“Gomes?” I asked. 

“The taller trooper. The guy whose fingers you tried to manicure with the rake.” 

“What now?” I asked, visualizing my own clock ticking down to midnight. 

“I‟m not sure,” LL answered flatly. “Malloy is still working on Gomes. He‟s hoping 

with West‟s confession that Gomes will get religion and roll, too. Krueger‟s a waste of time.” 

LL paused to take another sip of his coffee. He set the cup down and tugged nervously on each 

earlobe, weighing whether to speak or not. “You know, we‟ve put Malloy in a real bind here.” 

“How?” Jen asked, still stunned we weren‟t home free. 

“He can arrest West for making a false report to law enforcement, but he‟s got nothing 

on Krueger and Gomes except for West‟s word that Krueger ordered him to plant evidence at 

your house and that Gomes knew about it. One against two probably won‟t cut it.” 

Restlessly, Jen spun her coffee cup, a quarter of turn at a time. 

LL continued, “Malloy was all set to help us, to hide us someplace, while we tried to 

figure out what to do. But he didn‟t count on Krueger finding us first.” 

“I don‟t get it.” I said. “Sweets was an eyewitness to an attack on us by the Governor‟s 
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personal security detail.” 

LL corrected me. “Malloy was witness to an attempt to arrest three wanted criminals. 

An arrest which he aborted.” 

Jen jumped ahead to where LL was leading. “So Sweets has to elect whether to arrest 

us…or them.” 

“He‟s got a job to do,” LL replied bluntly. 

“You‟re kidding,” I blurted out. “He‟s going to arrest us? It‟s bad enough that the 

federal marshal will be locking me up in a few days.” 

The office door opened again, this time without anyone knocking. Sweets strode in 

followed by Charlie Whittaker, Portsmouth‟s longtime police chief. Anxiously, expectantly, Jen 

and I turned around to face them and our future. 

Sweets gruffly handled the formalities. “Chief, I think you know Judge Paris and 

LaCasse.” The chief and I exchanged nods, while LL lifted his chin ever so slightly in 

acknowledgment. “This is Mrs. Paris.” Whittaker shook Jen‟s hand and seated himself behind 

the desk. 

Sweets pulled a small, straight-backed metal chair next to the side of the desk and 

dropped his Buddha-like figure onto it. Between the buttons, his blue shirt parted and patches 

of white undershirt squirted into view. “I wasn‟t able to squeeze anything more out of Gomes. I 

got West to tape what he told you”—he dipped his head in LL‟s direction—“and played it for 

Gomes. He was shook, but still wouldn‟t talk. I left him to stew, but I think we‟ve reached our 

limit downstairs. Oh yeah,” he added, “Krueger wants to call his attorney.” 

Sweets and LL laughed derisively. 

I thought for a second, trying to remember if there was some exception to an arrested 

individual‟s constitutional right to an attorney. Exigent circumstances? No, wrong Amendment. 
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I couldn‟t think of one. 

LL knew what I was thinking and didn‟t mince his explanation. “Krueger doesn‟t want 

an attorney; he wants to get word to the Governor. So we don‟t let him talk to his attorney. Big 

freakin‟ deal! What is some judge going to do…suppress his statement? Suppress what? 

Krueger hasn‟t said a word.” 

The chief studied the ceiling, as if he wasn‟t hearing a word. 

I was no longer looking into a kaleidoscope, I was imprisoned in one. Nothing made 

sense. I had never so much as gotten a speeding ticket, and now I was about to be arrested—

twice, first by Sweets and then by the Feds—for crimes I never committed. Three sworn 

officers of the law were flouting the constitution as carelessly as a kid tosses a gum wrapper 

onto the sidewalk. And three more were locked up for trying to kill a judge and his wife. To top 

the insanity off, New Hampshire‟s governor, a corrupt murderer, whose very name had 

tortured my sleep for years, might get off and might still have a chance at the Vice Presidency. I 

shook my head, trying to jiggle the pieces free. 

“We‟ve got some tough decisions to make,” Sweets explained bluntly, as he pulled a 

tape recorder off the credenza behind the chief and set it on the desk. “We need to hear 

everything. Start from the beginning.” The recorder rolled noisily. 

I spoke first, starting with the Colleen D drifting off Wallis Sands. Only two weeks ago, 

I thought to myself. Sweets took notes and occasionally asked a question, trying to clarify a 

point or gain more detail. The chief sat silently, his palms steepled under his chin. Both Jen and 

LL piped up from time to time to remind me of a detail I had overlooked. I had reached the fire 

at Sean Devlin‟s mansion when the telephone rang. 

The chief answered, listened for a moment, and hung up. To Sweets he said, “It‟s Judge 

Paris‟ niece. She‟s got some documents for the Judge.” 
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Sweets stood up. 

“I‟ll go with you,” I said. 

“No,” Sweets said, “stay here. Until we figure out what we‟re going to do, we don‟t 

want a lot of people knowing you‟re here. We still don‟t know what we‟re up against.” 

A few minutes later Sweets returned, holding the photocopies and chuckling. “I don‟t 

think she likes me very much.” Neither Jen nor I responded. “Until I threatened to arrest her 

for trespassing, she wouldn‟t leave. And then her boyfriend had to practically drag her out. She‟s 

a spitfire, that girl.” 

The scene was vivid in my mind. “Yes, she is a handful.” 

“LaCasse explained a little of this to me,” Sweets said, tapping the papers with his thick 

fingers. “But the Chief hasn‟t heard any of it. Why don‟t we concentrate on this stuff for a 

while.” He pushed the papers across the desk and punched the record button. Jen took over the 

narrative, recounting the discovery of each document and describing how each bit of 

information fit the larger story. She passed each photocopy to the chief, and he and Sweets 

perused them as they listened. When Jen was done, Sweets asked me to continue with our 

narrative, and I completed with the events of that morning. 

The whole process had taken a couple of hours. It was past nine, and we took a 

bathroom and coffee break. I was the first one to return to the chief‟s office. Someone had 

removed the photocopies and the tape from the tape recorder. Starting an investigation file for 

us, I figured helplessly. Jen wheeled in and we held hands. 

There was a rap on the door. Unaccompanied, LL walked in. “Whittaker and Malloy 

don‟t think they‟ve got enough to arrest the governor.” 

Jen objected. “Come on, everything points right at Devlin. A secret trust funded with 

stolen government gold, state police who are nothing better than hired killers, Sean Devlin 
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probably murdered. That‟s got to be enough to arrest him.” 

“Look, whoever arrests the governor of this state, or any other governor for that 

matter, better be goddamn certain, because there will be hell to pay if he‟s wrong.” 

“Maybe it‟s time to get a „she‟ officer,” Jen retorted. “Someone with some big ovaries.” 

As soon as she said the word, “ovaries,” Jen shot me the glimmer of a knowing grin. 

I smiled back as my stomach knotted into a bowline hitch. Oh God, please don‟t let her 

be pregnant now. I don‟t want to see my firstborn through some plexiglass window and coo at 

him over a plastic telephone. Please, if I get through all of this, we‟ll have twenty kids, all good 

Catholics. Just not right now. You paying attention, Saint Anthony? 

Although he noticed the byplay, LL stayed on subject. “Sweets went down to lockup to 

try Gomez and Krueger one last time. We might get lucky.” 

“They‟re going to arrest us, aren‟t they?” I asked, feeling the end pressing inexorably 

closer. 

“Why?” Jen questioned, her voice firm with a sense of injustice. “That trooper who 

confessed, West, he proves the whole thing was a setup.” 

LL answered both questions. “Yeah, West proves it was a setup, but he can‟t connect 

the Governor to anything that has happened to us or to Sean.” 

The door opened and Sweets and Chief Whittaker entered. Both looked pretty glum. 

Jen shifted her attack to them. “You‟re going to arrest us?” 

Without answering, Sweets and Whittaker resumed their seats. The chief, setting our 

photocopies back on the desk, glanced at Sweets to let him know he should handle this. 

Jen‟s hands gripped her rims tightly, and her chair rocked back and forth, like a bull 

pawing the ground. “Why don‟t you arrest Liam Devlin?” 

“For what?” Sweets asked ruefully. 
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“Try murder, for starters.” 

Sweets tightened his pinkish-brown lips. “We can‟t,” he muttered. 

“What do you mean?” she challenged. “His brother‟s dead, and all the evidence points 

right at Liam Devlin.” 

Chief Whittaker, ever the diplomat, explained. “We have no body, no eyewitness, no 

means, and no motive.” 

“No motive,” Jen retorted. “How about wanting to be Vice President of the United 

States?” 

With tired but experienced skill gained from years of disappointing victims, the chief 

said, “For all we know, his brother may have been his biggest supporter.” 

Jen stared at him in disbelief. “He tried to murder us. Three times, four, if you count 

this morning!” 

Sweets took over. “Look, Mrs. Paris, we agree that he probably did. But we have no 

evidence to link him to any of the attacks, other than he offered to lend his personal security 

team to guard you. Unless one of them says Governor Devlin ordered it, you‟ve got nothing.” 

Chief Whittaker added, “And he probably has so many layers between him and your 

assailants that we‟ll never be able to get that high up on the chain.” 

“If we can‟t prove the Governor is behind all this,” I shot back, “than the three 

troopers downstairs were within their rights trying to arrest us. So you‟re going to wash your 

hands of the whole thing. Arrest all of us because that‟s the easiest thing to do and dump the 

whole mess into the courts. Let them sort it out.” 

“No, no,” the Chief protested. 

“You mean all this information we‟ve collected”—Jen waved her hand dismissively 

over the photocopies—“is for nothing. That we‟ve come back to New Hampshire to make it 



 

 Bob Morrill     265      

easier for Devlin to get what he wants, us in jail, or better yet, dead and out of his hair.” 

The room was quiet. The chief rolled a pencil in his fingers. Everyone avoided eye 

contact. 

To the chief, Jen asked, as if it were a fresh approach, “I don‟t suppose you could let us 

go?” 

His silent glance back gave us the answer. 

“This is absurd,” she protested, angrily jamming her body against the back of her chair. 

“Hold on,” I said, staring directly at the chief and Sweets. “You agree that we‟ve been 

framed, and that probably Governor Devlin is behind it.” 

Sweets nodded his agreement. The chief lowered his head thoughtfully and cautiously. 

A nod he could later deny, I thought. 

“What if we persuaded the state police not to press charges? Would you have to arrest 

us?” 

Sweets answered before the chief. I was beginning to get an inkling of who was really in 

charge. “No, the state police cut us out of this investigation early. It‟s their baby. They vacate 

the arrest warrants, it‟s over as far as we‟re concerned.” 

“We collected this information”—I pointed at the photocopies—“to prove Devlin is 

the culprit. At least let us try to meet with him. It‟s possible that he‟ll call the dogs off in 

exchange for us not telling about the stolen federal gold and the secret Irish account.” 

Chief Whittaker shook his head doubtfully. LL said, “Charlie, he‟s right. You know we 

were setup; West has told you that. We take West‟s confession to the Governor, show him 

those documents, and tell him that if we go to trial our defense is going to point directly at him. 

He‟d be crazy not to have the charges dropped in exchange for our silence.” 

“Sounds to me,” Sweets said, “that you‟re proposing blackmail or extortion.” 
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I smiled. “Not if we‟re asking him to right a wrong. Don‟t forget he knows those 

charges against us are completely phony.” 

“Not bad, Judge,” LL praised. “Not bad at all.” 

Sweets also nodded approvingly before dryly asking, “And what if he says no?” 

Jen said, “At least we had the chance.” 

Chief Whittaker spoke up. “But we‟ve heard your story, seen the documents. Sweets 

and I can‟t agree to keep that secret. We‟ve got no choice but to follow up and open an 

investigation. We‟d have to report the Irish trust to the I.R.S. and investigate the attacks on you 

and maybe even Sean Devlin‟s death.” 

“Exactly, which may just keep us alive.” Everyone looked at me perplexed. “If anything 

happens to any of us, you‟ll have a suspect, and you‟ll know his motive.” 

Sweets filled his cheeks up with air and slowly exhaled. “You can agree not to go public, 

but you can‟t withhold evidence from the police. We‟d have to charge you for withholding 

evidence.” 

“Right, right,” I agreed, “but tell me what information we haven‟t given you. You know 

everything we know.” 

“So why would Devlin trade dropping the charges against you for your silence when we 

know the whole story?” 

 “Liam Devlin will trade in order to buy time.” Four faces stared blankly back at me. 

“You‟re the only ones who know and you‟re investigating crimes, crimes potentially committed 

by Liam Devlin, correct?” 

Sweets responded skeptically, “So…” 

“You don‟t have to make the contents of an ongoing investigation public, do you?” 

Sweets, LL, and the chief all got it at the same moment. 
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I continued, “Devlin doesn‟t get a free ride, he just gets himself some time and keeps 

this stuff out of the press. He may decide to resign or he may decide to risk it and go for the 

Vice Presidency. With time he can assemble the same team of lawyers that OJ had.” 

Chief Whittaker asked, “How do you know he‟ll even meet with you?” 

I smiled inwardly. Oh, he‟ll meet with me. Chief Whittaker had brought in that 

morning‟s Coastal Courier. I tapped the prominent, front page picture of Liam Devlin. “Call 

him,” I said. “Give him the choice: arrest us or meet with us. My bet is that he‟ll want to talk 

before this afternoon‟s Primary Fair. You arrest us now, and he knows we‟ll start talking. And 

we have enough information to make his press conference very uncomfortable. He‟ll never be 

more vulnerable to a deal than he is right now.” 

The chief eyed Sweets for his opinion. 

“Let me talk to the Chief privately,” Sweets said. “It‟s his call.” The two of them left the 

office. 

“I like it,” LL said like a proud teacher. 

Then it hit me. I might be able to work the same deal for my being an accomplice to 

money laundering. Devlin had tricked me, and now I could give him the chance to undo that 

wrong. It struck me as ironic that Devlin and I, driven by events into the same foxhole, might 

end up carrying each other‟s secrets to our graves. My brain galvanized into action. 

LL snatched the sports section, while Jen opened up the first section to read. The front 

page was devoted exclusively to New Hampshire‟s Primary Fair Day. The lead story targeted 

the question on everyone‟s mind: whom Devlin would select as his candidate? The other articles 

covered the usual, identifying the famous news anchors, movie stars, and other celebrities who 

were expected and listing the times the various candidates would be “stumping”—speaking 

from the faux tree stump perched halfway up the State House steps. What would tomorrow‟s 
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headline be I wondered? “Governor Withdraws Name” or “Judge Paris Captured.” 

Their conference completed, Sweets and Chief Whittaker returned. 

“Judge,” Sweets said, not bothering to sit down. 

“We‟re not in court. Call me Tony.” 

Sweets‟ mien turned serious as he weighed my invitation. Nodding his assent, he said, 

“Okay, here‟s the deal.” He glanced over to Chief Whittaker for affirmation and received it. 

“We‟re going to arrest you now.” 

“In a pig‟s eye,” LL said, standing at the ready. 

“Just a formality, LaCasse. Don‟t get yourself wrapped around the axle about it.” Sweets 

surveyed the three of us. “Okay,” he said humorously, “folks, you is all officially under arrest.” 

He laid his hands at his side and smiled. 

“I don‟t think I‟ve ever been arrested before,” Jen said mimicking a syrupy Southern 

accent. “This is quite exciting.” 

Sweets grinned at her. “Who wants to call the Governor?” 

“Me,” I volunteered quickly. 

Sweets bent over to pull a Concord phone book from the bottom shelf of a bookcase. 

His shirt rose up and his pants slipped down, revealing his black plumber‟s crack. Standing up 

and clearly winded from the effort, he was greeted by LL, still grinning from the sight of his 

half-moon. Roughly, Sweets pulled the telephone to his end of the desk and jabbed numbers 

into its keypad. “Governor‟s Office,” he said gruffly. A moment later, he had a receptionist. 

After a few exchanges, Sweets said, “I can assure you that the Governor will be very interested 

in what I have to say. Tell him I‟m a detective with the Portsmouth Police Department and that 

Judge Paris, his wife, and bailiff, Lionel LaCasse, are in my custody, and that they would like to 

talk to the Governor.” He listened for several moments. “Ma‟am, tell the Governor that the 
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three of them have one phone call. If they can‟t talk to the Governor, they‟re asking to talk to 

the press. I suggest you get the message to the Governor right away. …Yes, ma‟am, we‟ll be 

here for a few minutes.” Recradling the telephone, Sweets smiled largely, exhibiting a set of 

perfect teeth. 

“What are you going to say to him?” LL asked me. 

“Easy. To meet with me.” 

“Us,” Jen corrected. 

“It‟ll be up to him,” I said vaguely. 

The phone rang. The return call had come stunningly quick, and none of us made a 

move toward the phone. Following the third ring and after looking around first, Sweets picked 

it up. It was clear from his expression that the governor‟s office was on the other end. 

“He‟s right here.” He handed the telephone to me. 

There wasn‟t a drop of spit in my mouth and my tongue felt as thick as a log. “Judge 

Paris?” I heard a woman say. 

“Yes,” I answered, astonished that I could produce a sound. 

“I‟ll put you right through to Governor Devlin,” she said. 

His voice boomed into the handset. “Judge Tony, my boy, what‟s this all about?” 

In trembling hands I held the photocopies in front of me. Without any social niceties, I 

slowly recited the number of the Irish trust account. Without pausing I went on to say, “May 2, 

1933, Memorial Bridge.” Devlin didn‟t respond and there was a pregnant pause. “We have 

more,” I said. There was a longer pause. “I‟d like to talk to you about what we know.” 

He audibly inhaled. “When?” 

I looked up at Chief Whittaker and Sweets and mouthed, “When?” Sweets looked at his 

watch and held up one finger. “We can be there at one o‟clock.” 
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“I look forward to it,” Devlin replied, his voice not betraying a hint of nerves. 

I put the phone back down. No one said anything. All of us knew our course was set, 

our future was on autopilot. 

Sweets finally spoke, his voice gruff and businesslike. “We‟re going to have to put a 

body wire on one of you.” 

“What,” I exclaimed too loudly. “Why?” I couldn‟t try to broker my own private deal 

with Devlin if it were being recorded. 

Sweets eyed me quizzically. “I thought you wanted to nail the Governor.” 

“If he discovers a wire, we‟re sunk,” I countered, thinking fast. 

Chief Whittaker spoke. “If the Governor says anything incriminating, we need it on 

tape. Your word against his isn‟t going to do much right now. And”—he absently twirled a 

pencil for a moment—“if there‟s trouble, a wire is the best protection we can give you.” 

“What‟s the big deal with a wire, anyhow?” LL asked. “Please tell me it‟s not some 

constitutional shit you‟re worried about” 

“No,” I muttered, “Just a wire complicates things, adds unnecessary risks.” 

“I‟ll wear it,” LL offered. 

I blurted out, “No, I‟ll wear it.” 

Jen looked at me like I was crazy. “I thought you didn‟t want to use a wire?” 

“I don‟t, but if I‟m the one meeting with the Governor, then I should be the one with 

the wire.” 

“What is this „I‟ business?” Jen asked. 

“He may only want to meet with me,” I responded hopefully. 

“Actually,” Chief Whittaker said, “we were thinking of wiring Ms. Paris because of her 

wheelchair.” 
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I folded my lips with resignation. Maybe, just maybe, this might work out. If I could 

figure a way out to meet with Devlin alone, at least everything we say wouldn‟t be taped. 

Sweets pulled a device out of his pocket and explained its use to Jen. He had her velcro 

the microphone underneath the neck of her sweatshirt, and following his instructions, I taped 

the transmitter high on the back side of her hip. 

Guiding her hand to the transmitter, Sweets showed her the on/off switch. “Don‟t 

worry about turning it off and on. The batteries are brand new and will last for hours. When 

you get near the Governor‟s office, you can just click it on and won‟t have to worry about it. 

Try it,” Sweets said. “Say something.” 

Nervously gazing at the four of us, Jen reached behind her back and said, “Here‟s 

hoping.” 
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Chapter 35 

Statehouse 

Concord 
 

Sweets drove, and Jen and I rode in Krueger‟s Suburban. With its State Police emblem 

and heavily tinted windows, LL and Sweets thought it would be safer. Ahead of us, acting as a 

decoy, was a Portsmouth cruiser with Chief Whittaker and LL. To cut down our chances of 

being overheard, Jen, clicking her body wire on and off, transmitted messages to the cruiser, 

while LL responded cryptically over the police channel. 

In case there were questions later, Sweets formally booked us before we left the station. 

The works: fingerprints, pictures—face front and profile, and a receipt for everything in our 

possession, including our guns. Oddly, for someone who had never owned a gun or cared 

much about them, I felt something missing, as if I‟d forgotten to put on my belt or was wearing 

only one sock. I found myself unconsciously reaching for it, only to discover it was no longer 

there. 

Along Route 4, the colonial highway from the seacoast to the capital, political signs, 

staked into someone‟s yard or driven into the gravel shoulder, dotted the side of the road. 

Every candidate was represented, some more than others. Sprinkled among them were placards 

touting Devlin for Vice President. Each one of his signs stabbed me, as if I were a voodoo doll 

under his spell. 

From the crest of the last hill before Concord, the capital city stretched out along the 

west side of the Merrimack River valley. The State House‟s goldplated dome presided over a 

skyline of steeples, brick blocks and gray rectangles. We dropped down into the flat valley, 

crossed the Merrimack, and bumped up against North Main Street. Although still a mile from 

the State House, Primary Fair Day traffic was heavy. Political signs climbed up every tree and 



 

 Bob Morrill     273      

pole, and banners swayed gently overhead. As we got nearer, my chest tightened, and my 

breathing became rapid and shallow. 

In a few minutes we were in front of the State House, a block of native gray granite, 

small in comparison to other state‟s grander capitols. Around the perimeter of the State House 

Plaza, not much bigger than a suburban yard, candidates had set up brightly colored tents and 

booths. Main Street was packed. Cars festooned with political signs filled every available parking 

space, and satellite television trucks double-parked two and three deep. 

Over the radio LL directed, “Take your next right. We can park in the legislative 

parking garage and take the tunnel to the State House.” 

Sweets swung right, went up a couple of blocks, found the entrance to the parking 

garage, and waited for the chief‟s cruiser. Pulling up next to us, LL exited it and jumped into the 

Suburban next to me. With a tip of his cap Chief Whittaker drove on, looking for a spot to 

monitor Jen‟s transmissions. 

A state trooper guarded the ramp to the garage. Sweets rolled down the window, 

flashed his badge, and announced, “Backup security.” The trooper tried to peer through the 

tinted glass, gave up, and waved us in. 

“You given any thought how to present this?” LL asked once Sweets had found a 

parking space. “I mean, this may be the most important closing argument you‟ve ever had to 

make. And from what I heard you weren‟t that good to begin with.” 

The roll of flesh above Sweets‟ collar jiggled as he snickered. 

“A little.” I shrugged casually although my mind had been racing for hours. 

“You still want to do the talking.” 

“I know him the best.” 

“Okay, college boy, what‟s your plan?” 
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“Keep it simple. Just tell him what we have, and if those trumped-up charges don‟t go 

away, we‟ll take everything we know to the press.” 

“What if he says, „fine, go ahead‟?” 

“That‟s when you request me for a cellmate.” 

“No way I‟m bunking the next ten years with you. I‟m going to find me a pretty 

roommate.” 

Jen wrinkled her nose with distaste. 

Sweets said, “It‟s quarter of. We should probably get going. Mrs. Paris, turn on your 

wire. Let‟s check it one more time.” 

Inclining her head, Jen asked, “Chief Whittaker, can you hear me?” 

The police radio squawked, “10-2, good signal.” 

“We‟re on our way,” she said into the mike. 

“Good luck.” 

Two minutes later we were walking through the tunnel connecting the Legislative 

Office Building and the State House. Politicos, media people, hangers-on, and security hurried 

to and fro as if on vital missions, whether actual or imagined. No one took any notice of us as 

we strolled through. Coming the opposite way strode a familiar-looking man, his entourage 

following. 

“Hey,” LL said, “there‟s Charlie Gibson, from Good Morning America.” 

“What, you want to stop and get his autograph?” Sweets muttered. 

“Watch this.” LL moved to block Gibson‟s way and held out his hand. “Hey Charlie, 

Lionel LaCasse,” he said as if he were reminding him of who he was. 

Trying to find this stranger in his mental rolodex, Gibson grasped the proffered hand. 

“Nice to see you again.” 
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“You, too, Charlie,” LL said earnestly, pumping Gibson‟s hand. “I‟ll find you later, and 

we can catch up on old times.” LL winked. 

“Sure…sure,” Gibson muttered. 

“LaCasse, don‟t forget you‟re under arrest,” Sweets warned. 

“I appreciate you‟re not telling that to my buddy Charlie.” 

“You‟re an idiot,” I said. 

LL smiled at the compliment. 

Throngs of people mobbed the first floor of the State House, its marble floor and 

granite walls amplifying the racket. In a corner of the Hall of Flags, brightly illuminated by 

television lights, CNN‟s Jeff Greenfield interviewed one of the Presidential candidates, while 

two other microphone-toting correspondents from smaller markets waited their turn. Stationed 

at the elevator leading to the second floor was another state trooper. Apparently not 

recognizing any of us, he was not going to allow us to pass without proper credentials. 

Sweets pointed to me. “This is Judge Anthony Paris.” The trooper did a double take. 

“He has a one o‟clock appointment with the Governor.” 

Eyeing us distrustfully, he spoke into his portable radio. “I have a police officer here…” 

He examined Sweets‟ uniform patches. “From Portsmouth, with Judge Anthony Paris and two 

other people. Says the Judge has a one o‟clock appointment with the Governor.” He studied 

LL, his head cocking with recognition. “You‟re Lieutenant LaCasse.” 

With his left hand the officer pressed his earpiece deeper. A look of alarm spread across 

his face as he reached for his sidearm. 

LL grabbed his wrist as one might snatch a fly out of the air. “There‟s no need for that, 

young fella. Why don‟t we go on up and see what the Governor would like you to do.” 

Nervously the trooper gazed around and then meekly pushed the up button. 
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LL released his grip on the his arm. “Don‟t worry, you‟re not going to get in any trouble 

for this.” 

He looked a lot less certain than LL sounded. 

As we got off the elevator, three more state troopers were rushing down the hall to 

greet us. Stopping in their tracks, all three went for their weapons. Sweets and LL stepped in 

front. “Hold on, hold on!” Sweets barked. “You really want to start blasting away with news 

scum crawling all over here like cockroaches?” 

The troopers hesitated, unsure of what to do. 

Sweets kept talking. “Sergeant,” he said to the highest-ranking officer, “check with the 

Governor. This is Judge Paris, his wife, and Lieutenant Lionel LaCasse, retired New Hampshire 

State Trooper”—they glanced at LL, trying to size up a trooper who‟s career was legendary—

“Governor Devlin asked to meet with them at one o‟clock.” 

The sergeant spoke into his radio. “Can someone check if the Governor has a one 

o‟clock with Judge Paris?” 

We waited as the troopers eyed us warily. Less than a minute later the sergeant‟s eyes 

blinked at the answer. “10-4,” he replied. To us, he said, “Follow me.” 

The lobby to the Governor‟s office and Executive Council Chambers was full of milling 

politicians, aides, news people, and more troopers. I glanced into the Council Chambers. A 

huge table dominated the center of the room. Old portraits hung from the high walls. At the far 

end, between an American and State flag, Liam Devlin had sworn me in. My body went coldly 

numb at the memory. 

* * * 

It had been one and a half years earlier—on a Monday, a buttery warm spring day. Leaf 

buds had opened and forsythia was in bloom. Forty of my friends and family—proud, excited, 
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joyous—had gathered in the Executive Council Chambers for the ceremony. When Devlin 

entered, my gut twisted into a knot. 

“Congratulations Tony,” the Governor greeted me. “Mrs. Paris? I was so sorry to hear 

about your accident.” 

Jen‟s smile twisted into a small grimace as she shook the Governor‟s hand. 

Jen held the Bible as I took my oath. 

“I, Anthony Paris, do solemnly swear that I will faithfully discharge and perform all the 

duties incumbent on me as a justice of the superior court, according to the best of my abilities, 

without fear or favor. So help me God.” 

My mother wept, dabbing the tears off her cheeks. Devlin made a short, practiced 

speech—a version of one he had made many times before, I guessed—praising my family, my 

hard work, and my sympathy for the common man. Smiling, holding our handshake, we posed 

until everyone had clicked a picture. While more pictures were taken—me with Jen, our entire 

family, me with my mother—Devlin carefully worked the room, graciously greeting everyone, 

repeating what an excellent judge I would make, thanking them for coming. Later, everyone 

mentioned what a wonderful man Liam Devlin was, kind, down to earth. “A real gentleman,” 

my mother said. 

At last he returned to me. “Tony, could you meet with me for a moment, privately.” 

I followed him into his corner office with its high arched windows. Motioning me to 

take a seat, he sat down. Without saying a word, he opened a drawer and pulled out a manila 

envelope. 

“You don‟t have to read this now, but I thought you might be interested.” 

He watched my trembling hand reach across the desk. 

“I‟ll give you a call about it sometime,” he said ominously. “We can talk then.” He rose, 
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came around the desk, and laid his arm across my shoulders. “A great day for the Parisi family.” 

My quaking legs barely carried me out of his office and my head burned with pain. 

Late that night after Jen had gone to sleep, with an insistent feeling of dread, I opened 

the envelope. Inside were photocopies of the money laundering documents that I had falsely 

notarized and witnessed. It took only a quick perusal to confirm my worst fear: I had 

participated in an illegal transfer of over ten million dollars. If the point wasn‟t driven home, 

Devlin had enclosed copies of the ten thousand dollar check I had cashed, the applicable 

money laundering statute, and the federal sentencing guidelines. Even with no prior criminal 

record, the minimum sentence based on the amount of money was nearly four years. The 

maximum was five. 

* * * 

For a year and a half I had made a mockery of that oath, putting a regular paycheck and 

a prestigious job I loved ahead of my integrity. It had been a pact with the devil, one that I was 

about to break no matter what. Whether I remained a judge or not made no difference. I vowed 

to live the rest of my life in faithful obedience to my oath, to the best of my abilities, without 

fear or favor, so help me God.  
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Chapter 36 

Governor’s Chambers 
 

The crowd of troopers in front of the entrance to the governor‟s office parted as his 

secretary emerged to greet us. Briefly appraising my unshaven face and disheveled clothes, she 

asked uncertainly, “Judge Paris?” 

“Yes,” I managed to reply, hoping that Devlin only wanted to meet with me. 

“Right this way,” she said. “The Governor is expecting you.” 

As we followed her down the hall my voice croaked unevenly. “Does he want to meet 

all of us or only me?” 

Over her shoulder she replied, “I‟m pretty sure he said all of you.” She held open the 

paneled door. Behind his desk Liam Devlin stood up to greet us. He was as big as Sean, but his 

body was soft and his features smoothly plastic. The room swam, and I staggered over to a 

chair in front of the desk. 

“Judge Tony,” he said, as LL seated himself and Jen wheeled up between us. “You‟ve 

had quite a week.” 

I felt like I was in a trance, able to hear and see, but incapable of responding. 

“No thanks to you,” LL growled. 

Devlin pushed his body back as if surprised. “Now, what makes you say that?” 

Jen pulled the documents from her canvas bag. “These,” she said. 

“And they are?” 

Before Jen answered, she glanced over at me to check if I still wanted to do the talking. 

My dumbstruck face must have told her all she needed to know because she went through each 

news article and letter, describing each one and her conclusions. LL took over, relating West‟s 
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confession that he abandoned guarding our house and later planted drugs on direct orders from 

Krueger. Devlin listened politely without interrupting, as if he were receiving a chamber of 

commerce briefing. 

Jen and LL waited for me to make our proposal. My face flushed hot. “Governor 

Devlin,” I said with unintended obsequiousness, “we‟re willing to keep this secret from the 

media if the charges against us are dropped.” 

“That‟s all?” Devlin asked, his tanned face puffing out with a smarmy smile. “You 

could be of a lot more assistance to me than just that.” He paused, and we waited, unclear 

about his meaning. “I‟d like you to blame everything that has happened on my brother‟s drug 

problems.” 

“What!” LL exclaimed. 

Unperturbed Devlin continued, “It all fits. You found some things on the Colleen D 

that made you suspicious. You started poking around further and ran up against the drug 

dealers Sean had been doing business with. They attacked you on Little Bay, burned my 

brother‟s house down to conceal evidence, chased you out of your house, and planted drugs 

after you left. It‟ll all work. I‟ll still have some problems with the I.R.S. and some political 

headaches, but who knows,” he said with an optimistic smirk, “in another year I may be in a 

position to take care of those. And, I might add, in a position to advance your career Judge 

Tony. Federal District Court? First Circuit? Not bad for a kid who used to wash cars.” 

“No deal, we‟re not buying, Liam,” I declared. 

“You killed your own brother, and we‟re supposed to help you!” Jen added. “Your own 

brother!” 

Devlin raised his hand for silence. A desk drawer brushed open, and he withdrew a 

small stack of papers. He held them up in my direction. “Would you like me to do the honors, 
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Judge Tony?” He smiled, a shark cruising for food. 

I shrugged. “Be my guest.” It was over. Once Whittaker overheard Devlin lay out my 

crime, I would be on a one-way express to federal prison. In a way I was relieved, happy to put 

an end to it. With luck I‟d be out in four years, and maybe Jen would wait. I hoped so. 

Flipping to the last page, Devlin ponderously commenced, an instructor starting with 

the basics. “The federal government takes money laundering very seriously. I should know…” 

Like scarlet letters, my signature and notary seal blazed off the page. He continued, recounting 

everything, pointing to my notarization of an unknown person‟s signature and pre-dating it. 

Then he went to the front of the document and, leafing through it, explained how the 

transaction laundered over ten million dollars, depositing it tax free in an Irish bank. The 

cancelled check came out next—ten thousand dollars with my signature on the back. 

I wondered what Chief Whittaker was thinking right then. Shocked, I imagined. 

Satisfied with his guided tour of my crime, Devlin leaned back in his chair and 

announced the penalty for it, four to five years in a federal penitentiary. 

“You‟ll be going with me,” I said. 

LL also leaned back relaxed and confident for he knew that Devlin had just finished 

dictating the last chapter in his political career. 

 “Judge Tony”—Devlin leaned forward to emphasize his point—“I hope you don‟t 

assume I‟m unprepared for this eventuality. I have many influential friends, all of whom owe 

me in one way or another. In exchange for my cooperation in exposing this nefarious money 

laundering scheme, I‟ll probably receive a medal.” 

“I don‟t believe it!” Jen blurted out, surprising all of us. “Not my husband! He‟d never 

do such a thing!” She looked defiantly at Devlin. “You‟re bluffing!” 

“Jen!” I tried to stop her, but she shot me a reproving glance that a husband knows 
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must be obeyed. 

“Am I?” Obnoxiously self-satisfied, Devlin set the papers in front of her. Giving them a 

little pat, he offered, “See for yourself.” 

Jen thumbed through the pages. At the last one, she looked over at me, her face 

crushed with disappointment. She turned back to the Governor, her spirit broken. 

His voice was as even as a neurosurgeon‟s. “Now, I expect all three of you to walk out 

of this office, inform the Portsmouth P.D. you‟re done talking to them, and I‟ll send Krueger 

around in a couple of days to take statements from each of you, carefully explaining how Sean 

was deeply involved with drugs and how his rival dealers targeted you.” 

Jen idly shuffled the pages with one hand, contemplating Devlin‟s offer. 

LL spat, “You‟ve got nothing on me, Governor, and I ain‟t keepin‟ quiet.” 

“Oh is that so,” Devlin said. “I‟ve had a look at your personnel file. I‟d hate to see all 

that personal stuff, you know what I mean, somehow leaked to the press.” 

Gloating, LL folded his arms. “My love life has been slowing down. I could use a little 

free advertising.” 

“About a juvenile you transported to the Youth Development Center?” 

“Juvenile? YDC? I never transported a kid to the YDC.” 

“I would think an encounter like that would be hard to forget.” 

“Not if it never happened.” 

“There‟s a prisoner at the State Prison, sort of a pen pal of mine; he‟s coming up for 

early parole in a couple of months. He claims you sexually assaulted him in the backseat of your 

cruiser. I think if we searched hard enough we should be able to find the paperwork.” 

His face flushing red, his eyes smoldering, LL came right out of his seat and tried to 

grab the Governor across the desk. “You‟re a fucking, scum-sucking snake!” 
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Devlin pushed his chair back out of LL‟s reach. “Settle down. I‟m only talking 

possibilities.” 

Jen grabbed LL‟s upper arm, trying to tug him back into his seat. 

“Leggo!” he barked, trying to shake her off. 

Instead he pulled her out of her chair and she fell to the floor in front of the desk, 

scattering the papers as she fell. I leapt up to help her. 

“Oh, Jen,” LL apologized, reaching down to pick her up. 

Face down on the carpet, she tried to collect the documents. “I‟m so sorry,” she 

apologized, sweeping the papers into an untidy pile. 

Encircling Jen‟s waist, LL easily lifted her up. Her sweatshirt slid up, exposing the body 

wire. I pulled it down as LL settled her back into her chair. 

After an embarrassed glance at Devlin, who smirked with amusement, Jen tried to 

straighten out the papers on the desk. “Thank goodness my colostomy bag didn‟t burst.” 

Chewing as if she were trying to get a piece of dust out of her mouth, Jen looked pointedly, first 

at LL and then at me. “They break so easily.” She kept chewing and swallowed hard. 

Evidently having heard from Krueger about Jen‟s earlier problems with her bag, the 

governor nodded as he sat back down. LL and I exchanged knowing glances. 

Jen swallowed hard and spoke, almost submissively. “Governor, I don‟t want my 

husband going to jail. I can‟t speak for LL, but Tony and I will do whatever you want.” 

Devlin smiled, the smile of a merciful nobleman accepting a small token from a serf. 

“I‟m glad. Thank you.” 

All eyes were on LL, whose furrowed brow manifested his deep concentration. 

Reluctantly as if it were against his better instincts, he gave his blessing. “I‟m in.” 

“That‟s more like it,” Devlin said, his voice moderate and calm, in full control of the 
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situation. 

After readjusting her sweatshirt, Jen, her tone deferential, asked, “Will you answer one 

question?” 

Supremely confident, his hands clasped behind his head, Devlin answered, “Certainly.” 

And then glanced at his watch to let us know that our interview was close to over. 

“Why would you kill your brother? Us, I can understand, but your own brother?” 

Pensively, sorrowfully, Devlin searched the ceiling for an answer. “He left me no 

choice. I know that sounds hard to believe, but Sean took the money for years. How do you 

think he could afford to buy the Owaissa? All those years he never cared where it came from as 

long as there was enough for his next drink, to buy a round for the house, to throw a party for 

every carouser on the seacoast. And then this fall, out of the blue, he asks, „Liam, where does all 

this money come from?‟ 

Devlin paused. “Probably I should have been honest. Instead, I told him not to worry 

about it. But, unfortunately, he didn‟t listen to me, because the next thing I knew he‟s all upset, 

couldn‟t live with himself knowing where the money came from, wanted to make a clean breast 

of it, give it back. You get the picture. Nice idea, but a little impractical now.” 

“So you killed him?” Jen asked. 

Devlin tilted his chair back. “He would have died from drink anyhow.” 

“But he didn‟t,” she responded. 

Devlin studied Jen, weighing whether to answer. “No, he didn‟t.” He paused again. “I 

have a gift, the god-given gift of leadership. I can lead this nation, inspire this country, the same 

way I have this state. Sean could have cared less. I tried to explain it all to him, to make him 

understand, to see the bigger picture.” Devlin hesitated, wistfully, as if the opportunity had 

somehow eluded him. “He never got it.” 
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“So you had him murdered?” Jen asked, as if she completely understood the frustration 

of dealing with a brother who never got it. 

“What else could I do? If he started on this self-righteous kick five years ago, I might 

have had a chance to make him understand. Or if he had just waited.” Devlin spoke regretfully, 

as if all other options beside murder had been eliminated. 

There was a lull, which Devlin interpreted as a sign that we actually sympathized. He 

started to say something, but Jen interrupted him. 

“Governor, not to switch subjects too quickly, but where exactly is Tony‟s signature or 

the whatever? The notarization?” 

Devlin spun the papers around and flipped to the last page. Shocked, angry, he held it 

up. The bottom quarter had been torn off. “Where is it?” he demanded. 

“Where‟s what?” Jen inquired as innocently as a nun. 

Pointing at me, Devlin nearly shouted, “His signature!” 

Jen kept a perfect poker face. 

“Where‟s the check?” He madly shuffled through the pages. 

“The check?” she asked, still acting confused by the fuss. 

Devlin studied what was left of the page. “Do you want me to call a couple of troopers 

in here to strip search you?” 

Jen opened her mouth as wide as it would go. “Do they know how to search the 

alimentary canal?” 

Pausing for only a moment, Devlin smiled craftily. “It doesn‟t matter. I‟ve got 

photocopies.” 

Jen turned to LL. “Are photocopies any good in a criminal case?” 

LL beamed, as if he had just deflowered Miss New Hampshire. “A photocopy? Hardly 
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proof beyond a reasonable doubt. A two-dollar whore would have an easier time proving she 

was a virgin.” 

My feelings were a little hurt Jen hadn‟t asked me, but must admit that I probably 

couldn‟t have answered as unequivocally and colorfully as LL without first having done some 

legal research. “Best evidence rule,” I still added, not to be outdone. 

“You‟re not going to get away with this,” Devlin angrily retorted. 

Jen tilted her head so her mouth was a few inches above her concealed microphone. 

“Did you copy all of that?” 

The color washed out of Devlin‟s country club tan. “A wire…” he gasped. 

“A really good one, too,” Jen responded. 

Gurgling and choking with rage, Devlin spoke as if in tongues. His unintelligible words 

quickly degenerated into a guttural lament. His slack skin drooped over his face like a sheet 

hung over a chair, and his skull began to protrude, all taut angles and grim corners. His eyeballs 

shrunk into their sockets, and his bloodless flesh twisted tightly into the contorted face of a 

lunatic. 

His world was spinning out of orbit; his grip, his control on life had vanished. No 

gravity, no direction, no steering, only loss. 

I knew exactly how he felt. 
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Chapter 37 

Office of the Attorney General 
 

After leaving Devlin, we went directly across Capitol Street to the Attorney General‟s 

Office, threading our way through the crowds. The sidewalk and closed-off street were wall-to-

wall people, all decked out in red, white and blue hats, sashes, and buttons. Kids, many with 

painted faces, hung onto balloons and waved pennants. A Dixieland band‟s fast-paced, patriotic 

tunes rose above the din. The smell of spicy sausages and barbecued chicken permeated the 

cool air. 

Pumped by the whole experience, Jen was excitedly telling Sweets what had happened 

in the Governor‟s office. Why so happy, I wondered? Didn‟t she understand that I was headed 

to prison, that my career as a judge was over? At least she hadn‟t blabbed to Sweets, but in few 

minutes he‟d know anyhow, as soon as Chief Whittaker got there with the tape. 

From his days as head of Major Crimes LL knew the Attorney General‟s receptionist. 

Even though as far as she knew he was still a fugitive, she appeared happy to see him. While he 

and Sweets explained why they wanted to meet her boss, Chief Whittaker arrived. 

Flashing me a hearty smile, which I couldn‟t fathom—was it out of sympathy, I 

wondered?—he shook Jen‟s hand. “Let me congratulate you, that was a bravura performance. I 

mean fabulous.” In his other hand he emphatically shook an audio cassette. Each shake of the 

tape pricked my heart with sorrow. 

“Thank you.” 

“For a while there, you really had me worried. Did you know there were long periods 

with nothing, only dead air. I didn‟t know what was going on.” 

“Dead air?” I said. 
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“Really,” Jen said. “Do you suppose it‟s all those satellite dishes?” 

 “Probably,” Whittaker said, “The first time you cut out Governor Devlin had started 

to say something about money laundering. What was that all about?” 

Smiling, Jen reached out to hold my hand. “He was explaining how his grandfather had 

gotten the gold to Ireland.” 

“Oh,” Whittaker said, satisfied with the explanation. 

A goofy grin wouldn‟t leave Jen‟s face. 

Although looking skeptical, the Attorney General emerged from her office and invited 

us in. Chief Whittaker asked if he could play the tape. When he pressed the play button, I 

almost hoped it would malfunction. Instead, we had to bear LL‟s effusive greeting of Charlie 

Gibson, followed by our encounters with the state troopers, and finally the Governor‟s 

secretary ushering us into his office. Then, in the quiet of the Governor‟s office, the recording 

became crystal clear. 

“Judge Tony, you’ve had quite a week.” 

“No thanks to you!” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“These.” 

“And they are?” 

Jen‟s recorded voice outlined our evidence, and following her LL sketched out Trooper 

West‟s confession. 

Straightening up with interest, the Attorney General picked up her telephone and 

pushed a button. “Have David Gruenfeld come up. I want him to hear something,” she said as 

the tape continued to play. “Head of Criminal,” she explained. LL nodded that he already knew 

who Gruenfeld was. 
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“That all? You could be of a lot more assistance to me than just that….I’d like you to blame everything 

that has happened on my brother’s drug problems.” 

“What!” 

“It all fits. … You started poking around further and ran up against the drug dealers Sean had been 

doing business with. They attacked you on Little Bay, burned my brother’s house down to conceal evidence, chased 

you out of your house, and planted…. It will all work. I’ll still have some problems … but who knows in 

another year I may be in a position to take care of those. And…in a position to advance your career Judge Tony. 

Federal District Court? First Circuit? Not bad for a kid who used to wash cars.” 

“No deal, we’re not buying, Liam!” 

“You killed your own brother, and we’re supposed to help you! Your own brother!” 

“Would you like me to do the honors, Judge Tony?” 

“Be my guest.” 

“The federal government takes money laundering very seriously. I should know—” 

The transmission abruptly cut out. The cassette rolled silently. I looked quizzically at 

Jen, who still wore a loopy smile, and then back at the recorder. She reached over and squeezed 

my hand. 

The Attorney General asked, “What happened?” 

“All those satellite trucks,” Chief Whittaker explained. 

As the tape continued to silently spin, LL‟s eyes grew bigger and bigger. He pinched his 

lips to hide a grin while his eyes shone with glee. Jen kept squeezing my hand. Noiselessly, the 

cassette rolled on. 

David Gruenfeld walked in just as Jen‟s recorded voice reappeared. Not wanting to 

interrupt, he acknowledged us with a quick nod of his head and sat down, yellow legal pad and 

ballpoint at the ready. 
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“Will you answer one question?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Why would you kill your brother? Us, I can understand, but your own brother?” 

“He left me no choice. I know that sounds hard to believe…” 

“So you killed him?” 

“He would have died from drink anyhow.” 

“But he didn’t.” 

“No, he didn’t. … I tried … to make him understand, to see the bigger picture. … He never got it.” 

“So you had him murdered?” 

“What else could I do? …” 

Again the recording went mute and soundlessly the cassette whirled. The room was also 

still. Her face grave, the Attorney General glanced over at Gruenfeld who sadly swung his head. 

Chief Whittaker puffed up with conspicuous pride. While his eyebrows danced the cancan, LL 

forced his lips into a straight line. That same goofy grin still plastered to her face, Jen couldn‟t 

stop squeezing my hand. Sweets eyed each one of us suspiciously. 
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Chapter 38 

Home 
 

Devlin was desperate, and desperation and power are a dangerous mix. Even LL was 

anxious to leave Concord, and we hightailed it back to Portsmouth in the chief‟s cruiser. LL, 

Jen, and I sat in back. As Sweets drove, he and Chief Whittaker discussed the work what lay 

ahead. We had deposited the biggest criminal case in New Hampshire‟s history into their laps, 

and the prospect energized them. 

Quiet in the back seat, we had little to add to their conversation. From time to time, one 

of them would ask us a question. 

Sweets did say, and I thought I heard the hint of an apology in his voice, “I should have 

paid attention when you first came to see me.” 

“Forget about it,” I replied. “You came through when it counted.” 

That seemed to satisfy his conscience for he went back to talking with the chief. 

LL kept patting Jen‟s knee, an uncle congratulating a niece. Although she could see but 

not feel his pats, Jen smiled back at his compliments. My arm around her shoulders, I tried to 

let it all sink in, to figure out how it would all play out. 

Sweets dropped the three of us off at our home on Opal. We thanked them, and they 

congratulated us. From the front walk I picked up over a week‟s worth of Coastal Couriers, 

which showed either the depth of our paperboy‟s loyalty or that he never bothered to read his 

merchandise. 

“Can you give me a lift over to my place,” LL asked me. “I‟ve got a lot of catching up 

to do.” 

“On your sleep?” I teased. 
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“Naw, this catchin‟-up is a lot more important than sleep. Jen would understand. 

Wouldn‟t you, girl?” 

 Jen‟s eyes sparkled as she blushed. I looked over at her to see what she wanted to do. 

“Go ahead! You drive LL home and I‟ll go get something for dinner.” Lifting her head in the 

direction of the house, she said, “When I get in there, I don‟t plan on moving for a week.” 

I hadn‟t reached the end of the driveway, and LL was already dialing my car phone. 

“Greta, it‟s Lionel.…Yeah, I‟m fine.…They‟re fine too. You free tonight?…I thought I might 

pick up some steaks and drive over.…It‟s a long story. Watch the news and I‟ll tell you all the 

rest later.…Me too.” 

“What happened to Christie?” I asked. 

LL beamed. “There‟s always tomorrow.” 

Before he left the car, LL placed his arm around my shoulder, an astonishing act of 

physical intimacy. “Pick me up tomorrow, regular time.” 

“LL,” I said, looking him in the face, “I‟m not going to have a job tomorrow. I‟m done. 

Devlin‟s still got copies of that shit. That‟ll be enough to force me off the bench, maybe even 

lose my ticket to practice.” 

“No one‟s going to believe that asshole. You‟re the guy that brought him down; 

everyone will know he doctored the copies for revenge.” 

“But I‟ll know he didn‟t. I‟ve got a copy of the same stuff hidden in the basement.” 

“You do?” 

“Devlin gave them to me at my swearing in.” 

“Bring „em with you in the morning,” he said. “What Jen ate, that was just an 

appetizer!” 

I chuckled. I couldn‟t help it. And both of us laughed. 
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LL stepped out of the car. “College boy, you‟re home free. No one will believe Devlin 

after today. You need to cel-e-brate.” LL shuffled a pirouette, his finger pointing at the top of 

his head. “That‟s what I‟m going to do. Cel-e-brate!” 

* * * 

When I returned, Jen had showered and changed into a black low-cut sheath with 

spaghetti straps. A single malt scotch, one ice cube, rested on her lap. I leaned down, put my 

palms on her bare shoulders, and kissed her. 

“Don‟t kiss me,” she said, eyeing my four-day old clothes, “You‟re all dirty.” 

“I don‟t care.” I kissed her again, squelching her giggle. “I may not be a judge 

tomorrow, but you saved me from four or five years behind bars. For every minute I‟m not in 

jail, you‟re going to receive a kiss.” And I kissed her again, a lingering kiss. “Can I fix you a 

drink?” 

“No thanks,” she said. 

“You‟ve got to want something to wash down all that cellulose.” 

Her eyes twinkling mischievously, she rolled over to the milking table. From her canvas 

bag she extracted two small wads of paper. Smiling, she unfolded the ten thousand dollar check 

and a scrap of paper with my notarization and signature. “We could frame them as keepsakes.” 

“Son of a bitch! You didn‟t swallow them.” I couldn‟t believe it. I held them in my 

hand, staring at them, hefting them, trying to figure out what their power had been. They 

looked so benign. I stuck them in my mouth and started chewing. “Now this does call for a 

drink.” 

Jen giggled at my exaggerated cud-chewing. “I‟ll pass.” 

“You really don‟t want one? A glass of wine?” 

Jen dipped her head demurely. “I shouldn‟t drink if we‟re trying to get pregnant.” 
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I kissed her again, all over her face, not letting her go. 

“Stop kissing me. Your beard tickles,” Jen said giggling. “Go take a shower. I‟ll start 

dinner. It‟s not going to be much.” Jen wheeled into the kitchen. 

“It‟s the dessert, I‟m after.” 

A few minutes later, showered, shaved, and dressed in my own clothes, I reentered the 

family room. 

Jen was planted only a couple of feet from the television. Her eyes never left the set. 

“Come here, you won‟t believe this.” 

The regular evening news had been preempted. A black banner streamed across the 

bottom of the television listing the years of Liam Devlin‟s birth and death. A blue streamer 

followed warning that the following images were graphic and violent and should not be viewed 

by children. 

Devlin had committed suicide at 5:11 p.m. precisely. Perfect timing if you wanted to get 

on the six o‟clock news, and I wondered if he had considered that. Seven on the Seacoast 

replayed the scene again and again. In between the station plugged in old clips of Devlin and 

live interviews with various commentators and presidential candidates discussing their guesses 

and prognostications. 

The scene was indelible. The State House steps were bathed in artificial light. Halfway 

up perched the traditional tree stump, a bark and plywood monstrosity pulled out of some 

warehouse every four years. Behind a colorful bouquet of microphones, one of the candidates 

was “stumping.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, New Hampshire‟s favorite son, its most popular governor ever, 

and…” He paused for a beat as the frenzy crescendoed. “The next Vice President of the United 

States, Liam Devlin,” he screamed into the microphones as if he were announcing a basketball 
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star. 

The Dixieland band whipped up a toe-tapping, boogie-woogie number, but no one 

emerged from the State House doors. The candidate snuck a glance up the steps behind him, 

continuing to vigorously clap his hands. The band continued to beat out its tune, but as the 

enthusiasm waned the speaker nervously peeked again at the doors. 

Nothing. The crowd grew quiet, waiting, wondering what was happening. Then a 

camera caught Governor Liam Devlin standing at the arched window of his office, as still as the 

statute of Daniel Webster beneath him. A prescient hush came over the plaza. Slowly he raised 

his right arm. The pistol‟s black shape was obvious. Cameras clicked and flashed. Video lights 

blazed brighter. Devlin squared up to the window. With smooth, military precision, he pointed 

the gun to the side of his head. 

Nobody dared make a sound, scared that the slightest noise might trigger a tragedy. 

Devlin looked down at what had been his adoring supporters, ready to carry their man to 

Washington. In the darkening dusk of a crisp fall day, a day that should have witnessed his 

ascent onto the national stage, Liam Devlin, once my patron, the sharer of my most shameful 

secret, faced his audience, gun to his head. His last official portrait, a silhouette. 

The single explosion pierced the quiet, its percussion rattling windows and echoing off 

the old brick buildings around the plaza. Liam Devlin‟s head jerked left. Then he collapsed 

straight down like a rag doll, disappearing beneath the window ledge. 

* * * 

We nibbled at dinner, barely able to eat. After we‟d cleaned up, it was past nine and the 

two of us sat at the milking table, Jen with a cup of tea and me with a beer. Both of us were 

quiet, deep in thought about what it all meant. From time to time we reached out to touch one 

another, checking to make certain that the other was still there, and that it hadn‟t all been a 
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dream. 

I looked at Jen, prepared to say something. She took my glance seriously and waited. “I 

feel guilty finding good in another person‟s death,” I said. “Even when that person is Liam 

Devlin. But the nightmares, the sleepless nights, it‟s all over. Done. I get to keep the job I love. 

It seems unthinkable, like one of my mother‟s miracles.” 

 Jen listened to my exhausted blathering as if I were tossing out pearls of wisdom. 

Grabbing my hand, she kissed it and held it against her neck. 

I continued, “Sometimes God gives an undeserving man another chance at life, a fresh 

start.” 

“And God‟s instrument is often a good and loyal wife.” Jen‟s eyes sparkled at her 

teasing blasphemy. 

Leaning over, laughing, I kissed her full on the mouth, and then planted them all over 

her cheek. Sitting back down, I replied, “True enough. It‟s due to you and LL”— 

“And you.” She kissed my hand again and caressed herself with it. 

“A little. But I feel…I don‟t know, like it‟s part of some plan. God doesn‟t give away 

second chances for nothing. He‟s expecting something in return, and I‟m not sure I‟m worthy, 

that I can meet His expectations.” 

“Stop worrying. Besides I can‟t wait for you to fulfill all my expectations.” My solemn 

lessons and penances were apparently not going to move Jen off topic. 

“And what might those be?” 

* * * 

The whole business was covered again on the eleven o‟clock news. Neither of us could 

bear to watch it another time, and Jen clicked the television off and turned on the stereo. 

Dreamily she twirled her wheelchair in a partnerless ballet around the wooden floor. Her feet 
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were bare, but in honor of the occasion she had painted her toenails coral, matching her lips. 

I dimmed the lights and held out my hands. “Would you like to dance?” 

Jen‟s eyes clouded as she reached up. I lifted her out of her chair. She clasped her strong 

arms around my neck, and I pulled her tight. Her painted toes floated just above the floor as we 

swirled around the room. She pressed her head against my neck, and I inhaled her scent. 

Another song came on, slower and more sensual. 

“We‟ve got a lot of catching up to do, too,” I whispered in her ear. 

“You just wait,” she purred. 

The music continued as we glided down the hall, drifting on a spell, eagerly smothering 

each other with kisses. Reaching down I lifted her legs and cradled her like a bride crossing the 

threshold. I pushed the bedroom door open with my foot… 


