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Preface
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Er, a Pamphylian warrior, was killed in battle with several fellow soldiers. After ten days, their bodies were collected. Everyone, with the exception of Er, had decomposed. Two days later, at the funeral, Er revived while lying on the pyre. He told onlookers what he had seen in the “world beyond.” He said that when his soul ventured forward, it left his body and arrived at a mysterious area with two openings side by side in the earth and two openings into heaven. Righteous individuals were dispatched by judges to heaven, and the unjust were sent downward.

When it was Er’s turn, the judges told him he must be the messenger to mankind to tell them of this “world beyond.” So, his message was that he saw the souls leaving after judgment had been passed, but that he also saw ones coming up from the earth full of dust and squalor and coming down from heaven souls clean and pure.

–Plato’s Republic, The Myth of Er (approximately 375 BCE)
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The Call

Stan Kaminsky, Police Chief in Morristown, N.J., died of a massive heart attack seven hours after catching the biggest – and strangest – case of his career and one hour after calling his friend Drew McLogan, an ex-television producer staying at Kaminsky’s house, and asking McLogan for help in the case.

“I need to run,” Kaminsky concluded their phone call at 4:00 a.m. after suggesting a few people McLogan should talk to starting that morning. “Should be home in a couple. We can talk more then. Thanks.”

Strange, McLogan thought as Kaminsky hung up. He immediately felt uneasy. As it turns out, those were the last words he ever heard his friend speak.

He didn’t have the slightest idea half of how strange things were.
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TWO
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Going, No Staying

Seven hours earlier, McLogan stood in a restaurant’s parking lot across the street from the Morristown train station. He was watching as the 9:22 p.m. New Jersey Transit train inched out of the Morristown commuter station through a cloud of steam. The overhead lighting was poor – probably a third of the bulbs were out or missing – and the night was dark and cold (as February 1991 had been all month), giving the steam that was wafting up from beneath the train an eerie quality as it climbed toward the pavilion protecting the track.

Inside, the riders – the scattered few heading toward Manhattan at night – stared down, napping or reading that day’s newspaper. No one seemed to be looking out the window. There’s no reason to; why look back when you are heading somewhere else?

The giant locomotive strained, groaning loudly as its stainless-steel wheels struggled to pull the tons of machinery above them and the passenger coaches behind. As the engine reached the end of the concrete platform, however, the revolutions of the wheels increased in intensity, the pounding noise became more regular, and the resistance disappeared. When the third car reached the end of the platform and disappeared behind the small strip mall bordering the station’s east side, the train appeared to be nearly at top speed.

McLogan watched the train disappear into the night, and all that was left were a few steam clouds that gently played with the hanging lights and formed odd-shaped figures. A vapor-like warmth raced through him and then quickly surrounded his body as if a protective cover had been draped over him and tightly wrapped around him.

A shell.

Maybe a shield.

The whistle sounded, startling him. He felt his shoulders jump an inch or two. Suddenly, he was cold again. And the night was dark. He shivered. He looked away from the station and back over his left shoulder where Kaminsky stood smiling at him.

“Another one’s leaving in 30 minutes,” Kaminsky said. “Want to wait?”

McLogan was embarrassed. Once again. He had planned to be on the train heading back into Manhattan. But he was frozen by indecision and hesitancy. As these episodes became increasingly frequent in the past months, he often wondered how strange he looked to others. How transparent he had become. How visible his fears and confusion were. Now, here he was, standing in a restaurant parking lot, ignoring his friend, while he stared across a busy street at a train like a scared eight-year-old.

“There’s just something about trains and airplanes, watching them leave. It’s almost mesmerizing. Sometimes, I think there is no better feeling. Sorry.”

“No need to,” Kaminsky said and looked at his friend, who had walked over and taken a seat on the bumper of Kaminsky’s van. McLogan recently had been told more than once that he looked like a man on an extended vacation. He didn’t dispute the description. His curly brown hair, flecks of gray visible at the sideburns, already was crawling over the tops of his ears and collar. He had grown a decent salt-and-pepper beard. His jeans had seen better days, as had his nondescript winter coat.

McLogan looked back at Kaminsky.

McLogan was certain Kaminsky was surprised at dinner at how much he had aged in the months since they were last together. His face was drawn, and his eyes were tired. He was thinner but didn’t look any healthier.

“It was really good to see you,” McLogan said. “I’m glad this worked out.”

Kaminsky turned toward the back of the van, saying, “I’m always here, Mac. You want to talk, I’m here to talk. You want to scream, I’ve got a garage. You want to keep to yourself; I won’t butt in. It’s up to you.” His voice was sing-songy.

McLogan stared at Kaminsky. The look was warm and genuine.

“Yeah, sometimes, I wish somebody would butt in.”

“I know that feeling. You know that. You’re the one who helped me.”

McLogan acknowledged Kaminsky’s response without speaking. He remembered how broken Kaminsky had been when Margaret died five years earlier. He remembered how lovingly this giant of a man spoke about his wife.

Kaminsky asked, “And if I did? If I did butt in?”

“I’d probably get pissed off.” A slight smile. McLogan shifted his weight on the bumper. “I’m famous for my temper, remember?”

Kaminsky suddenly wheeled to his left and kicked his right boot into the van’s left rear tire. “For Christ’s sake, Mac, you’re not exactly at the felon level ... yet. Don’t throw that line of crap at me.”

That’s not what the New York Police Department thought, McLogan wanted to say. But the sight of burly Kaminsky, the highly respected police chief of this midsized New Jersey bedroom community, kicking a tire in a restaurant parking lot was more than McLogan could handle. He laughed out loud. He stood, walked over to his friend, and put his arm around his burly shoulder.

“Thanks, Stan,” he said, smiling broadly. “That’s a vision that I won’t quickly forget.” He quickly added: “I could do without the angry emotions, but I wouldn’t mind developing some positive emotions again.”

“You will,” Kaminsky said. “You are and probably aren’t even noticing it. You’ll get there. Trust me; I’ve been on the same journey. It’s worth the trip.”

McLogan shook his head. “I know, and thanks. Tonight – seeing you and talking – was a big help.”

“Good, I’m glad.” He paused. “Stick with it. It’ll get better again.”

“I’m going to. Unfortunately, I move at the pace of a dinosaur.”

Kaminsky reached his left hand up to his right shoulder, where McLogan’s hand rested, and placed his on top. “Let’s go home,” Kaminsky said. “You obviously aren’t leaving tonight. We both know that. A good night’s sleep isn’t going to hurt either one of us. You can go back into the city tomorrow.”

They turned to get into the van.

~~~
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THE NURSES’ STATION on Four East in Memphis’ Baptist Hospital was quiet. Jamie Questlow was sitting at the built-in desk, her long legs propped up on the two-drawer file cabinet to her right, her shoes resting on that day’s edition of the Commercial-Appeal. Her legs and feet had been bothering her all evening, ever since she came on duty at 4:00 p.m. She had just returned from Utah, and after five days of skiing, her sore muscles had cried out to her all evening; this was her first day in the Intensive Care Unit. She looked at the clock directly opposite the desk, high on the white wall. 11:30 p.m. Not long to go now.

Beryl Minniefield stood directly across from Jamie, her left arm – elbow, to be exact – resting on the main counter of the station. Beryl had nursed at Baptist for 11 years since the birth of her son, Dexter. For seven years, she had worked the overnight so that Dexter and then LuAnne, now eight, could be looked after at night by her husband, D.L., who drove for the Shelby County Road Department from 7:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m., Monday through Friday.

Two years ago, when the kids were nine and six, Beryl switched to the second shift. She left the house at 4:00 p.m., D.L. was back home by 5:00 p.m., and Dexter and LuAnne were only alone for an hour each day. It was working out well: The kids were helping around the house, LuAnne was getting her father’s dinner warmed each day, and D.L. and Beryl were allowed to sleep together during the week.

Tonight, the ICU had been relatively quiet and uneventful. The two cardiac-care cases in A43 and A45 rested comfortably, and the resident on call had already seen each patient. The only possible problem, Beryl had told Jamie when they both came on, was Mae Lonergan, the 78-year-old widow in the room just around the corner from the station. Terrible situation, Beryl had said, shaking her head from side to side with an emotion not usually expressed by most jaded nurses. Just terrible. The poor old lady had been brought into the Emergency Room four nights earlier, following a home invasion, with surgical scissors stuck into her right armpit, causing a tear of her axillary artery and massive blood loss. She underwent extensive surgery but has been in and out of consciousness since.

The Memphis and Shelby County police departments – and the forensic evidence technicians – had been all over the hospital in the first couple of days after Mae had been brought in.

Beryl had noticed that she hadn’t had any visitors. She wondered why and, on the third day, called admissions. Jerry Breen, the assistant director, looked up Mae’s record and told Beryl that Mae didn’t have any visitors because she didn’t know anyone in Memphis. He added that when the police interviewed him, he heard that Mae had only moved here three weeks ago from New Jersey.

“I’m going to go check on A41,” Beryl said, grabbing her clipboard file and heading toward Mae Lonergan’s room. “Want to go with me?”

Jamie sat up and started to rise before thinking better about the effort required.

“No, I’ll stay here,” she said, propping her legs back up. “I can’t move.”

~~~
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DESPITE THEIR FRIENDSHIP, McLogan always wondered about his relationship with Kaminsky, thinking, Why does this guy like me? It didn’t make sense: Kaminsky was the exact opposite of McLogan. McLogan deliberately hid in the shadows, but Kaminsky always managed to be larger than life – regardless of the circumstance. The 235 pounds he carried on his 5-foot-10 frame were not the only reason.

Only the most obvious.

With Kaminsky, McLogan believed other things were also special. His sky-blue eyes sparkled with emotions. He had a smile versatile enough to win over five-year-olds on the street and scheming and calculating town council members at budget-setting time. A resonant baritone voice that turned heads and sounded authoritative despite its musical cadence, even when Kaminsky was bluffing.

Kaminsky also possessed an ethical barometer that should be the envy of any person. And that’s the part that McLogan found most appealing and intriguing.

McLogan had met Kaminsky seven years earlier when working as a news producer in New York for 60 Minutes and researching a story on small-town police forces. The two, the 31-year-old and the 48-year-old, had quickly and surprisingly become close.

Kaminsky told McLogan that he was drawn to the big-city journalist because his honesty appeared to come easily, and he seemed to care genuinely about the people being interviewed and portrayed in the report. McLogan, in turn, found Kaminsky to be unique in the word’s best sense. Here was a municipal official who not only wasn’t afraid of scrutiny, he welcomed it – believing it might help him to become a better cop.

“Chief, would you be comfortable on camera?” McLogan had cautiously asked Kaminsky when the segment was first proposed. “It would make our story stronger. What do you think?”

“Hell, yes,” Kaminsky had responded without hesitation. “Of course, I’m not afraid. Those things I’m doing right will make our department look good. I should know about those I’m doing badly so I can change. It’s a pretty simple decision.”

McLogan liked that answer and the many more that followed during the taping. The report was successful, and Kaminsky’s candidness was a significant reason.

Even after the segment ran, the two had remained friendly, getting together every three or four months for dinner and talking on the phone occasionally. When Kaminsky’s daughter Stephanie married, McLogan and his wife Kay attended. And when Margaret Kaminsky died of cancer five years ago, McLogan and Kay attended the services, and McLogan then stayed in town, and he and Kaminsky spent the next three days together.

They stayed up late, McLogan listening to Kaminsky colorfully and with great affection tell story after story about his wife and their 25 years of marriage. McLogan hadn’t said much those evenings; mostly, he listened. He believed that was what Kaminsky needed most. What Kaminsky didn’t know – at that time, anyway – was that McLogan needed the stories, too.

Three years later, when Kay and one-year-old Allison were sideswiped and killed on Riverside Drive in Manhattan, Kaminsky was the first person McLogan called from the police station. After going to the morgue and identifying his wife – who had been shining in the glow of motherhood only a day earlier – lying dead on a cold, stainless-steel slab, McLogan had kissed her goodbye and stoically walked out of St. Luke’s-Roosevelt Hospital. Turning onto Columbus Avenue, he began to shake, spasms taking control of his entire body, and sweat quickly drenched his slacks and shirt. He grabbed a mesh litter basket at the corner to keep from falling. The sidewalk had become uneven; the mild breeze was as powerful as an evening storm. Holding onto the rim of the basket with both hands, he saw in his mind’s eye a curly-haired little boy crying, left alone with no parents to look after him.

He threw the basket, which crashed into and bounced off a delicatessen’s front window. By the time the police arrived, McLogan was sitting on the sidewalk, shaking uncontrollably, his hands pressed together around Kay’s broken watch, which had been given to him at the morgue.

Passersby reacted in typical New York style; some completely ignored him, and some asked if he needed help. When McLogan’s response to the police officer’s approach was to attempt to tackle him around the knees, the next step was a trip to the local precinct house.

A one-year probation followed; Kaminsky’s intervention prevented things from getting worse.

Until recently, they hadn’t spoken for about nine months, or ever since McLogan left CBS. One day, when management started to squeeze just as hard as his personal life was squeezing him, and he couldn’t conjure up any good reasons to stay around, McLogan said, Screw it, I quit, and walked out. A half-hour later, he was telling his super on West 64th Street that he would be gone for a while; he wasn’t sure exactly how long, and hey, don’t let anyone enter my condo. He went upstairs, grabbed some clothes and personal files, and walked out. After another 45 minutes, he was in an Avis car, looking for the New England Thruway. By dinnertime, McLogan was passing through Bridgeport, Connecticut, his mind preoccupied with tomorrows rather than yesterdays.

It was that impulsive, that simple, and that risky.

The next several months passed without a major hitch, McLogan spending the late spring in a small dumpy motel on Route 28 in Yarmouth before putting his $82,000 savings down in June on a small two-bedroom house in Dennisport. And he focused on nothing more than passing the time, primarily 30-mile bicycle rides along the Cape Cod Rail Trail, venturing midday, daily, from Dennisport through the trees to Nickerson State Park and its multitude of hearty campers, and on to Orleans at the Cape’s elbow.

Sometimes, McLogan would ride to the Cape Cod National Seashore, out past Eastham, to Nauset Beach. There, he would sit and stare out at the gray, never-ending horizon and let his mind wander to the many thoughts that raced through it at a too-fast pace. There would be no solutions, no remedies, no fixes. Just exploration, introspection, and reflection.

It worked and made him feel better.

At other times, he would fix on Nauset Lighthouse, its steadiness, and dependability, causing him to think about all the realities that should have been in his life. His childhood, parents, career, and life with Kay and Allison. All those realities that were his then disappeared or were taken away.

He would do either until he was ready to ride back to Dennisport. Sometimes, he would lose track of time, sitting there on the beach, unable to hear much around him.

The audio thing. That was another on the long list.

Ever since he was a kid, McLogan had found that intense pressure or nervousness would cause him to hear a haunting – and frightening – humming sound. It was external. He had experienced it ever since he was a little boy. And now, the only way he knew how to make the sound go away was to go to Nauset Beach.

Recently, he had become fascinated with walking through the dunes, especially south of the light at the Coast Guard beach. About a mile-and-a-half down the beach, in 1927, Henry Beston, a naturalist-writer, had built a house and written a book entitled “The Outermost House.” From that house, the easternmost residence in the U.S., Beston had written: “On its solitary dune, my house faced the four walls of the world.”

McLogan liked that sentence and would think about it as he walked the same dunes that Beston had almost 65 years earlier. He thought about those “four walls” as he walked Nauset Beach and considered it a privilege to have the same view. He regarded Henry Beston’s dunes as his private place, his own “Outermost House.”

One day, a guy at the Cumberland Farms store on 134 asked McLogan why he rode the bike trail so often. McLogan told him that three hours on the trail and a couple of hours at the dunes was much cheaper – and probably more beneficial – than sitting for 50 minutes in a psychiatrist’s chair. Besides, he added, rage belongs outside, not in someone’s office. The guy paused for a couple of seconds, looking at McLogan and his bike, and then shrugged his stooped shoulders and said, Okay.

McLogan’s Cape Cod routine also included writing an occasional free-lance article for the Cape Cod Times, more to pass the time than to pay the bills. It did neither, but McLogan believed it at least provided him with an answer to the question, What do you do? if someone asked him. What did help pay the bills were larger magazine takeouts, including one he did for Boston magazine on the battle between the television news magazines, several he did for Inc. magazine on the business prospects of media companies, and some editing work for the Harvard Business Review. The work was enjoyable, time-consuming, and occupied his mind. All good, he thought.

Other than that, the days – the nights, too – were pretty much standard stuff, McLogan trying to work a little on some fiction in the afternoon after his ride, having a couple of Samuel Adams’ at Billie’s in Harwichport around dinnertime, and mindlessly reading Elmore Leonard novels at night. McLogan liked reading Leonard: clean, concise, and neat.

He had just finished “Freaky Deaky,” which opened with “Chris Mankowski’s last day on the job, two in the afternoon, two hours to go, he got a call to dispose of a bomb.”

Saying more with fewer words than anyone on earth. McLogan was sure he could live the rest of his life doing that.

Finally, after months of self-imposed exile, McLogan figured it was time to make some decisions. That was a decision in itself. For one thing, he maintained two residences on no jobs, a ratio he knew made no sense. Deciding which one to keep was the issue. Had he washed his hands of his life in Manhattan? He thought so, but one final step was required – he needed to get rid of that condo on 64th. That would put an end to that life. That McLogan. He wasn’t returning to it, anyway, so he might as well sell the place, once and for all.

After all, he had said more than once, there is nothing there anymore. And I’m done settling for nothing.

~~~
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BERYL RAN OUT OF A41 and motioned to Jamie. “Call a code, Jame.”

Jamie righted herself, swinging her legs back to the floor with great force. The action was painful. “Ooh,” she grimaced, picking up the green telephone to her left.

Beryl turned and re-entered Mae Lonergan’s room, a limping Jamie already right behind her. It was too late. Mae was not breathing.

Beryl and Jamie approached the bed and started CPR. Beryl looked at Mae and wondered if dying without anyone knowing or caring differed from dying and leaving behind loved ones. She wondered if Mae had realized it.

The resident on call joined them within 30 seconds. It didn’t matter. CPR and adrenaline didn’t change anything.

They pronounced Mae dead four minutes later.

~~~
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MCLOGAN HAD CALLED Kaminsky and told him he was coming to Manhattan to list the condo with a Realtor and finish a couple of other business matters. He also wanted to visit the cemetery in Westchester County, where Kay and Allison were buried. To close the loop, he wanted to say but managed not to.

Kaminsky said, “Christ, Mac, as long as you’re going to be in the city, make sure you come out this way, and we’ll have dinner. Talk a little. Spend some time together.”

And, so, here they were, staring at a train. The small-town police chief and the unemployed TV news producer. Talking about their emotional pain. Friends, good friends, with very little in common other than a bond that couldn’t be explained and wouldn’t be challenged. The friendship was real, and Kaminsky and McLogan felt natural, spending time together.

The radio in Kaminsky’s van suddenly cut across the parking lot. “Prowlers reported at 37 McDougall. At 37 McDougall. All available patrol cars, please respond.”

Kaminsky looked over at McLogan, the two still sitting on the bumper. “I need to go, Mac. Don’t leave town yet.” Kaminsky reached into his pocket and handed McLogan a small keychain with his house key. “Go home to my house. You know where everything is. Use Stephanie’s bedroom upstairs, like you did before. We’ll keep talking after I see what’s going on with this call.”

Kaminsky’s face was changing now, from civilian to cop. Serious eyes joined the playful smile.

McLogan nodded. “Sure.”

Kaminsky got into his van. McLogan started walking. Kaminsky’s house was only a few blocks away.
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Diane

Kaminsky felt light-headed. Turning slowly, still uneasy, he spotted another blue-and-gray uniform. Ayanna Henderson, one of his sergeants, was at the doorway, her left hand in her pants pocket and her right arm at her hip as she leaned her shoulder against the door jamb.

“You okay, Chief?” Henderson asked cautiously. “Want to sit a minute?”

Kaminsky reached his right hand behind his head and kneaded the back of his neck, shifting his head from right to left to unlock it.

“No, I’m all right,” he said, waving off the suggestion with his left hand. “Just got me for a minute.”

He thought Henderson didn’t look much better than he did, nor did any of the other five officers in the Flatley bedroom at 37 McDougall Street, one of Morristown’s nicer streets.

Henderson and Jimmie Banforth had been the first officers to arrive at the house, responding to the radio call, which they heard at 9:55 p.m. Kaminsky pulled up a minute or so later as Henderson and Banforth carefully searched the front yard, their long flashlights illuminating the snowy property. Kaminsky got out of his van and joined them.

The outside inspection continued a moment or two longer. But when nothing unusual turned up in the yard, Kaminsky, Henderson, and Banforth went to the front windows and began to look in those they could reach from the ground.

In the living room, a winged-back chair was tipped over. On the right end of the sofa table against the far wall, Kaminsky spotted a small circular pattern of six plain white candles, each standing in a clear acrylic holder. The holders were of different heights, the larger ones in the back, giving it depth and the look of a lighted circle. Each candle was still lit. A blue candle was at the other end of the table in a large wooden holder. Another blue candle and a matching wooden holder were on the floor three feet from the table.

The blue ones were new, never used, never lit.

It wasn’t right.

“Bust open that door,” Kaminsky told Banforth; he ran over to the front door, ready to ram through it. He didn’t have to. The door was unlocked.

Banforth said, “Chief, it’s open.”

Kaminsky said, “Okay, let’s go in, slow.” Turning to Henderson: “Ayanna, go around by the back. Quickly.”

By now, two more radio cars had arrived. Two officers went behind the house with Henderson while two others joined Kaminsky and Banforth going in the front.

Henderson turned, held her flashlight out toward the side of the house, and disappeared with two officers around the side of the large colonial. Banforth pushed open the front door, drew his pistol, and entered the large foyer, its sandy-colored Italian tile glistening in the moonlight that streamed through the open door. The sound of their shoes interrupted the silence.

“Doug?... Diane? Anybody home?” Kaminsky called as he turned left into the dark living room, lit only by the candles. “Anyone here? It’s Stan Kaminsky. Morristown Police.”

Nothing.

Banforth walked over to the candles, stared at them for a second, and then looked back at Kaminsky. “Chief?”

Looking at the candles, just a few inches remaining to burn, Kaminsky said, “blow them out but don’t touch them,” thinking, If someone else put them there, I don’t want to burn away the prints. Banforth blew them out, and a quick rush of charcoal-colored smoke wafted from the wicks.

The room became slightly dimmer. Kaminsky turned, the beam of his flashlight preceding him, walked back into the hallway, and turned left into the kitchen. The overhead lights were on, and the room was spotless. The sink was clear of dishes ... and any scraps, too. The cabinets and drawers were closed.

Banforth walked in. “Anything?” he asked. With only three years on the force, Banforth looked like the rookie. Shaking and ashen-faced, his eyes were wide open and crystal-clear. He was scared.

Kaminsky shook his head. “No, did you check the dining room?”

“Nothing.”

“Basement?”

“The guys said it was clear.”

Kaminsky shrugged his shoulders and headed for the staircase out in the hallway. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Kaminsky led, Banforth and the two other officers a cautious step behind; the four cops were back in the hallway.

Banforth flipped the light switch, and the upstairs hallway lights came on as Kaminsky hit the first step. “Doug? Diane? ... Hello?”

Reaching the top of the staircase, Kaminsky and Banforth turned right and headed for the master bedroom. The other two went in the opposite direction. Doug and Diane’s room was directly ahead, its doorway at the end of the long hall.

Walking on carpeting again, the house was silent, except for the hot water racing through the baseboards. As Kaminsky and Banforth marched closer, the rhythm of the percolating water seemed to increase with each step.

Kaminsky reached the door and tapped three times. No answer. He gently pushed it open with the flashlight in his left hand and extended the light into the dark room. The beam stretched across the carpet, where he saw blood stains, then to the window nook. Turning his wrist slightly, the light crisscrossed the bed ... and found Diane Flatley.

“Oh, fuck,” Kaminsky said. “Oh, my fuckin’ God.”

~~~
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KAMINSKY STILL FELT queasy but sensed he was regaining his equilibrium. Hoped so, anyway. Here he was, 25 years a cop in Morristown, three years a Marine, reacting like this in front of his team.

Jeez.

Now standing in the Flatley bedroom, Kaminsky did feel physically able to do his job. The Emergency Medical Technicians had come and gone, taking Diane to the Emergency Room at nearby Morristown Memorial Hospital. The County and State Police also went to the house. Kaminsky was okay with their showing up; they brought extensive experience. The forensics team was already there, too.

The EMT guys and the State and County cops couldn’t believe the scene at the house either. Diane lying there in a pool of blood on her bed. Arms and legs taped. Her mouth gagged. She had a pair of scissors embedded in her right armpit. Above her armpit and shoulder was a makeshift tourniquet –the same cloth used to gag her – that appeared too loose to stem blood loss. Oddly, there also were several alcohol wipes next to her on the bed.

The EMT guys said the positioning of the scissors – 5.5-inch Metzenbaum surgical scissors, generally used for dissecting – was incredibly problematic. If they removed them, one of them told Kaminsky, Diane wouldn’t have much hope. If they left them in, they could at least get her to the hospital and see what might be possible. It was as if the attacker wanted Diane to balance on the edge of life and death for as long as possible, the EMT said.

Kaminsky had tried to talk with her, knowing that some words of reassurance would not change the reality but hoping they might help Diane feel less scared. “Diane, the ambulance will be here shortly; they’ll help you, honey; just hold on there.”

She stared up at Kaminsky, her face white from shock – from dying? – and her eyes filled with fear. Kaminsky thought she acknowledged his words, but he wasn’t sure. Maybe, he thought, it made him feel better thinking she did.

“Diane, we’re looking for Doug. We’re trying to find Doug,” he said, leaning over her. At 5-feet-8, Diane was not a tiny woman; however, to Kaminsky, tonight, she looked small and fragile, lying in terror.

Out of the corner of his eye, Kaminsky noticed that a small piece of paper had been pinned to Diane’s sweatshirt. On it, written with a Magic Marker, were the initials E and R.

Kaminsky had instructed the techs to remove it from her clothing carefully.

Henderson walked in. Kaminsky felt better seeing her. Over the past couple of years, she had become Kaminsky’s go-to officer. Although she was just over 30, Kaminsky already depended upon her more than others on the force, including those with higher ranks. And greater experience.

Kaminsky and Henderson momentarily stepped into the hallway. She asked, “How long have they been married? Twelve, fourteen years?”

“Yeah, about that, I guess.”

“We need to find Doug, but explaining this is not going to be easy,” Henderson paused, apparently weighing what she was about to say. Her eyes shifted rapidly, then calmed. She proceeded. “I hate to say this, but she’ll probably die before we find him.”

“I don’t have the slightest idea how to describe this. I’ll tell you that. Guess we should contact J.C. Marshall; he’s their minister.” He looked at Henderson. “Ayanna, radio back to the station and have someone get Marshall, Okay?

“And we’re already looking for Doug, is that right?”

“Yes,” she said. “We’ll find him, Chief.”

Henderson headed for the front door. Kaminsky walked downstairs slightly behind her. He needed even more distance from the bedroom for a minute.
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Erin

Now driving along River Valley Road, the recent visitor to the Flatley home stared vacantly as the straightaway emerged directly ahead. On the left and right were some of Morristown’s nicest homes. It was nearly midnight, and some of the colonials, splits, and bi-levels were already dark. The visitor thought about the inhabitants sleeping, husbands and wives together in bed, their children innocently dreaming, knowing their lives were being guided and protected by the adult or two in the master bedroom down the hall or upstairs.

Morristown was completing one day and preparing for another. It was the typical passage of time, the linkage between the ending of one phase and the beginning of a new one. The visitor couldn’t help but think about a short time earlier and taking actions that “made the situation right” for Diane.

Er had taught her that people need to be helped. Guided. But now you know the secret, Er told her. And now she, Erin, was sharing it with others.

Now, Diane Flatley knows the secret, and she knows Er. And she knows Erin is part of Er’s secret. And Diane is now part of Er’s secret, as well.

Left hand on the steering wheel, right hand reaching over toward the passenger seat, Erin gingerly probed – first here, then there – until her warm flesh felt the cold, sticky, blood-stained gloves lying in the dark on the blue vinyl seat. At first, she was tempted to recoil away from them. However, something inside her halted that reflex action. She could feel the bedroom once again.

And the gloves felt good in her hand. She wrapped them around her fingers, her thumb gently fingering their outside. They felt familiar. They were an extension, a connection that forever tied her to McDougall Street. They were no longer just gloves. They were something more.

Er had told her, “Some people need the truth brought to them. Your mission with the people in need is to step in and help. It is your responsibility.”

Turning right onto Lansdowne Avenue, a street of real estate, insurance, and doctors’ offices, she recalled the upstairs bedroom on McDougall Street. How silent it had been, in the house, in that bedroom. How still.

Er created that silence. He made it all possible.

Looking at the passenger seat, Erin noticed that the gloves were gone, and Er was sitting there, expressionless, looking straight ahead. She glanced over her right shoulder into the back seat and saw Diane Flatley looking at the two of them. She was wearing the bloody gloves now. The scissors were in her armpit, but she was smiling.

She said, “Thank you. Now I understand.”

Er knew things that others didn’t, and he shared them. You must overcome that resistance, he said. When you have the ability, you must help others.

Erin previously had seen death, her own, and met Er. It gave her new life. The concept was wrong. Death isn’t an ending. It’s a beginning.

Erin looked at Er and smiled.

The entrance ramp to the Interstate was ahead on the left, about a quarter mile away. Erin guided the car onto the highway and decided to move from the right-hand lane to the middle lane. Her turn signal was flashing on the outside, clicking on the inside. She passed alongside a brightly lit billboard, temporarily illuminating the car’s interior. Er and Diane were gone now. Once again, Erin saw the gloves on the seat and a leather-bound Bible she had not noticed earlier.

The Interstate was open, although it was dominated by tractor-trailers, their headlights fluttering as they bounced along. Nonetheless, driving seemed difficult. So, Erin pulled the car over to the side of the road, placed the gear shift into park, and reached for the Bible. Flipping on the overhead light, Erin opened to the Book of Romans, Chapter 3, Verse 23, and read: “For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God.”

She looked up and suddenly wondered why she was in her car, pulled over on the side of an Interstate highway, and reading her Bible. She noticed the gloves on the seat.

As her body began to convulse, Erin gently leaned to her right and lay across the front seat. Alone and tired, she began to shake.
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The Town and Its People

Named for Lewis Morris, the first and then sitting royal governor of a united colony of New Jersey, Morristown was founded in 1715 by English Presbyterians. Located about 30 miles west of New York City, its colorful history includes a significant role in the Revolutionary War. 1777 George Washington and the Continental Army made Morristown their winter quarters, a strategic location close to New York and Philadelphia. The Morristown National Historical Park preserves the site.

In 1780, Morristown was the site of the Battle of Morristown, a victory for the Continental Army that helped in its eventual victory over the British. Following the war, the town became a center of industry and commerce and was home to many notable people, including Alexander Hamilton.

By 1990, the town’s population was 16,189.

Like any small town, Morristown could claim famous sons and daughters: Gene Shalit from the Today show (the family owned Shalit Drugs); author and writer Fran Leibowitz; Steve Forbes of the Forbes magazine family; Anna Harrison, wife of President William Henry Harrison, and Alfred Vail, inventor of the Morse Code.

In 1990, Morristown operated a full-service police department with 55 officers.

The crime rate that year was 2,377 per 100,000 residents, lower than the national crime rate of 4,273 per 100,000 residents. The most common crimes were larceny/theft (1,184 per 100,000 residents), aggravated assault (460 per 100,000 residents), and burglary (333 per 100,000 residents).

The town did, however, have some experience with homicides – notable ones.

In 1971, Morristown High School student Maria Marshall was abducted and murdered by a male stalker. The case was still unsolved in 1991.

In 1974, Morristown businessman John Zaccone was kidnapped and murdered by a group of men trying to extort money from his family. Unsolved by 1991.

In 1980, Richard Sikorsky was found dead in his basement apartment where he lived alone. The case was ruled a homicide.

In 1981, forensic psychiatrist Dr. Rafael Morales was found unresponsive next to his car in a parking lot on Elm Street. The case was ruled a homicide.

In 1982, Morristown police officer Robert A. Dwyer was shot and killed while responding to a call for help. His killer was still at large in 1991.

On January 15, 1985, the body of Josephine Dawda was discovered inside the Morristown home where she lived and worked as a live-in housekeeper. The case was ruled a homicide.

And then there was James Koedatich, who was granted parole in 1982 after spending 11 years in prison in Florida. He moved to Morristown. Late that year, he killed 18-year-old Amie Hoffman, a high school cheerleader who was leaving her job at a mall in nearby Hanover Township.

A month later, Koedatich abducted another woman, 25-year-old Deirdre O’Brian, at knifepoint after running her off the road after a small chase. At a rest stop on Interstate 80, he raped and stabbed her repeatedly. She was found alive on the side of the road and was rushed to the hospital, where she subsequently died.

In 1983, Koedatich was arrested after he stabbed himself, sought out investigators, and claimed he was stabbed by a female individual while driving alone at night. That raised suspicions, and he was immediately viewed as a suspect and later arrested. He was eventually convicted and sentenced to death, but then, in 1990, Koedatich’s case was overturned, and he was resentenced to life imprisonment.
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Conversations

One of Kaminsky’s officers had tracked down Doug Flatley at the small office he had in the athletic center at Drew University in nearby Madison. He was the basketball coach at the small school. They came back to the house to meet with Kaminsky. Madison was just a short drive from Morristown.

It was a brief conversation. Kaminsky explained that Diane had been taken to Morristown Memorial Hospital for care and that the technicians were still investigating every inch of the house. He then told Doug an officer would take him to the hospital to see Diane. Kaminsky would meet with him again later – probably in the morning – when he was finished at the house.

Doug was stunned. Motionless.

Facing each other, standing in the kitchen, Kaminsky and Doug could just as easily have been father and son or mentor and protege as an inquiring policeman and mourning husband. The session was dour, and the kitchen’s dimmed lighting did nothing to brighten the difficult meeting.

Kaminsky folded back the page on his notebook. Five already had been filled.

“Doug, I want to ensure I have the details right. You left the house at 9:30 in the Volvo and went straight to the school?” Stan’s voice was official but warm. His manner encouraged a response.

Doug nodded, whispered Yes, and looked up diagonally at Kaminsky. He cleared his throat, then added: “That’s right.”

He was more audible than Stan had expected.

“What about a change of clothes, shaving gear, stuff like that? Did you bring some? Did you stop and buy some? What did you do?”

A deep breath followed by a sigh.

“No, Stan, I keep some things at the school in my locker-room office – during the season, anyway.” His voice sounded better now. “I had everything I needed.”

Kaminsky had heard this story many times. One spouse slams the door, storming out and returning at dawn. Had even lived it a time or two himself. It didn’t make him think twice.

Kaminsky set down his pen. “How often would this happen, Doug? You know, a significant disagreement, where you’d choose to leave?

“Or did Diane ask or tell you to leave?”

Doug’s face stiffened, stretching even more tightly over his face. He said, “She didn’t ask – or tell – me to go, Stan. And it didn’t happen often – probably three times in the past few years. That’s all.”

“And you’d always end up at the school?” Kaminsky knew the answer would be Yes.

“Yes, where else would I go? It was only going to be a one-night thing. If that. If I was more of a drinker, I probably would just have gone to a bar and had a couple of drinks.” Doug’s response had an edge to it, not of anger, but of confusion. It was a better answer than Kaminsky had anticipated.

“Nowhere. I mean ... I don’t know.” When Kaminsky had stormed out on Margaret, he ended up on the sofa at the Police Station; school made sense for Doug, he figured.

Doug walked over to the window, a little unsteady at first. The blinds were closed. He looked over his right shoulder back at Kaminsky. “We’d have arguments; is that uncommon? Is that your point here? We’d argue; that’s what would happen, and a couple of times, I left. I left last night and ...”

Kaminsky hesitated briefly but then asked: “Doug, I’m sorry, and I hope you understand. But I have to ask ... what was tonight’s argument about?”

Doug gently leaned his hips back against the window sill. “I know that. I know you do,” he said. He glanced up at the ceiling and then back at Kaminsky. “Boring story. It’s probably the same one lots of couples have. Work stuff. Her not being home a lot. For the past two years, she was miserable about her job. She is ... was ... high-intensity business and finance. I am a coach and Phys Ed instructor. Good thing we love each other as much as we do because we are total opposites.”

His face was white now, and he jerked his head back toward the window. He grabbed the wand, twisted it in his fingers, opened the blinds, and looked out at the dark night.

He turned back.

“... I’ve only been away from her three nights in a year-and-a-half, and this happens?” Anger now. “How did he know I wasn’t home, Stan? How the hell did he know Diane was alone? And how did he get in?”

Kaminsky didn’t have many answers. And some that he did have, he couldn’t share at this point. But he knew he needed to respond in some manner.

“I don’t know how he knew, Doug. Maybe he didn’t. Maybe he was watching the house and saw you leave. We need to figure these things out.”

Kaminsky heard his words. He listened to their hollowness. He knew he had to add something.

“But we will. I guarantee we will.”

Doug looked at Kaminsky, his hollow eyes responding to the police chief’s statement.

“But that won’t change much, will it, Stan?” Doug said, wearily walking away from the window and back toward Kaminsky. “Can I go to the hospital now, please?”

~~~
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AFTER SEEING DIANE and Doug at the hospital, Reverend James Creighton Marshall arrived at the Flatley house at about 2:00 a.m.

Even at that hour, Marshall was very much the picture of composure. Freshly showered and shaved. Silver hair combed perfectly to the side. Shiny penny loafers. Gray corduroy slacks, tweed Hickey-Freeman jacket, V-neck sweater over an open-collar shirt. He could have been a Verizon executive antique shopping with his wife on a fall afternoon.

Kaminsky and Marshall went into the kitchen. The techs were done with it now, so they could sit at the ladder-back stools that Kaminsky and Doug hadn’t been able to use hours earlier. Banforth had recently brought back coffee from the station. Kaminsky gulped his; Marshall sipped.

Marshall set the Styrofoam cup down, gazed toward the shiny rose-colored counter, and – in typical Marshall fashion – didn’t wait for Kaminsky to initiate the discussion. “I knew both of them well, Stan. Diane and Doug,” he began. “Diane is a remarkable woman. She sometimes didn’t realize that.”

He shook his head slowly from side to side. He picked up the cup. The kitchen was silent except for the humming of the refrigerator motor and the slight wind against the windows.

Kaminsky didn’t nod, didn’t shrug, didn’t move. “Yeah, I know. I knew Doug a little better but saw Diane around a lot. She seems special; I take it she is.”

“As I said, remarkable,” Marshall repeated.

Kaminsky hesitated, almost embarrassed to ask—the reluctant interrogator. Finally: “J.C., it’s interesting you say that sometimes she didn’t realize it. What does that mean?”

“Well, to me, she sometimes seemed like a victim, someone stuck in a situation and unable to figure out how to extricate herself,” Marshall said. “That amazed me because I thought she was brilliant and capable of achieving anything she put her mind to.”

Kaminsky was surprised at Marshall’s response. He asked, “Was anything going on with them that I should know about? Can you tell me anything more?”

Marshall sighed and scratched his right ear. He looked straight into Kaminsky’s eyes. Swallowing coffee, the cup was again set down on the kitchen island. “I don’t think so, Stan. What I mean is I don’t think anything was going on that could be relevant to what happened this evening. I don’t mean you shouldn’t know what I know about Diane. Like our sessions.”

“Sessions?”

“Well, yes, I was counseling her regularly for the past 14 months. Once or twice a month, every month, over that time frame. Occasional phone calls, too. As needed.”

Kaminsky nodded, although he wasn’t exactly sure why. “What kind of counseling would that be? Marriage counseling, spiritual counseling, or what? Can you share with me?”

Marshall smiled, and he sipped some more coffee. “I’d like to think that my counseling always has a spiritual element.” His smile broadened like a car salesman shifting into overdrive. “In Diane’s case, though, it mostly had to do with conflicts she was having in balancing her career with what she thought was her role at home.”

He paused.

“It didn’t come easily for her, Stan.”

“I’m surprised,” Kaminsky said, a little puzzled. For one thing, he was surprised that Marshall was open about their interaction. Why? He also was startled by Marshall’s characterization that “it didn’t come easily” for Diane. Kaminsky was comfortable in his skin and tended to think that others were, too. Especially the ones to whom success seemed to come easily.

“You shouldn’t be. It’s widespread. More common than you think.”

Kaminsky rubbed at his chin. “Did you keep notes on the sessions?”

Marshall tried not to laugh. “No, I run a pretty unofficial shop. I can barely keep up with the church’s administrative paperwork. The last thing I need is file drawers filled with notes from sessions with my congregants. Sorry.”

Kaminsky shrugged. “Well, there probably wouldn’t be anything helpful in them anyway,” he said, feeling the urge to start working on the back of his neck again. “Not that I mean they weren’t beneficial sessions.”

“Did she ever express concern that she was in danger, that she had been threatened, or that she was having difficulty with a particular person?”

Marshall thought for a second. “No, nothing like that. But I did have a sense – actually, more than a sense; she told me that she had ‘done things’... whatever that means and wanted ‘it to stop.’ I told her she needed to talk with Doug about it, but she said she didn’t want him involved.

“Stan, honestly, she was petrified on this topic. It was startling.”

Kaminsky was silent, repeated wanted it to stop, and muttered thanks.

Silence resumed, the refrigerator motor once again the center of attention.
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Erin, Emergent

Erin first witnessed Er just before she returned to her body from her journey, where she experienced the line between life and death.

The adventure had been spectacular, and she passed through worlds and had experiences beyond the confines of her physical body. Each new experience created a unique linkage between her mortal world and the unknown.

The initial darkness grew brighter as she moved through a tunnel of radiant light. Her initial worries began to disappear. The light along the path had magnetic power; it pulled her nearer and nearer to what she instinctively knew was peace and serenity.

The tunnel’s length surprised her, and as she moved through it, she could feel herself disengage from her physical self. It was phenomenal. She became weightless, and she felt previous barriers disappear. Soon, she could see her lifeless – dead – body beneath her. She saw a hospital medical team frantically providing care to her body.

She continued moving through the tunnel but did not know the ultimate destination. Eventually, Erin felt pure compassion from ethereal entities, and she thought they guided her toward a more profound understanding of her soul.

This enhanced understanding then opened up a panoramic review of her life. Erin saw every moment, every decision, and every mistake she ever made. She saw every drug she put into her body and every abuse she endured. She saw the person who abused her. She saw every cut she made to her wrist and forearm – and the resulting scars. But she was not judgmental. That was not the purpose. Instead, she sensed an opportunity for growth and self-reflection. She better understood the impact her actions had had in the past on others – and the result of their actions on her.

As she watched, she was wrapped in unconditional love. She found it difficult to understand – it was something she had never felt – but she felt revitalized as it healed wounds and instilled a brand-new sense of self-worth.

Suddenly, she felt a beckoning to stay. It was nonverbal. But Erin realized she also had been presented with a choice. Continue the journey or return to her physical self ... and, importantly, bring her new knowledge back. It was at this moment that she saw Er, who added additional texture and complexity to the choice she had to make.

Her opportunity, Er told her, was to share this journey with others whose lives were in turmoil. Er told her she could bring peace to those who didn’t know peace.

She felt a sense of unfinished purpose and decided to reenter her mortal existence and share these profound truths. Erin would advocate for those who sought solace, understanding, and meaning.

Her heartbeat grew more robust, and she felt her return to her earthly self. She heard the beeping and clicking of medical devices, and when she opened her eyes, Erin saw the same medical team that had been working on her earlier.

But, this time, Er was among them.
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Questions and More Questions

Later, after Marshall left, Kaminsky said to Henderson: “This is crazy, Ayanna. At this point, I don’t know what to think about any of this. Nothing makes sense.”

“We’re still pretty early, Chief. Give yourself a break.”

Kaminsky stood up, stuck his right hand in his pants pocket, jiggled his change around, and sat back down.

“Chief, I know you pretty well. I’m pretty sure you’re thinking something,” Henderson said. “Care to share anything?

He was ready.

“Well. Interesting site for the wound.” He knew about the vulnerability of the armpit; it is a priority self-defense target. He had first learned about it in the Marines. “But nonfatal ... at least not immediately.”

“The weapon was still in there. Why? And who the fuck owns surgical scissors?”

He paused for a second, then stood back up.

“Why did he leave it in there? Why didn’t he pull it out, stab her again – or repeatedly – and finish the job? Why didn’t he take the scissors with him? He left her alive. She would have seen him and been able to ID him.”

“Knew how to do it, or did he just jam it in her armpit? Did he know how close to the heart he was?”

“Medical experience, maybe? With the alcohol wipes? The tourniquet. The scissors? That’s too freaking obvious. What’s he trying to tell us? There’s a message in there somewhere.”

“Would someone with medical training use surgical scissors and alcohol wipes and a tourniquet and provide such an obvious clue?”

“Oh, and nothing was taken. So, forget about robbers and burglars.”

“And the call came from the house, Ayanna. He called this in himself. How can that be? Either incredibly arrogant or incredibly stupid.”

Henderson looked up at Kaminsky. “Or both, Chief.” She added, “I think we need to think about this differently. Change of perspective. This one’s not in the instruction book, that’s for sure. Another question: What’s the actual motive here?”

Kaminsky took a breath. “Haven’t a clue. Oh, I forgot to mention the E and R thing. Add that to the ‘we-don’t-know-shit’ list.”

“Wait a minute,” he said, reaching for his notebook. He wrote something down quickly, tore off the top sheet, and stuffed it in the side pocket of his jacket.

Henderson watched with interest.

~~~
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GRACIE LEDYARD TURNED to the sink to wash her hands. She opened the medicine chest without raising her eyes.

Looking in, she grabbed the bottle of mouthwash; her throat was parched. She took a drink, spit into the sink, and then put the bottle away. She walked toward the door, shutting off the bathroom light as she opened the door to the hallway. She was momentarily startled when she saw her mother as the room went dark.

“Gracie?”

Gracie turned the light back on.

“Mom? What are you doing up?” she was surprised.

“I heard you in the bathroom,” Patricia Ledyard said. “You okay? I thought I heard you slide open the medicine chest.”

“Mouthwash,” Gracie said. “I am really dry.”

“Sorry,” she said, “those radiators are nasty.”

The two, mother and daughter, stood there staring at each other. In a burgundy robe, Patricia didn’t look much different than she did each Sunday preaching from the pulpit at the Second Methodist Church. Eyes with an alertness that said mid-morning rather than middle of the night. Her daughter, Gracie, a 21-year-old student at William Paterson College, Boxers and an old tee-shirt.

“You going back to bed?” Gracie asked, deliberately avoiding contacting her mother as she squeezed by her in the hallway.

Patricia Ledyard reached her hand up and attempted to pat her daughter’s hand. “I’m kind of restless tonight. I think I’ll go downstairs and read for a while.”

Gracie began to move toward her room. “Okay, I’ll see you in the morning. Night.”

“Goodnight, Gracie,” her mother said, turning away and heading for the stairs. She disappeared around the corner, her footsteps fading as she walked down.

Gracie went into her room and closed the door behind her. She also didn’t feel she could sleep but wanted to be alone. As usual, she needed to think. There were so many things to think about and to plan; Gracie found it challenging to focus on all of them. More often than not, they were overwhelming.

Tonight, she also was thinking about her father and how much she missed him. Funny. Gracie found that thinking about her father was much easier now than it used to be when it made her so sad and angry. No, she could think about him, even imagine seeing him standing before her, and she wouldn’t get sad. Or mad.

Her point of view had changed.

Because she knew that she was going to see him again. For real, not just in her mind.

For real.
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The Ask

3:00 a.m.; back at his office.

Kaminsky was on the phone with Dr. Gene Gallagher. The doctor was choosing his words very carefully.

“Chief, Ms. Flatley died from her wound approximately 20 minutes ago,” the doctor said. “The percentages were against us from the outset on this one. That type of wound, in many cases, can mean unconsciousness in as little as 15 seconds and death in as little as 90 seconds. It was a miracle she made it as long as she did. Tough lady.”

Kaminsky’s spirits sagged. He wasn’t surprised, just sad. He felt he needed to respond in some manner, but the best he could come up with was to ask for a bit of a primer on wounds in that part of the body. He already had a certain level of knowledge, but certainly not what Gallagher could provide.

“Okay, Chief, this is the 101 explanation, so please stop me on things you already know,” the doctor said. “The armpit houses the axillary artery and the axillary vein, which lies along the length of the artery. The axillary supplies blood to the arm and extremities. Most importantly, it is extremely close to the heart, which—”

“—which explains the heavy bleeding?” Kaminsky asked.

“Absolutely,” the doctor replied. “The axillary artery is fairly shallow and easy to access. Someone who knows that would choose it as a target.”

Kaminsky heard the words, but they didn’t make sense.

“Doctor, why would the killer use alcohol wipes and inflict a wound like this? And then apply a tourniquet, but not a very good one?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” Gallagher said. “Immediate guilty conscience? To send you a message? To express a shred of compassion? Those aren’t questions I can address. They’re nonsensical, Chief. Beyond my expertise.”

Kaminsky’s next question went unspoken. And why would he leave the E and R signature?

Kaminsky thanked the doctor, and they ended the call.

~~~
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KAMINSKY HAD BEEN THE Morristown police chief for over a decade and an officer for 25 years. He had seen several shootings and more than a few murders, but – at least at this point – this Diane Flatley matter had him stumped. It was brutal, that much was clear, and it didn’t seem to check the boxes of a break-in homicide attempt. There was a plan behind it, but he had no idea what that plan was.

As Henderson had suggested, additional help was needed. He knew the State Police and the County Police would lend assistance, especially in coordinating with other agencies and heading up the forensics activities. Still, he tended to think of that help as complicating things rather than helping. Jurisdictional issues and all that.

Kaminsky thought some alternative approaches could be helpful while his team conducted the day-to-day police investigation.

Or maybe not. But it’s still worth the try.

At 4:00 a.m., after pacing around the station for an hour, he sat down at his desk and tried to gather his thoughts. He was exhausted and hyper at the same time, his chest doing odd flip-flops. He assumed it was tied to his earlier nausea. After a moment, he reached for his desk phone and called his home number. He wanted to speak with McLogan. He knew his friend had an uncanny knack for uncovering the truth and eliciting information others couldn’t dig up ... including law enforcement. He had made a career of it.

This is crazy as hell, he thought. But he was convinced McLogan could help. And he was convinced that he needed it.

Just after the fourth ring, McLogan picked up.

He didn’t sound too sleepy.

“Mac, it’s me. I take it you got back to the house, okay?”

“Yeah, sure, Stan, no problem.” McLogan thought it was an odd question to ask some seven hours later. “You okay? You sound beat. What was the incident?”

“Pretty bad. Pretty bad.”

Not the way Stan usually described things.

“Oh, man, I’m sorry, Stan.”

Pause.

Then Kaminsky began. Slowly. Out of breath or just tired?

“Mac,” he said, “This is way beyond our – my – capabilities. I need your help. I think you can help.”

McLogan wasn’t sure what that meant, especially coming from Stan in the middle of the night.

“Sure, Stan. Anything,” he said, agreeing to the unknown. “What’s going on?”

“We had a murder,” he said, his voice low. “A violent and bizarre one. And I’m not sure where to start. You still have a press card? Can you hang around for a few more days? I need you to dig into some things and gather some information for me. You know how to get answers ... and I need answers.”

McLogan wasn’t sure what he could accomplish compared with the police. And he didn’t even live in this town. But he didn’t hesitate. “Okay. Of course. Whatever you need. With your team or on my own?”

“No, just with me. Go at it as if you’re working on a story, but then keep me informed. You okay with that?”

McLogan needed a better scope of the situation. “Sure, but what, in particular, do you need me to do?”

Kaminsky explained the details of the case and told Mac about Diane. He told him everything he knew at that point – certainly more than he should have been sharing – and then asked him to get involved first thing that morning, to start talking to people, to find out anything he could.

Kaminsky then suggested that McLogan seek out a few people, said goodbye, and told McLogan he would be home in a couple of hours.

Which never happened.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


TEN

[image: ]




Doug and Diane

Doug sat alone now in a private room at the hospital. Diane had died an hour earlier. His mind was elsewhere. Suddenly, he wasn’t alone. Diane was with him.

She was younger. They both were.

And she was alive.

The daydream came easily to Doug. When he didn’t fight it, it came even more quickly.

Dreams had come easily to Diane Richter, too. In fact, dreams had carried her through the University of Massachusetts, and her undergraduate years in Amherst had been directed toward that dream. Structured as if they had been choreographed. Marketing. Accounting. Management. Economics. Monday through Friday, it had a regular, disciplined order that made sense to a vibrant yet sensitive young lady from Slatonville, in the Hudson River Valley, in central New York State.

It had all seemed logical. She knew that it did. That was the way it was supposed to be. Diane’s education was always enormously important to her.

In Slatonville, it drove her to reach UMass. In Amherst, it drove her to graduate school at the University of Connecticut. And even at the dozens of executive workshops, seminars, and training sessions on her calendar throughout her professional years. I need to know more than anyone else, she would later tell Doug, wondering if the words did justice to the feeling. I need to know more.

Even with her voracious appetite for knowledge, Diane Richter devoted only some of her formative years to pouring through books and swallowing up facts. There was an extremely successful social life in high school. However, during the four years, Diane was sure that acceptance into Slatonville’s post-pubescent society was more a testimony to her parents’ prominent role in town than her popularity. But it was a success just the same.

Just as Monday through Friday was characterized by study, dedication, and a drive for knowledge, Saturdays in Slatonville were a time for Diane Richter to put down the books. Saturdays were filled with parties, sporting events, and various part-time jobs at the nearby Evergreen Woods Mall. The times were good—just the way they were supposed to be.

The pattern continued in Amherst, where studies preoccupied the workweek, and relaxation was the weekend’s order. Mixers at school. Concerts: trips to Fillmore East in New York and to Tanglewood. Sporting events. Spring and summer games 90 miles away at Fenway Park, and cold winter trips east along the Mass Pike to see the Celtics or the Bruins. They all were graced with the lively spirit of Diane Richter, Dean’s List student, pride of Slatonville, and willing UMass supporter.

The times continued good. And then they got even better, although Diane always needed clarification on that concept. Good was good – Diane embraced that idea. Good was good; leave it alone. There’s no need to risk what is for what might be. No need at all. Good was good. Better would only be a dangerous variation on an acceptable theme.

But Doug Flatley was better, and Diane couldn’t turn off the euphoric feelings that dominated her thoughts whenever she was with Doug or the unbearable pain that controlled her when he was gone. Doug was better. Better than good. I feel it; she realized it the night she met him in Northampton. I feel it. She had discovered that after 20 years of feeling good, Doug Flatley made her feel even better.

Not that she found it difficult to believe that Doug could stir such emotions. No, that wasn’t it at all. What was surprising, Diane knew but didn’t say, was that she could feel such new feelings.

What a surprise, Diane had confided to her roommates in the towers at UMass once basketball season ended and Springfield College failed to qualify for the post-season playoffs. Doug was disappointed at the season’s outcome – yes,13-10 was mediocre for a college renowned for turning high school athletes into high school gym teachers in four short years.

But his disappointment proved to be no match for Diane Richter. The weekly trips of February soon became the daily (and, eventually, overnight) drives north to Amherst. And whatever disappointment Doug may have felt about a season lost quickly disappeared in the caring embraces of Diane Richter.

Two short years later, Doug and Diane were married and set up a home in a small apartment in Morristown. Doug had been hired as a Phys Ed instructor and freshman basketball and soccer coach at County College of Morris, a two-year school, and Diane was scheduled to enter the management trainee program at a large commercial property company, Developers Partners, which had its corporate headquarters 30 minutes away in Roseland, in nearby Essex County.

Later, as their careers progressed, they amassed some savings, mostly from her salary. And her bonuses from work were substantial. Surprisingly so, Doug observed, especially in recent years.

They soon were in a position to purchase their home on McDougall Street.

Our lives are different now, Diane told Doug that first night in the new house. Different, she said, as she kissed him goodnight and turned off the light.

Yes, McDougall Street was different, he thought. Especially the past year-and-a-half, since Diane got her latest promotion – and a substantial raise – following an important acquisition of another property developer, Nutmeg, in Connecticut. Since then, it seemed to Doug that Diane had been down and under more pressure than ever before ... if that were possible. Work had always been important – a passion, really – to Diane, and Doug had long ago accepted that part of her. It wasn’t difficult for him to do.

But it seemed to him that her joy was gone. He thought about that daily, and it troubled him. That just wasn’t the Diane he knew and adored.

~~~
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DOUG LOVED DIANE, ALWAYS had, without question, without asking for much in return. He accepted everything about her. And he loved it. He loved how she walked into a room, not so much making an entrance as bringing something extra. Adding to it. Enhancing it. He loved the way certain colors looked on her as if they were made just for her and no one else ... and for that occasion. He loved to look at her when she slept, as her thick, light brown hair would fall along her face, which always appeared fresh – pretty – even when she wasn’t wearing any makeup. He loved the scent of Diane that remained behind on her pillow when she was out of town on a business trip. Not a perfume smell; no, anyone would have that. It was more than that; it was Diane. Her presence.

He also loved to watch Diane when she didn’t realize he was looking. That’s what he loved most of all. The way she sometimes hummed softly while she read. Doug often wondered if she even realized she was doing it – or even knew that she had such an ability to relax. Or sang along with the stereo.

It also was common, up until a couple of years ago, for Doug to come home from basketball practice on Saturday morning and hear Rod Stewart’s Maggie May or some Motown oldies blasting out into the garage from the family room. Doug would walk in and see Diane singing, dancing, and sweating as if she had been at it for at least an hour. It was how she liked to exercise—dancing in the family room.

She would turn and smile warmly when she saw him. Not a smile of embarrassment. Not a smile of excitement. No, it was a different smile, and Doug always felt warmed by it. It was a smile of contentment, a sign that Diane was enjoying herself – no strings attached.

Diane told him that he never had to smile back because she could see how he felt in his eyes. Doug, sometimes I worry that you love me too much, Diane once told him. It scares me. Doug hadn’t understood her statement but leaned over and kissed her when she said it.

“I’ve never questioned anything I’ve felt about you,” he told Diane, knowing that he was blessed with an ability that Diane would never have.

That was okay.

Doug also used to see that smile when Diane came to Drew University basketball games, where Doug had been hired four years earlier. She hadn’t been to one in more than a year, but Diane, at one time, had been a regular, sitting in the same seat four rows above the Rangers’ bench. Doug wouldn’t turn around and look at her while the game was in progress, but during timeouts, when he was facing the bench giving the players instructions, he would glance up quickly, and Diane would smile at him.

Doug got up from the chair he was sitting in, walked to the door, and glanced back at the room.

No one was dancing in it, but he could hear Rod Stewart singing Maggie May off in the distance.
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The News

McLogan had stayed at Stan’s house several times, and he was pretty comfortable here and familiar with the layout.

Following his call with Stan, he decided not to go back to bed and instead went into the guest bathroom to get cleaned up. After taking a shower and brushing his teeth, he headed downstairs. On the way down the staircase, he saw the dozen or so framed photos on the wall of the Kaminsky family at various stages in their life together. He’d seen these photos several times now but always was struck at how they had captured what he thought was the spirit and happiness of Stan, Margaret, Stephanie, and her husband William ... and even the grandchildren.

At the bottom of the staircase, he walked a few steps to the front door, opened it, and reached down to get the morning newspaper. Heading to the kitchen, he glanced at the front page, wondering if Kaminsky’s new case had made it into the edition. It had not; obviously, it occurred too late.

He went into the kitchen, made some coffee, and opened the refrigerator, looking for something to eat. He saw several yogurt containers, grabbed a strawberry, sat at the kitchen table, and resumed reading the newspaper.

He felt pretty good, which surprised him because he had never thought he would be staying over another night in Morristown. He had made his way to the paper’s sports section when, at about 7:15 a.m., he heard the front door open and footsteps, which surprised him. He walked into the living room toward the door and saw an exhausted-looking female police officer. It was Henderson, whom he had previously met a couple of times. He didn’t know her very well, but he knew that Stan thought highly of her.

Henderson appeared spent.

“McLogan? Jesus, I didn’t know you were here! Thought you left last night,” she said, seemingly confused.

“Yeah, that didn’t happen. Staying a while longer,” McLogan responded, looking carefully at her. “You all have a long night? How’s Stan doing?”

Henderson didn’t immediately respond and then took a deep breath before saying: “Oh, man, I need to tell you something.”

McLogan knew what was coming even before he heard the words. He didn’t know the how and why.

She said it quickly. “The chief passed away a couple of hours ago. I’m sorry. He had a massive cardiac arrest at his desk, and that was it. They tried to revive him, but nothing helped.”

Henderson said the preliminary assessment from the hospital was that Stan had an aortic dissection, where the inner layers of the aorta tore apart.

“I’m sorry. I know you were close. He was a great man.”

McLogan couldn’t speak. He couldn’t move.

Again, it was happening. Again.

~~~
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JEFFREY GARDNER WAS furious. Here he sat, 7:45 a.m., in his large corner office in an executive park in Roseland, waiting for Diane Flatley to attend their regular 7:30 meeting. Gardner, Senior Managing Partner at Developers Partners, didn’t like waiting. Diane hadn’t ever been late in all the years she’d worked with him.

He buzzed his executive assistant.

“Yes, Mr. Gardner,” Roseann asked.

“Rosie, see if you can find Diane and find out what in the hell is going on. We’ve work to do.”

“OK. I’ll call her now.”

Gardner returned to the file folder in front of him on the desk. For Christ’s sake, he thought, we need to make final decisions about this Randolph-Charter thing. Where the hell is Diane? This isn’t like her.

A few minutes passed. His anger intensified.

There was a knock at his door.

Rosie opened the door and took a cautious step in.

“Mr. Gardner?” Rosie said faintly.

“Yes. Did you find her?” He was furious now. And looking for an explanation.

One was upcoming.

“Mr. Gardner, there’s a policeman on the phone. He answered Ms. Flatley’s phone. I think you better talk to him.”

~~~
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GARDNER SWIVELED IN his chair and stared at the long credenza behind his desk. Suddenly, he felt drained, empty. The cop, Officer Banforth, had tried to sound sympathetic. But he came off very matter-of-fact: Diane Flatley was murdered last night. It was easier for him. But it made Gardner feel uneasy. It was a familiar feeling, but that didn’t allow him to dislike it any less. Gardner felt troubled by the disturbing sense that events around him were moving faster than he could keep up with them.

Not only had he lost the grip, he couldn’t find the handle.

So much had changed in three days since he and Diane were on a business trip in Boston.

Three days ago ... Diane riding down to breakfast in the Hotel Bostonian’s elevator, trying to stare down at her newspaper and looking at the words but not reading them. Her lack of concentration was no reflection on The Boston Globe. She was just incredibly distracted.

The door opened on three, and Diane hurried to the hallway and turned left toward the dining room. Winding through the curved entranceway, she spotted the captain and told him she wanted a table for four, one with a better view of the Bostonian’s circular driveway, three stories below.

Diane was 15 minutes early – a habit of punctuality necessary to cope with Gardner. Get there early. Make sure the table is okay. Good view. Sufficient privacy.

After spending 10 minutes on these details, Diane returned to her coffee and Globe. Glancing briefly at the front page – Hadn’t they resolved the busing issue here years ago? – Diane turned quickly to the Business Section. Her focus was on one company in particular, Randolph-Charter Property. We need to get this done. It’s getting more expensive every day.

Diane suddenly shivered, spilling steaming coffee on the first two fingers of her right hand.

“Oh no,” she said, setting the cup down – carefully – in its saucer and gently blotting her hand.

“Careful, Flatley. You’re going to embarrass me.”

Gardner rarely started a day with a hello. Diane couldn’t remember the last one. She felt that getting him to wait until she was within earshot to start the conversation was about the best she could expect. Conversations with Gardner were not for the uninitiated. Sometimes, he would ask questions that required no answers ... just a dutiful listener. Other times, solutions would be necessary if they parroted back the thought he expressed in the original query. A third variety was the question that did seem to beg for an answer. Diane always felt she did better with Gardner when the questions were of the second variety. She hated the other two.

Gardner was capable of striking an imposing figure. More capable in the morning, after some sleep, a shower, and a shave. Less capable at night, his appearance and demeanor reshaped by escalating alcohol abuse. As he stood alongside the table this morning, his hesitancy to sit down immediately was a signal that he felt good. Here, standing in the dining room of the Bostonian, Gardner was strutting his stuff for all to see. Never mind that the others in the room had no idea who this egomaniac was. Gardner would stand for a few seconds longer than necessary, befitting his stature as one of the “hot” merger-and-acquisition guys in commercial property. Whether anyone else knew it didn’t matter. Gardner was an unabashed narcissist who always thought the spotlight was on him.

After a few moments, Diane said, “Jeff, they’ll probably be here soon. We need to go over some matters.”

Gardner reluctantly sat down, straightening his shirtsleeves below his jacket, and said, “Where’s the coffee?” It was a question but required no answer. Diane reached for the pot and handed it to him.

The actual conversation followed. “I fucking hate these Randolph-Charter guys. Love the properties. Hate the people. But we need to give Davenport a role post-close and probably a couple of other guys, too. Yes?” A third question; he expected a response.

“I’m sure that’s what they expect... bring their top three into the holding company.”

Gardner was good at disguising what he had been through the previous evening—even the rough ones. Staring back at her were dark, almost black, eyes, focusing intently through tinted lenses surrounded by tortoise-shell frames.

“I just hate this group. Ask too many questions. We need to bury them in the woodwork. The last thing we need is questions.”

Gardner reached for his coffee, and Diane decided to try her cup again. She took a large mouthful – it was nearly cold by now – and looked into Jeff’s eyes.

“Jeff, maybe we should bail on this one,” she said. “To me, the fit just isn’t right. Besides, they have a public company mentality. Big on disclosure and details. That’s the last thing in the world we need. More internal – new – people asking questions and expecting transparency. That’s what they will expect.

“You know we can’t handle that.”

Gardner stood up, set his napkin on the table, and said, “Did you run that by Grolsch?” He stood and began walking away, adding, “Need to use the john.”

Grolsch. Diane shivered again. She looked down at her right hand. It was empty. The cup was in the saucer. Grolsch. Whenever Diane would start to think – to hope – that she would never hear his name again, Gardner’s inimitable timing would kick in. Grolsch.

Not even an actual employee of the company. But he ran things. And he ran the two of them.

Having been doing so for over a year, Gardner and Diane were trapped. Grolsch held all the leverage over them. He did, Diane knew, but she and Gardner were undoubtedly guilty of allowing him to amass that leverage. It was wild, improbable, and illegal. Still, the two of them let it happen – either through ignorance or greed, or some horrible combination of the two – and here they were now ... owned and operated by a corrupt man and whomever it was he had behind him.

Grolsch.

~~~
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BANFORTH WAS NEVER Kaminsky’s first choice when putting together a team. Across the department, moreover, he rarely even was anyone’s second choice.

At the same time, though, when Banforth was part of the team, Kaminsky only felt the young officer would perform as a perfectly competent officer.

“Jimmie’s like those small puppies with the big paws ... I guess the better way to say it is he’s like the young kid with the big feet,” Kaminsky said to Henderson one night over a beer after their shift. “He still needs to grow into his foot size.”

Henderson laughed. She understood perfectly. Banforth, now in his third year on the force, had finally gotten off the night shift and occasional weekend duty. He hadn’t been involved in anything more serious than a neighborly dispute or a domestic argument.

He was local: he grew up and attended school in Morristown, including playing football at Morristown High. He attended East Stroudsburg University just across the Delaware River in Pennsylvania and did fine academically. He was well-liked – just as he had been his entire life – but never taken particularly seriously. It just seemed always to work out that way. He was okay with it. He didn’t take himself very seriously, either, and when he graduated from ESU, he returned to Morristown with no plans or ideas about what he would do next. And he wasn’t particularly concerned about his lack of planning.

He tried a couple of sales jobs, but they weren’t good fits. After the missteps, he attended a job fair and talked with an officer from the Morristown police department. Okay, makes sense; why not?

Not long after that, following training, he was hired as a rookie officer on a 50-plus-person police force. To Banforth, it seemed like a good fit. He knew the town, its people, and its way of life. He embraced the idea of belonging to an entity – a fraternity – bigger than him. And he believed in the rule of law.

He showed up each day and did a solid, if unspectacular, job. He didn’t turn anyone’s head, but he didn’t end up making mistakes, either. He was just a plain-vanilla-kind-of-guy, somewhat immature with no social life and no larger-than-life personality.

“Maybe he’s just boring,” Kaminsky said to Henderson. “So am I. It doesn’t make him a bad cop.

His visit to Diane’s house last night and the news he delivered to Gardner today were the two most important tasks he had carried out in his three years on the force.

He did just fine.

~~~
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NOW GARDNER WAS STANDING at his office window, looking outside. At everything. And at nothing. They had become the same. Diane was dead – murdered, the officer had told him. She was gone. She would not appear at the office this morning or ever. Gardner was always full of himself and immediately made it about himself. He felt abandoned. It scared him. Now, he was alone against Grolsch.

And he was frightened to admit that he was scared.

Odd, Gardner thought. He had been taken aback by his first two reactions that followed Banforth’s words.

I’m not surprised. What am I going to do now? Gardner thought of Diane, and he surprised himself again. He didn’t think of the years they had spent together, and he didn’t think of the many deals that they had worked side-by-side. He had gotten by the What-am-I-going-to-do-now? dilemma and was transfixed by the first reaction, I’m not surprised. He wondered why he was not.

And then he wondered about Grolsch.

And what might happen next? Especially to him?
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Pain and Pain

Beryl Minniefield always laughed when her friends complained about Memphis’ growing traffic problems. Beryl didn’t know what they were talking about; she had never experienced them, working the off hours she did.

Driving west now on Union, heading downtown, Beryl saw the traffic beginning to build up in the opposite direction, but she gave it little notice. Her thoughts, instead, were on the old lady, Mae Lonergan, who had died last night. It bothered her in a way that both surprised and troubled Beryl. She had trained herself early on after entering nursing not to get involved with the patients, especially the critical ones, and she had adhered to that rule religiously. She wasn’t breaking it with Mae, though; the fact is, she had never talked to the woman because she had never really regained consciousness.

Still, Beryl found Mae’s death terribly sad. Scissors usually used in surgeries to help someone ... instead used to kill someone. Alcohol wipes lying nearby. A poorly applied tourniquet. The circumstances were crazy; Beryl had seen and heard of brutal attacks over the years, but not as blatantly grotesque as what had happened to Mae. That, by itself, chilled Beryl. It was more than that, though; she couldn’t get past the thought that Mae had been alone at home and then in the hospital.

Alone. In life. When she was attacked. And when she died.

Beryl didn’t think that was possible. Everyone has some family, she told D.L. last night after she got home. Someone. She must have had someone who, even if they didn’t care, they at least should know. D.L. had understood her frustration; he was good at that and suggested that Beryl try to call someone in the town where Mae had just moved from.

“Like who? Who would I call, and what would I say?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Ber. A minister or the police. That’d be where I would start, and I’d ask them if they knew Mae or if she had any relatives.”

Beryl had liked the idea and decided she would get the name of Mae’s hometown from Jerry Breen at the hospital and call someone, possibly tonight.

~~~
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MCLOGAN NEEDED HIS bicycle, but it was 250 miles away.

Here he was, sitting in Kaminsky’s house, in Morristown, with Stan dead, some lady banker stabbed to death, and no bicycle to ride. And no dunes, either.

And I am supposed to jump in and help? How?

How was he going to figure out what to do next? Over the past months, McLogan hadn’t done any serious thinking when he wasn’t sitting on his bike pedaling across the Cape. Or sitting on the dunes near Nauset Light. And, now, here he was in Morristown.

Without the dunes.

And without Stan, too.

Chief Kaminsky’s dead, Henderson had told McLogan, the dark living room of that old frame house suddenly ice cold. McLogan had just stared at the cop. Neither said anything for five minutes, the only sound in the room McLogan rhythmically pounding on his thigh. Until it became numb. Then, McLogan had asked if he could see Stan, and he and Henderson drove the 12-minute drive to Menagh & Sons Home for Services.

Downstairs, in a sterile and functional basement where death was more common than dust, the three came together with Stan.

For the last time.

Banforth was already there. The three of them stood there looking at Kaminsky. Banforth kept muttering “fuck” softly and swallowing hard to regain the composure he was threatening to lose; Henderson crossing herself and bowing her head, and McLogan staring at Stan but not seeing him.

Instead, he flashed on a recent Adult Children of Alcoholics meeting he had attended.

It was in full swing, and a dozen people sat in a circle, but less than half shared their stories and experiences.

Michelle, a middle-aged woman with short blonde hair and a warm smile, spoke first, telling the group about her childhood with an alcoholic father. The fear and anxiety she had felt and the constant worry that something terrible would happen. She also mentioned how she had struggled with addiction, abusing alcohol to numb her never-ending pain. She hadn’t had a drink in two years.

“But I’m still convinced something bad will happen,” she said. “Always.”

Jack, a young man with a bushy beard and nervous energy, nodded with a sign of recognition on his face. He told of his own experiences growing up with an alcoholic mother. He had turned to drugs to cope and almost lost everything before he finally sought help four years ago.

Maria, a female in her thirties with long dark hair and a quiet demeanor, spoke next, barely above a whisper. It was the best she could do. Her alcoholic father died when she was young. She said she had always felt different and didn’t belong. She conceded that she had struggled with depression and anxiety and was drowning in her emotions.

Mac listened to their stories but didn’t say much.

Pete, however, was the most outspoken one. He looked down at his pale hands and told the others what was on his mind that week.

“I used to pray all the time and try to talk to God, but now I hide from him as much as possible. Crazy, right? But, fuck, every time I talk to him, my life gets more fucked up. More things fall apart, and I can’t take it anymore. So, now I’m hiding from God ... I’m moving all the time ... and I’m not going to let Him know where I am. If He can’t find me, He can’t do these things to me. So, I have to hide because I can’t take any more.”

McLogan wondered if God was responsible for Stan’s heart attack. He wondered if God had known that woman last night, the one who was killed, was home when the killer entered her home. He wondered if He knew who the killer was. McLogan wondered if God knew where Pete was and if he had been able to hide from Him successfully.

McLogan wondered if God saw him; maybe that’s why Stan was dead, because of McLogan. Maybe Stan was dead because God didn’t want McLogan to know him. Maybe McLogan shouldn’t have a friend; that’s why Stan was killed. Maybe McLogan didn’t deserve it. Maybe that’s why Kay and Allison weren’t with McLogan anymore. Perhaps that’s why McLogan’s father ...

Enough.

McLogan’s left side hurt; he was getting a cramp in his ribs. His right hand, hanging at his side, was also cramping up, his fingers curling tightly into a ball, digging deeply into his palm. He didn’t know what to do next but knew he couldn’t stand there much longer. He wasn’t going to be sick; that wasn’t McLogan. And he wasn’t going to cry, either. Not in front of anyone else, that’s for sure.

Control.

He was afraid he might throw something or kick over a chair and didn’t want to do that. He didn’t want to lose control – show his temper – in the basement of a goddamn funeral home. The cops, Henderson and Banforth, seemed okay; they knew what to do, how to act.

McLogan didn’t.

Why can’t I ever know how to act?

He turned around, walked quickly up the stairs, left through Menagh & Sons’ back door, and disappeared into the darkness.

And then he started to think about his bicycle. And the dunes that surround Nauset Light.
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Prayer Square

Marshall sighed and searched for a word as he looked across the table at Zev Selig and Patricia Ledyard.

Finally, Marshall, the elder statesman of clergymen in Morristown by his two decades at the Church of the Valley, held up his large hands and extended his broad palms toward the other two. Even speechless, he needed to be in charge. They were at their regular table at the Valley Oaks House, where Morristown’s religious leaders had been meeting for their weekly dinner for as long as Marshall had been in town.

Selig, the rabbi, and Ledyard, the Methodist minister, stopped talking and looked at Marshall.

Conversations at these dinners were muti-topical: small-town politics, which Marshall relished, were often the prevalent topic. However, at each dinner – referred to as the “Prayer Square” for the shape of the table – each person would offer the name of an individual in their congregation who needed prayer from the broader group. Marshall had instituted the program.

After some discussion, two or three persons would be chosen, and their names and some personal details would be distributed to each person. Marshall brought a pad of Post-Its, and each person could jot down what they needed about each designee.

Selig jumped in and said, “I haven’t heard from Chris, J.C.” Turning toward Ledyard, he continued, “Patricia, have you talked to him recently?”

Ledyard shook her head. “We spoke briefly this morning, but I honestly don’t remember if he said anything about tonight – whether he’d be here or not. I think he was speaking with Stan’s daughter all day and trying to help coordinate her travel plans.”

Selig said, “Oh, that’s probably it. They have always been very close.”

“Yes,” she said. “He performed her marriage.”

Just then, Barb, the waitress who always serviced their table, walked over. “I see you’re still only three,” she said, smiling, standing behind Marshall. “Is Father Chris coming, or will it just be the three of you? In the meantime, are you okay with the iced teas, or do you want an appetizer or some bread until he gets here?”

Looking off in the distance across the room, Marshall said without looking up, “Barb, I think we’re okay. I see Chris. He just came in.”

Chris O’Connell, Father Chris to Morristown’s sizeable Catholic population, was slowly making his way across the restaurant’s dining room. The Valley Oaks House was crowded, with business professionals from nearby Ridge Brook Corporate Campus driving over for dinner. Many knew Chris O’Connell – some from Sunday mornings, some not.

Hello, Father. How are you today? It’s terrible about Chief Kaminsky.

Father Chris, Ruth said you stopped by last week; now she’s feeling better. Thank you, Father.

Hey, Father, Herb Terwill needs to talk to you about that lot behind the elementary school. He got a bid on it last week ... three-hundred-and-thirty-five-thousand dollars. Give him a call, Father, when you get a chance. No rush.

Father, the CYO uniforms for the 12-year-olds were left out Sunday afternoon. Have you seen them?

Father Chris’ passage across the room was also slowed by another impediment, a stiff right hip, the last remnant of a fall last year as he was leaving Morristown Memorial Hospital after visiting some patients. He had been unconscious for hours and had nearly died, his head injuries very severe. He also suffered a badly broken leg that didn’t heal well. His mind hadn’t decelerated, however.

It was common knowledge around town that Father Chris’ intellectual energy level had been raised immeasurably since the accident, at least as far as his preaching was concerned. The younger Catholics in Morristown felt that the priest had embraced a new philosophy, confronting issues without fear of the consequences.

Live your life to the fullest, they heard his message to say. This world is filled with opportunities. Go after them all without hesitation.

His focus was clear and directed to all. The older members of his congregation weren’t as receptive to Father Chris’ challenge. Some of them believed that Father Chris had become somewhat maudlin, preoccupied with death, his weekly messages always ending on the same inevitability theme. Still, he was as much an institution in Morristown as was Marshall, and if – after nearly 40 years as a priest – he could stir up a congregation’s emotions, that was just fine.

Father Chris finally reached his three colleagues, finishing up tall glasses of iced tea. “Apologies, all, lost track of time. It’s been a day beyond description,” he said, sliding into the open captain’s chair.

The four clergies now sat together, their faces grim as they discussed the recent events that had shaken their community. A horrific murder and hours later, the police chief heading the investigation suffered a massive heart attack and died.

They feared the impact on their town and its residents.

Father Chris spoke first, his voice low and sad. “Terrible 24 hours. Obviously. I have never been through anything like this,” he said. “My God, I have never even contemplated anything like this.”

No one interrupted him, so he continued: “Not to state the obvious, but we – and the heads of the other churches in town, and maybe even in the county – need to think about coming together in a big way. Perhaps some joint service or an event at a larger venue?”

Marshall nodded in agreement. “Agreed.” But he then went off in a surprising direction. “Let’s also remember this – justice needs to be served. This murder can’t go unpunished. This town needs us to work with the police as they find the killer and bring him to justice.”

Selig looked confused but not surprised. He respected Marshall, but when being honest with himself and hated to admit it, he didn’t like the man. Rarely, it seemed to Selig, could Marshall get through a dinner with his colleagues without playing outright politics. Selig often found himself excusing it – he knew each person at the table had to be somewhat political in their respective roles – but it was becoming increasingly tricky as Marshall became increasingly transparent in his actions.

Selig often went home to his wife Kris and three children after these dinners, more upset about Marshall’s antics than he was uplifted by the discussion among the four persons. It was not how he viewed his role in the community.

And, so, this night, he spoke up. “Work with the police? How so, J.C.? That’s not our role. And it would take our focus away from where it should be: our congregations and the broader population. And, remember, this isn’t just about Diane; it’s about Stan, too.”

Selig sensed he had support at the table. But, for a moment, there was silence.

Marshall realized he needed to explain. “I just mean – with Stan not there – there’s a vacuum now in the police department,” he said. “Just when they are most needed. We need to support whatever changes are necessary to complete the investigation.”

“J.C., maybe I am not understanding, but it seems that our support – whatever that is, I’m not certain – doesn’t have anything to do with it,” Ledyard inquired. “Have you heard something? Has the mayor or the town council reached out to you?”

Then, she pointedly added: “And why would they? What if the situation was exactly the opposite? Would the police department get involved in choosing a replacement for one of us?” She could remain pleasant even while expertly cross-examining someone.

“No, no one has reached out,” Marshall said. “But someone needs to take charge. As I understand it, that type of person doesn’t currently exist in the department.”

Selig grew disturbed: “Friends, for whatever reason, we are spending a significant amount of time tonight discussing internal police department matters, which really puts me off. I know we often wander into politics at these dinners, and frequently, that is relevant. But we have been spending far too much time on politics of late. And tonight, we seem to have gone over the line.

“Please, please, let’s refocus. There is a line, and this doesn’t seem right.”

Father Chris, who had remained quiet, spoke up. “I agree. Let’s table this topic. It isn’t ours to be discussing.”

Ledyard quickly responded: “I think I already made my opinion clear. I won’t repeat it. Apologies if I was too blunt.”

Looking around the table, Marshall realized he had erred and quickly moved to remedy his mistake, “Zev, you are absolutely on point, as usual. I may be overly involved in this because I was at the house last night, saw Stan, and then visited Doug at the hospital. I am out of line. Thank you for righting our ship. Let’s move on.”

There was no objection. Selig was pleased that the topic would change but continued to be concerned about what had just happened.

Quickly, the topic of Kaminsky’s daughter re-emerged.

“Yes, Stephanie, she’ll be down tomorrow – around midday,” Father Chris said.

Barb was back, asking the group if they were ready to order. They were. She took the order, thanked them, and they returned to their conversation.

The conversation remained on point for the next 30 minutes, without veering into any uncomfortable topics until, finally, the four sat there silently once again; each wanted to talk, but no one was sure what should be said.

The noise in the Valley Oaks House was substantial but was not loud enough to overcome the uneasy silence that had overtaken the table.

Finally, Selig spoke again. “Can I make a suggestion?” No objections were voiced; no permission was granted either. He took the silence as tacit approval.

“If everyone agrees, I recommend we forego choosing prayer candidates tonight. For goodness sales, Diane was one of the names from two weeks ago.”

Marshall, sensing a remedial opportunity, was the first to respond. “You’re absolutely right,” he said. “It’s all too close. My God, I was with Stan Kaminsky last night, and two weeks ago, the four of us sat here and talked for 20 minutes about Doug and Diane Flatley.”

Befuddled. Saddened.

Father Chris and Selig, as if rehearsed, said, Yes, of course, in unison. Ledyard seemed hesitant, however. The three stared at her.

She said, “Just one quick addition, okay? There is one person I’d like to mention. Just briefly. If you all would include him in your prayers this week, that would be wonderful. His name is Kenny Tobin; he’s from Morristown and a sophomore out at Penn State. Always struggled for as long as I’ve known him. From a broken home, his mother, Doris, does a wonderful job. She’s in my congregation.”

The three others watched Ledyard and listened carefully to her words. She glanced occasionally at a small blue notebook in her left hand.

Barb had returned and was clearing the dishes.

She continued, “In any case, Doris came in to see me this week and told me that the police in central Pennsylvania had called her to let her know that Kenny had been arrested for arson.”

“Arson?” Selig said, astonished.

“Arson,” Ledyard confirmed. “Burned down a stationery store in State College.”

Marshall sighed, “My God. Was anyone hurt, Patricia?”

“No, I don’t think so. But during questioning, Doris told me, Kenny told the police he had started three other fires since October.”

“You mean he’s admitted to others that his mother says he didn’t start?” Father Chris asked.

Ledyard shook her head from side to side. “No, that’s just it, Chris. The boy voluntarily admitted to the other three. He wanted the police to know.”

“That’s a call for help, Patricia, a call for help,” Selig offered.

“Yes, I think so,” Ledyard said. “Kenny is out on bail and back at school, but I believe we have a young man here who is in terrible pain and is terribly confused. I would ask each of you to include Kenny and his mother, Doris Tobin, in your thoughts.”

“Absolutely, Patricia,” Marshall assured him.

Each of them wrote down Kenny’s details on a yellow Post-It.
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J.C.

Now the dishes were cleared away, and the coffee – three decafs and Zev’s “I’ll have a leaded” – were the only things on the table. Barb had brought the check; it was Selig’s turn to pay.

Barb had briefly joked with Selig about drinking caffeine at night and the fact that it was his turn to pay. She was always friendly, Selig thought, joking with the group. Well, mainly with the group. Never, it seemed, with Marshall. Maybe she shared Selig’s negative view of him.

Tonight’s dinner was an anomaly; Marshall didn’t dominate with his eloquent tones and commanding presence. His early comment about working with the police department put him on his back foot the entire evening.

And that was out of the ordinary because he usually “controlled” those around him. He took hold of them, their souls, their minds, massaging their thoughts, pricking their emotions. All to move his agenda along. His way of speaking, accenting here and there, not necessarily where others would, could awaken a congregation put to sleep by too many Sunday morning announcements.

When Marshall challenged his congregation with a question – “Where are your priorities?” – it was never confrontational. Instead, flowing from the minister’s mouth, it became an intellectual query that gave his worshippers fodder for a week’s worth of introspection. Likewise, an opinion stated by the minister – “We must expand our views, our experiences, our perceptions” – became an eloquently delivered objective or goal to which congregation members could aim and direct their lives.

His black robes flowing, Marshall did not simply conduct Sunday morning services at the Church of the Valley. He embraced a congregation of individuals, touching everyone with his voice, presence, and spiritual commitment, and sent them out – prepared, after 70 minutes with him – to live their lives.

The sparkle in his eyes reached out to every congregation member as if it had been specially offered to each person. The firmness of his handshake, warmth, and steadiness within a large, strong hand was essential to all, from the youngest member of the nursery school class to Eva Lopelaw, the 92-year-old whose wheelchair was brought into the left front of the sanctuary each Sunday at 9:55.

During the week, Marshall continued to reach out to the members of his congregation. His 1984 gray Chrysler K-car was a common sight throughout Morristown, and schoolchildren would not find it unusual to return home at 3:30 in the afternoon to see his car parked in their driveway or the street in front of their homes.

~~~
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IT HAD BEEN THIS WAY since Marshall transferred from Hanover, New Hampshire, and arrived in town.

He and his wife Jeannie had two daughters. While they individually and collectively supported Marshall’s role in the church, the three had personalities that didn’t always align with Marshall’s. Jeannie got ill and passed away nearly 12 years ago. One of his daughters, Meredith, married, had a child and stayed in town – and continued to attend services every Sunday – until a year ago when she and her family relocated to Colorado. His younger daughter, Carolyn, was very different, however. Independent – and quite an individualist – Carolyn left town after high school ten years ago. Her father expected her to attend college in New Jersey or Pennsylvania, but she chose Virginia Commonwealth University in Richmond instead. Marshall believed – but wasn’t sure – that she lived in North Carolina. She never returned to Morristown and didn’t communicate with her father.

Meredith, however, was very outgoing. She was bubbly, talkative, and loved to engage with others; Like J.C. but without the posturing. Growing up, she had friends all over town and did very well at the University of Delaware, where she met her future husband, Bruce. They enjoyed their life in Morristown until he got a promotion and transfer, which required a move to Colorado Springs.

Carolyn, meanwhile, was quiet, shy, and verged on being anti-social. Often, it appeared that she couldn’t help herself. At other times, it seemed more deliberate. She kept to herself and had just a few friends – none of whom were schoolmates but like-minded people she met elsewhere. She also was the anti-Meredith, favoring a severe look that featured black clothes, multiple piercings, and short, cropped hair.

~~~
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MARSHALL HAD BECOME very friendly with Doug and Diane Flatley over the years, and he would often unexpectedly run into them in town and have unplanned conversations. From those grew the longer individual sessions for Diane.

Diane’s hours had become so unpredictable that she had taken to stopping by and talking with Marshall on her way home from work at night. She and Doug rarely ate dinner together, anyway, and to Diane’s way of thinking, getting home at 9:45 p.m. was similar to getting home at 8:45 p.m. So, when she wasn’t traveling, Diane would leave the office, get into her Audi, and drive over to see Marshall several times a month. Arriving usually at about 9:00 p.m., Diane would nearly always find Marshall in, except for the nights that she would forget that the minister was at one of Doug’s basketball games, which he regularly attended.

At first, the talks were very general, with Diane asking broad questions about the Bible and prodding Marshall for interpretations of various passages. After a while, they became more specific, with Diane telling him great details about her personal life, both growing up in Slatonville and her adult life in Morristown. She also told Marshall about her relationship with Doug and how she was petrified by their different interests, priorities, and standards. She told Marshall that she wished she could be more like Doug but, at the same time, that she hated Doug’s pensiveness, his willingness to accept and be happy with so little, and his contentment. She asked the minister how God could have created a world for Doug that was so terrible when he was growing up – both his parents had died by the time he was 14 – and yet make Doug a smiling, happy adult. She asked Marshall how the same God could have given the entire world to Diane Richter in Slatonville, at UMass, at UConn, and even during the early years at Developers.

And then take it all away?

Marshall, who was never at a loss for words on Sunday mornings and rarely speechless Monday through Saturday, sat and watched as Diane increasingly came apart before him at each session. Finally, one night not long ago, Diane began the session by peppering Marshall with questions about ethics, greed, conceit, and other traits she was concerned about, which she was afraid characterized her. She told the minister that the last few years of her life had been filled with agony.

“I’ve done things,” she said. “Terrible things ... which I didn’t need to do. I had a choice and made the wrong choice. And I knew what I was doing was wrong when I did it.”

Trying to be as helpful as possible, Marshall told Diane, “We all are sinners, Diane, and you are forgiven. God forgives you. You need to forgive yourself.”

Diane looked at him. Frightened. Disbelieving.

She said, “I can’t. J.C., this isn’t the forgive yourself kind of thing.”

Marshall said, “Diane, what are you hinting at? Are you in legal jeopardy? Is that what you’re saying?”

Diane nodded.

“You need to talk to Doug,” Marshall said. “You have to share these concerns with him. Tell him what’s going on. You also might want to speak with an attorney.”

Sobbing, Diane said, “I can’t. I’m too ashamed. And I don’t want Doug to be involved. It’s better not to tell him.”

Marshall was momentarily stopped. Don’t want Doug to be involved? What are we talking about? But he opted not to ask. “Diane, Doug is your husband,” he said. “You need to talk with him, to communicate with him. The healing process can’t begin for you until you reach out.”

Sitting in one of the visitors’ chairs in Marshall’s office and looking down at her shoes, Diane stood up, straightened her skirt, and looked directly at him. Bending slightly at the waist, she rested the palms of her hands on the front of his desk.

The minister was surprised by her aggressive action. He didn’t know what to expect. And when he heard it, he wished that he had not.

She said, “Please help me, J.C. I’m so confused. I’m not even certain that I want to be healed.”

“I’ll help you, Diane. God will help you. God cares about you, Diane, and He isn’t going to abandon you. God won’t let you be dominated by these feelings, Diane.”

What he didn’t say, however, was this. Diane, what did you do, and what are you most concerned about? And then she took his breath away.

“J.C., I want it to end.”

Marshall hesitated, afraid of what she may have meant. Again, his cowardice dominated, and he chose the least frightening alternative – that she wanted her pain to end.

He looked into her eyes and said, “It will, Diane.”
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Kay

McLogan met Kay Elder during his first year at 60 Minutes. She was a communications advisor to a congresswoman from Maryland. She accompanied her boss to a preliminary meeting at CBS to discuss a story on healthcare and the government’s role and responsibilities.

At first, McLogan was simply impressed with her poise and intelligence at the meeting. Later, at subsequent meetings and conference calls, he realized that his initial interest had morphed into an attraction. He invented reasons for one-on-one phone calls and then, on those calls, kept the calls going for longer than required. He also noted that Kay made no effort to end the calls, even when he extended them beyond anything that made sense.

He knew he would like to get to know her better. He had noticed that she didn’t wear a wedding ring, so he assumed – accurately, he hoped – that she was single. But he had no idea if she was in a relationship. Given her workload supporting an active member of Congress, however, he thought it might be likely that she didn’t have much of a social life.

And, so, he began to know her better. He learned that she grew up in Silver Spring, Maryland, just outside Washington, D.C., and had inherited a deep interest in politics from her parents, who worked for the government. Kay’s mother was an economist at the Commerce Department, and her father was an analyst at the State Department, focusing on Balkan countries.

Most importantly, he learned she was not in a relationship. She had volunteered the information – which encouraged McLogan – in the middle of a call she made to him to schedule an interview for the congresswoman. He had immediately jumped on that information and suggested they have dinner the next time Kay was in New York.

That turned out to be sooner rather than later, and five days later, the two of them met at Tavern on the Green on the west side of Central Park. The dinner went well, and they soon embarked on a long-distance relationship. New York-Washington was not particularly onerous, and they saw each other at least twice a month for more than a year before Kay brought up the idea of her relocating to New York.

As it turns out, the Congresswoman was close friends with a CEO who ran a healthcare company in New York. The congresswoman was well aware of Kay’s relationship with McLogan – as well as Kay’s preliminary thinking about moving to New York. Kay had been upfront with her about her relationship with McLogan – given the work they had done with CBS – and the lawmaker took it upon herself to try and be helpful.

Within two months of first surfacing the idea, Kay moved into McLogan’s west-side apartment on 67th Street, just north of Lincoln Center. They stayed there for a year and then purchased the condominium on West 64th, the one McLogan still owned. They followed that up with a small wedding, and a year later, Allison was born.

The year with Allison was great fun. It was extraordinary, and McLogan was never happier in his entire life. His daughter was a beautiful, smiling, and smaller version of his wife.

And then, the accident happened on Riverside Drive.
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Reinhardt

“Why don’t you ask me questions? Isn’t that your job here?” McLogan had asked during his third session on the Cape with Dr. Reinhardt. Impatiently. “Why am I doing all the work?” He thought the question was valid. That smile again. McLogan wasn’t sure if he liked it or hated it—the smile ... and the stare. In a world where you couldn’t count on anything, McLogan had found three constants – Reinhardt’s smile and look.

And the deliberate silent pause that accompanied them.

Finally, Reinhardt began. “Mac, I can sit here and ask you questions, and you can sit there and, for the most part, probably produce reasonable answers and responses.” He tugged at his right sleeve, with no apparent purpose, until he seemed satisfied. McLogan didn’t notice any difference.

It annoyed him.

Reinhardt continued. “And if we do that, we’re going to be involved in nothing more than therapeutic masturbation if you follow me. I can’t do that; you shouldn’t. So, we won’t. You came here to me because you said you were concerned about two things. One was the pain you were feeling about the accident. The second was your concern about anger – how it affected you and those around you. You also said you believed in counseling, and from talking with you, I get the impression that you see the benefit in the sessions.”

“I do. Or, at least, I want to.”

Reinhardt held up his right hand, closing his fingers into a fist. He then extended his index finger.

“Let me finish. This is important. I could spend 25 minutes telling you why you are having difficulties. It was clear 20 minutes after you came in here the first day. There are long-term – legacy, let’s call them – issues ... you’re a product of an alcoholic home. That’s the context for your entire life. It goes back to your childhood.

“Now, moving ahead to adulthood, you’ve suffered a horrible loss. And you have to process that loss with your childhood – your childhood of being exposed to alcoholism – coloring all your issues. This is both complex and not complex, Mac. But it doesn’t do you any good for me to tell you why you are having problems. Your situation requires some re-evaluation by you. And you will be more successful in this effort if we discuss what’s on your mind rather than mine.”

“I don’t know what to talk about.” McLogan felt embarrassed by the statement.

“There’s no rush.”

“And I’m not certain what is important or not.” He wondered if Reinhardt thought he was stalling. Am I stalling? Probably. He felt his statement had that sound to it.

“I venture to say that if you are thinking about something – spending time on it – it is important.”

“I suppose so.”

Silence.

The smile.

The stare. Shit.

McLogan unfastened his watch and took it off. He slipped it back on, then clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back in his chair. The room was pretty dark.

Reinhardt didn’t use an overhead light, just the lamp on his desk.

“You know what I don’t understand? I don’t understand why now, at this age, all this shit is bothering me, and it never did before ... all those years. You understand what I’m saying?”

“Yes, I do. It’s because you are feeling a new pain now ... and that is triggering an old pain. Why do you think that is, Mac?”

McLogan looked at him. He knew what the words should be. Kay and Allison. That was obvious. But why would their death bring back childhood memories?

“I know. I know. Kay and Allison,” he finally blurted out. “I get it. But wasn’t that pain always there? The cause of the original pain? This stuff, the drinking, and the craziness was 30 years ago. I thought it was dead and buried. So why now? Why is it messing me up now?”

“Why not now?”

McLogan laughed. A little nervous but almost spontaneous. “That’s not an answer.”

Reinhardt’s turn to laugh. Somewhat legitimate, with a warm smile. “Of course it is. Is there some reason you think you are immune to feelings? That pain shouldn’t reach you? Of course not. You can feel the hurt. You are human, not superhuman. But it feels strange to you because you never let yourself feel it before. Not only is it painful, but it’s new. It’s unusual for you in two ways.”

McLogan saw where Reinhardt was headed; it surprised him. “You’re telling me I repressed?”

The smile. No stare this time.

“I’m not telling you anything. That’s what you are describing. You’re telling me that you couldn’t show anger, disappointment, or hurt over how your family was when you were young. It wasn’t allowed. It was inappropriate behavior that you, Drew McLogan, were not allowed to act out.”

Reinhardt continued: “Mac, let me go against what I just said I wouldn’t do – tell you something. Depressed people don’t feel pain. The fact that you are feeling again is a positive sign.”

McLogan nodded. “So that’s a good thing, right?” he asked.

“Absolutely,” Reinhardt said.

Then, jumping back to the other topic, McLogan asked, “So, why didn’t I act out back then? Why didn’t I explode? Didn’t I think what he was doing was wrong?”

“Did you?”

McLogan smiled and looked at the Wyeth print on the side wall. April Wind. A solitary man in his tattered coat sitting on a fallen log. How appropriate. The room’s poor lighting gave it a subdued appearance. The print grew fuzzy, but the sudden image of the small, curly-haired boy grew clearer. He wanted to reach out and grab the boy, hug him, and protect him from ... from what?

“I know now that it was wrong ... and I think I knew then that it was wrong. I think I did ... unless I’m just assuming now that back then, I felt that way. I’m not certain.”

“Well, let’s assume that you knew it was wrong. I presume that you did.” Pause. “What did you do about it?”

The focus grew clearer still. The little boy was sitting alone on an empty porch. “I always tried to fix things so that it wouldn’t be an issue, no one would talk about it, and everything would be okay.

“I thought I was the Band-Aid, the fixer. I don’t know if I was, but I tried to be. Pretty fucked up, yes?”

“At 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10? You were fixing things for the entire family at that age?”

It sounded ridiculous to McLogan. “I always tried to. Not certain I had a very good batting average.”

“Wasn’t that an awful lot to ask of a child?”

“Yes.” McLogan needed clarification. Of course, it was. “I wasn’t asked to do it. I took it upon myself. It’s not like I was recruited, you know.”

“I do know,” Reinhardt said. “I do. But no one adjusted their behavior – his drinking, her enabling – so you and your siblings could be little kids? The adjustments had to be made by you, not by the adults?”

McLogan saw the little boy again. The anger began to build within him. He suddenly felt furious. He had the sense, the panicky feeling, that he had to reach out and embrace the curly-haired little boy. That he had to protect him.

Reinhardt was watching him.

“You know, it was a different time,” he said. “I don’t think they knew how to fix things.”

There was a momentary pause before McLogan spoke again. “You know, I regularly see this little boy sitting on the floor a few feet away ... who needs help,” he said, looking at the Wyeth before panning back. “I feel drawn to him.”

Reinhardt didn’t seem surprised. “Is it you, Mac?”

McLogan looked at Reinhardt and considered the question. He didn’t know if he was the little boy, but he wasn’t sure he was not. Play for time, he said to himself. This one’s important.

“I don’t know if the little boy is me,” he said finally. “I’d like to know, though.” A truthful answer, as far as he could determine.

Reinhardt smiled. And stared.
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Maalox and Tears

By the time McLogan had gotten out of Menagh’s parking lot, he knew he was panicking. So he continued walking, zipping up his jacket tightly against his neck to protect against the strong winter winds that had moved in the late afternoon. Over to Colonial Boulevard, Morristown’s shopping district, with wide sidewalks and, until recently, ample parking. Today, however, the street was close to empty.

It was still early afternoon, but most stores’ activity was pretty slow, except for a Rite-Aid pharmacy two stores in from the corner. McLogan went in. A half dozen or so shoppers were inside. Soft-rock music was being piped in. A teenage boy was behind the counter at the front of the store. He was biting the fingernails on his left hand as he held a Rolling Stone magazine in his right hand. Edie Brickell was on the cover, and he was reading it intensely. He looked up as McLogan walked over.

“Need help?”

McLogan hesitated. He wasn’t sure why he was in the store. Finally: “Uh, yes, I need to buy some Maalox tablets and liquid.” Sure, why not? His stomach hurt. Not as much as his side, and now his neck, but he knew he couldn’t buy muscle relaxants over the counter.

The boy pointed to the right. “Second aisle. About halfway down.”

McLogan walked over and grabbed the largest bottle and box. He returned to the register, handed the boy a twenty, and got his change.

Forgetting to put the change in his pocket, he absent-mindedly said, “You don’t know where I could get a bike, do you?”

The boy looked at him. “You mean like a stationary bike, an exercise bike? We can order you one – to rent, right? – but it’ll take a week or more.”

McLogan was tempted to laugh. But his embarrassment at asking the question in the first place and the other emotions he had felt today made laughter impossible. He had no choice but to proceed.

“No, no. A real bike. A bicycle. You know, like a Trek.”

“Oh, a bicycle. You want to buy a bicycle?”

“Yeah. And I am asking a kid in a pharmacy. Brilliant, right?”

McLogan paused.

The kid stared.

“Actually, I don’t need to buy one right now. I could buy one tomorrow. I need one to ride right now, you know, like rent. For a couple of hours.”

The boy wasn’t catching on. Maybe there was nothing to catch onto?

“What I’m trying to say, but it’s not coming through, is, You wouldn’t happen to have a bike here, like your own? You didn’t ride a bike to work, did you?”

The boy straightened up and glared at McLogan. He appeared offended.

“Mister, I’m 17 years old. I don’t ride bikes anymore. You see that Charger out there? The black one?” He turned his right shoulder toward the pane-glass window and pointed to the street.

“That’s mine. That’s how I get to work.”

McLogan finally put his change in his pocket and tucked the bag of Maalox into his coat pocket. “Well, it was worth a shot.”

“What was?” he heard the boy ask as he went out the exit.

Back outside, McLogan realized that he would have to figure things out right here and now, never mind anything else. Never mind riding a bike. He’ll find a bike shop later. Renting one won’t be a problem. And never mind wishing he were walking the dunes.

He sat on the bus stop bench in front of the Rite-Aid parking lot and began thinking about the past few days.

First of all, there was this matter with Stan. He felt a burning desire to understand the last night’s particulars and how they might have affected Stan. Why would Stan ask me for help? I need to find out.

That settled that issue. McLogan realized he wouldn’t be leaving Morristown until he had answers. He wasn’t certain what that would involve. He wasn’t sure how long that would take. He wasn’t certain why he seemed so willing to take on the job.

But he knew he had to do it. And now that he knew he would be staying, now that he knew he would be helping Stan, he felt better. He felt better about himself, about Stan, about that lady who got killed.

The second issue was more straightforward. McLogan had not intended to be away from the Cape for more than a few days, and the 30 hours or so he had been here in Morristown already seemed like a month. He needed to get to a meeting, an ACOA meeting, in the next couple of days. The cramps in his side told him that earlier in the day. The sore muscles in his neck reiterated the point. What he needed to do, then, was call Fred Hellstrom, who ran the local Adult Children of Alcoholics group in Yarmouth. Not only would he be good to talk with, but he’d also be able to help McLogan, tell him where he could find a group down here. That’s what he’d do; he’d call Fred.

McLogan sat back on the bench and sighed. Good, two problems up, two issues down. I’ll call Fred and find a group down here.

McLogan smiled. He felt good. He had worked things out.

He stood up, paused for a second, walked alongside the bench, sat on the ground, and cried like a baby.
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Before Diane, Mae

Since she first encountered him, Erin had always known when Er would appear. She would feel the physical and mental changes taking place for several days before she could see Er and talk with him. She would feel Er spreading throughout her body. She would experience the tightness of the tunnel, the allure of the beacon. And she would know that Er soon would appear. And they would be together.

And Er would give her the direction that she needed.

Recently, however, she didn’t always have those feelings before Er appeared. The expectation and the sense of warmth no longer preceded Er’s arrival. Er sometimes would appear, regardless of where or what she was doing. Er would be there, sometimes with the beacon, sometimes without, and he’d want to help her to “make the situation right” for others.

It was challenging, though, with Diane Flatley. She tried to explain to Er that Doug, the husband, was home and that they couldn’t easily go into the big house – and Er said she was right, they should wait.

Once, after seeing the husband drive away late at night, she and Er got out of the warmth of her car, which she had parked down the street, and walked toward the house. However, before they reached the front door, the husband’s car pulled back into the driveway, and they had to hide behind the shrubbery. She wondered if they should go in anyway, but Er said, No, the husband didn’t need to know the secret.

But then, two nights ago, they saw the husband leave, slamming the door behind him.

They quickly approached the house. They knocked on the door, and Diane let them in. Diane knew Erin and had seen her before. She said her husband wasn’t home. Erin already knew that but did not tell her. Erin said she had a favor to ask, and Diane asked her to come in. It was very natural. Diane said she would be right back; she needed to turn off the radio upstairs... it was very loud. When she left the living room, Er told Erin it was time. They quickly lit the six candles, their new beacon, the one they were bringing to this house. Then, after intentionally tipping over the chair, they went upstairs.

It had been easier the first time, in Tennessee, when they visited Mae Lonergan. Mae was alone; her family was all dead, and she lived on her own. New to Memphis, she knew few people. Mae did not even know Erin, but Erin told her she was visiting Tennessee from Morristown and that they knew some of the same people. Mae invited Erin into the house.

Now, she was providing the truth to Diane. She saw her face, and she saw her pain. Erin was surprised. She didn’t want Diane to have pain. She wanted Diane to learn the secret.

But then Erin saw Diane change, and her facial expression stopped expressing pain. She knew Diane had risen above, and she knew Diane was learning the secret.

Erin had done well for a second time.

Mae Lonergan.

Now Diane Flatley.

Er soon would want another name. That was the role that Er had given her. To find those who needed to know the secret.

She had a way of finding out the names of those who needed Er’s secrets. She already had found another name to tell Er, to satisfy Er’s needs. The person had been identified.

Kenny Tobin.
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Calling the Cape

When McLogan worked at CBS, he always considered himself a morning person. And that was a problem because not many others in TV news were morning people, including those lost souls who somehow managed to drag themselves out of bed in the middle of the night to work for the wake-up shows. In a business where lunch often was the first significant business decision of the day, McLogan’s early morning arrival and frenetic a.m. pace was the exception to the rule.

The same rush passed through him the morning after Stan’s death. It was a feeling of urgency, a sense of motion within, bolstered by an adrenaline-aided strength he had not felt in a year. It felt good, McLogan realized, because it blocked out his other feelings.

After a long hot shower, he went downstairs to Kaminsky’s kitchen, toasted an English muffin (which he had bought the day before on his way back from the Rite-Aid), drank two cups of coffee, and watched the Today show. He then telephoned Yarmouth, where he knew Hellstrom would still be at home because he only managed to get to his carpet store after 11 a.m., especially in the winter.

McLogan was looking forward to talking with Hellstrom, to whom he had immediately taken a liking when he met him at his first ACOA meeting seven months earlier. When McLogan hesitated in the hallway of the Community Center that first night, Hellstrom immediately came over and asked if McLogan was there for the meeting. When McLogan said, “Yes, but this is my first, and I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do,” Hellstrom smiled, said, “Sit next to me,” and walked McLogan into the meeting room.

After the meeting broke up that night at 9:45 p.m., Hellstrom and McLogan went out for coffee and a piece of pie at The Pancake Man on 28. They sat there and talked for another hour. McLogan guardedly discussed his difficulties – his anger and overwhelming feelings of isolation, his hollowness after losing Kay and Allison, and his decision to leave CBS and move to the Cape. Hellstrom, his whole face flushed at the cheeks, openly telling a story of a dysfunctional family life filled with abuse.

Each man shared at a different pace, Hellstrom eagerly, McLogan suspiciously, but the conversation moved along nicely. Since that evening, the two had become close friends but never again opened up to one another as they had that first night. But that was okay; they had once, they knew they didn’t need to again. Neither one said that, but they each knew.

McLogan liked that about his relationship with Hellstrom.

Now Hellstrom’s phone was ringing, and McLogan was standing in the kitchen in the same spot where he had been only a day earlier, talking to Kaminsky. The second ring. The third.

“Hello?”

Hearing his voice, McLogan could suddenly see Hellstrom holding his phone, hitching up his brown slacks, and cracking the index finger on his left hand with his thumb. He knew he was pacing around the kitchen as he talked. It caused him to smile.

“Freddie? It’s McLogan. How are you?”

“Mac, I’m fine. Are you back or still in New York?”

McLogan hesitated. Sadness.

“No, I’m still down here.”

Details. I don’t want to go into details.

“Actually, I’m in New Jersey. You know, where that police chief friend of mine lives.”

“Good, it’s probably really nice out that way. Much snow?”

“No. No, it’s fine.” Impatience already setting in. “Listen, Fred, I will be in New Jersey for a while. Some stuff is going on that I have to take care of.”

McLogan could sense that Hellstrom had stopped and was now standing still. I could have said it a better way than some stuff.

“Mac, what’s going on? You okay?” Inquisitive.

“Yeah, I’m fine. But it will take some time, and I’d like to know where ACOA runs meetings down here. Just in case, you know? I don’t know how long I’ll be here and want to know where to go. You know, if I need to. That’s the smart thing, right?”

Hellstrom heard the words and a lot more. That was one of his strengths.

“Yes, absolutely the smart thing. Glad to hear you say it.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“Well, I don’t know. You should call AA or the local hospital; they’ll have a list.” Pause. Voice change. “Why don’t you do that right away, Mac, okay? Yeah, I think you’ve got a good idea there. Call them right away and find out when ACOA runs a meeting.”

He knows, McLogan thought. Hellstrom knows.

McLogan was pacing now. He wondered if this call had been a mistake.

“I will, Fred. I will.” McLogan wanted to get off now. “Listen, I’ll call you in a couple of days and let you know what I’m doing, okay?”

“Yeah, good. Mac?” Hellstrom wouldn’t let him go.

“Yes?”

“Make sure you call.” It was an order.

“I will,” McLogan said, then added: “I promise.”

“Good,” Hellstrom said. “You have to look after yourself.”

They hung up.

As McLogan was dialing 4-1-1, he thought again of Hellstrom. He had wondered if he could fool him or if he would sound fine.

He knew now that he had failed.

As usual.
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Stephanie

Stephanie Kaminsky Dowell entered Terminal A at Newark International Airport wearing the mainstay of mourning travelers: sunglasses.

“Stephanie,” Father Chris said as he saw her pass through the gate door. He took two steps in her direction, then stopped. “Stephanie,” he called again, awkwardly waving his right arm. “Steph, I’m over here.”

Steph was a step, a significant step, into the past. She was now 28, but Father Chris had known Stan and Margaret Kaminsky’s only child since she was 15 and a sophomore at St. Elizabeth’s Academy. She had been very active in CYO functions at church, and Father Chris had grown quite fond of the maturing teenager. Looking at the grown woman now – the mother of two herself – Father Chris remembered a graduation party held outside in Stan’s too-small backyard, officiating at her marriage to William Dowell just before her senior year at Syracuse, and Stephanie’s composure and demeanor at her own mother’s funeral. Although Father Chris had seen similar examples with others, Stephanie’s assumption of the role of a female head of the family at Margaret’s funeral had made a significant impression on the priest.

Father Chris had seen Stephanie only once in recent years when she, William, and their two children stopped in to see Stan on their way to Hilton Head from Syracuse. Looking at her now – walking toward him, a sad, solemn smile acknowledging his call to her – Father Chris was taken by how much she reminded him of Stan. Her confident gait and attention-focusing confidence made her a younger, prettier female version of Stan Kaminsky.

“Oh, Father Chris, how are you?” Stephanie said softly, wrapping her arms tightly across the priest’s back as she squeezed with all her might. “It is so nice to see you, to have you here waiting for me, seeing your face. It means so much.”

Father Chris returned the hug and stepped back two steps to look at Stephanie. Although three feet separated the two, their hands remained tightly clasped. Father Chris was surprised by how cold her hands were, like ice. Her cheeks, showing beneath the oversized sunglasses, were red, appearing even brighter than they probably were in contrast with her long blond hair, which framed her face.

“I’m sorry about this, Steph,” the priest said, staring into the sad eyes that he knew were hidden behind the glasses. “I’m so sorry. Stan meant so much to all of us here; you know that. Our sense of loss, although far less than yours, dear, is great.”

He squeezed her hands; she squeezed back. For a moment, Father Chris wondered if she was crying behind the dark glasses.

“Thank you, Father, that means a great deal.” She paused. “Father, can we go to the funeral home before we go home? I’d like to see my father.”

“Yes,” Father Chris said, putting his arm around her shoulder. “We can go right now. I’ll take you home afterward.”

“Thank you,” she said.

~~~
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THE DRIVE TO MENAGH’S began with some small talk but rapidly transitioned to Stephanie peppering Father Chris with a series of questions, many of which were focused on whether her father’s health – before his death – had provided any indications that he was having heart issues. Father Chris said he didn’t know but quickly added that he saw Kaminsky around town at least once a week and hadn’t noticed any problems.

“He looked absolutely fine to me, Steph, full of energy – like always – and a big smile. But I don’t know how he might have been feeling. We didn’t talk about things like that. I’m sure you can check with his doctor, and I believe the department requires a pretty good physical once a year.”

She pressed on. “Who found him?”

“Well, as I understand it, it was Sergeant Henderson, Ayanna Henderson. You might have met her at some point,” Father Chris said. “She’s probably the most competent officer on the force ... a former attorney. Stan always seemed to have her at his side.”

“Yes, I did meet her. I thought she was great. And he told me about her and praised her endlessly. That must have been difficult for her, but I like that she was the one. Dad probably would have wanted her to be the one.”

“I agree,” Father Chris said. “Kind of a nice appropriateness to it.”

“Yes,” Stephanie said, then smiled. “Certainly more appropriate than dying at a desk in the middle of the night after a career in the Marine Corps and as a police officer.”

Stephanie reached over and tapped Father Chris’ arm. “You aren’t going to give me the ‘it-all-make-sense-from-a-religious-standpoint’ story, are you? Please don’t. At least not today.”

He laughed. “You mean, the ‘God-has-plans-for-him’ one or the one where I tell you God doesn’t give you challenges you can’t handle?” he said.

“None of them, please,” she said, remaining somewhat playful. “Save them for a few days. You’ve got a service to do. You can use them then.”
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Tasks

The call to Hellstrom was complete; McLogan had only two more tasks. First, he wanted to get together with the minister, Reverend Marshall; Henderson had told him that Kaminsky and Marshall had a rather lengthy discussion at the Flatley house.

McLogan wondered if Marshall had been helpful.

“Yeah, probably more than he knows,” Henderson had said. She didn’t elaborate.

McLogan was intrigued enough by that comment alone. So, he had called up the minister, introduced himself as a former 60 Minutes producer now working as a freelance writer, and asked if they could get together to discuss Diane Flatley and the “terrible circumstances surrounding her death.”

Marshall had a fascinating ability to be cautious and arrogant in his responses.

“Tell me, Mr. McLogan, what is your interest in Diane and Morristown? I’m not sure that I understand,” Marshall asked. “Aren’t you venturing pretty far afield? How do you even know about this matter? And so quickly ... in just two days. That seems incredibly inappropriate.”

McLogan was trying hard not to dislike Marshall immediately. “Oh, probably so, sir, but you see, inappropriate kind of follows me around,” he said. “Oh, and I was staying with Stan Kaminsky when it happened. I was with him earlier in the evening before you met him on McDougall Street.”

“Were you?”

“Yes.” Leaving it at that.

“I see.”

McLogan wasn’t sure of that statement. I see what?

And then Marshall quickly asked: “Did he tell you anything about our conversation?”

He was surprised by Marshall’s quick response. So, he decided to poke the bear a bit. “Now, you seem to be wandering pretty far afield, sir. I never said anything about your conversation. Why do you bring it up?”

“Well, Mr. McLogan, I would be quite surprised if Stan shared the conversation with you. I don’t see how this pertains to you. In fact, I’m confident that it does not.

There was a sound as if he had switched the phone from one ear to another.

“It doesn’t pertain to me, Reverend Marshall. You’re right. I’m not asking questions for my edification. I don’t particularly care or need to know. My goal is to get some answers so that residents of this town can understand what is happening in their hometown.”

“Now, Mr. McLogan, my schedule is quite tight, and I’m obviously working on a particularly sensitive sermon this week, and then there’s the service for Diane. Nevertheless, since you were Stan’s friend, I will try to talk with you, however brief it might have to be. When did you wish to get together?”

“This afternoon, Reverend Marshall ... if you can squeeze it in.”

Marshall’s response was not surprising ... and then it was. “That would be very difficult, almost impossible, you see. Just a moment, I suppose we could meet at 3:30, briefly, if that is convenient for you.”

McLogan had said, That’s fine, hung up, and got out of the house and away from the phone before Marshall could change his mind.
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Laurel

With three hours or so to kill, McLogan decided to search for a place to get something to eat. Choices were plentiful, although they could have been more appealing. Driving along Route 10 in Kaminsky’s old Dasher, he began rejecting all the obvious ones: McDonald’s. Burger King. Wendy’s. The Bennigans appeared ahead on his left, and he briefly considered putting on the turn signal.

And then rejected the idea. That wasn’t going to work.

McLogan took the next exit off 10, South Main, and turned right. Ahead of him on the left, set back a bit, was a bagel shop, Chesapeake Bagels. Big blue sign. He didn’t get the connection of Chesapeake to northern New Jersey but pulled in nevertheless.

The view behind the bagel shop was stunning, providing a wide-scale panorama of Morristown’s southern, most residential section. Colorful roofs, topped off by smoking chimneys, mixed nicely with patches of evergreen. In the deep background, just the far edges of a lake were visible, its shiny gray-white ice reflecting the midday sun. McLogan took it all in, thinking this must be pretty in the summer.

Entering the shop, McLogan found a short line for putting in orders. He mindlessly joined at the end. Within seconds, he noticed the tall woman immediately in front of him.

He was the most surprised person in the world when he spoke first and said: “Excuse me, this is my first time here. Does this line move pretty quickly?”

The woman turned and faced McLogan. He found it almost impossible not to stare. Five-foot-ten; reddish-blond hair; green eyes; smiling face. McLogan studied her, as best he could without being overly obvious, from the top of her head to the bottom of the black flats on her feet.

He had not dated – or even thought about it – since Kay passed. And he was astounded at the very idea that he might be on the verge of flirting if that was what he was doing.

“Yep,” she said, a bit of a smile pursing her lips. “It’s a bagel shop.”

Bang. McLogan wondered if he was blushing.

“Sorry, that was rude,” she said. Question answered: he must have been blushing. She continued: “First time here? Visiting? Business? Neither? Where are you from?”

The conversation was going to continue.

“Well, yes, I’m visiting from Cape Cod. I live in Dennisport ... actually, only for a short time. I also have a place in the city that I am closing down. I guess I’m really from the city.”

“City? What city? There’s a city on Cape Cod?”

McLogan laughed. “No, I mean Manhattan, as in New York City.”

“And you came all the way out here to get a bagel? You know that New York has much better bagels, right?” She smiled and turned a few more degrees toward McLogan.

McLogan grew even more interested and tried to match her humor or sarcasm. He wasn’t sure what it was, but he liked it.

“Yeah, but the Chesapeake concept won me over. Absolutely brilliant. Branding that is counterintuitive at best and makes no sense at worst.”

Her smile broadened.

“By the way,” he said. “I’m Mac.” I can’t believe what I’m doing.

“Hi, Mac,” she said. “Chesapeake Bagels welcomes you. I’m Laurel.”

He thought he needed to provide a little more. “I’m a writer. Used to be a TV producer. I’m starting to look into that murder that took place last night. You heard about it?”

Laurel nodded. “Would have been difficult not to.”

They reached the counter – Laurel carefully stepping backward and McLogan forward – and each gave their orders and moments later picked up their food. McLogan had entered the shop intending to take his food and eat in the car. But an awkward moment arrived as they got their food and turned away from the counter.

Laurel turned, nodded to McLogan, and headed to a small table. McLogan could not immediately determine whether it was a goodbye or follow-me-to-the-table nod. He momentarily paused in his tracks. But he then surprised himself once again with his next decision.

“Laurel, mind if I join you? Maybe we could talk a little bit about this area?”

She had reached a table and, with an open palm, seemed to indicate to McLogan to sit down. “The area? You mean, ‘Do I know anything about Diane Flatley?’” The big, knowing smile again.

McLogan sat down. “Not very smooth, huh? Well, yeah, here’s my situation.”

He told her about his friendship with Kaminsky and that he had come out for a visit, was staying at Stan’s house, and now was staying for a while because he had many questions and might write an article. The conversation came easily, and he and Laurel each talked a bit about themselves and where they were in their lives.

Laurel was a reasonably high-ranking product marketing professional with more than a decade of experience in two large pharma companies – Becton Dickinson and Johnson & Johnson. That followed Bachelor’s and Master’s degrees from formidable Kenyon College in Ohio and an internship working for six months for a state representative in Columbus.

Before Ohio, she had spent her life in Evanston, Illinois – just north of Chicago – where she was raised in a family headed by a high school teacher and an attorney. The town – and the high school – were among the most economically and racially diverse in the nation. She and her older sister Rachel, who ended up at Northwestern University and subsequently in northern California in the emerging technology sector, were serious, curious, and analytical students. Their leanings were liberal, befitting the views of their parents and the nature of growing up in Evanston.

Her parents were retired but still lived there. They were healthy, happy, and still very active – traveling a great deal and enjoying their lives. Rachel was just fine, too, married and flourishing professionally. Everyone spoke with and saw each other fairly frequently.

Laurel had recently started thinking about law school ... both Rutgers and Seton Hall presented interesting opportunities. She hadn’t resolved whether she should continue to work in pharma and attend law school at night or “go for it” and go to law school full time and forget about work. She could do it. She had done well at work and had the means.

Socially, she hadn’t had a serious or successful relationship since college. There had been some short-term ones; they weren’t failures, they didn’t seem to have potential.

And she also had one with Chase Mannion when she was 30, which quickly turned toxic. They met at her first job at Becton Dickinson, and Chase, at the outset, was charming, charismatic, and, she thought, quite magnetic. Cracks in his façade emerged pretty rapidly, however, uncovering an incredibly misogynistic and controlling nature ... which immediately concerned and ultimately frightened her.

It started subtly with comments and observations – which Chase characterized as jokes – that belittled Laurel, her intellect, and her abilities. At first, she brushed them off, not wanting to jump to conclusions and attributing them to misunderstandings or moments of stress. But as the frequency and intensity escalated, Laurel was smart enough to realize she was already feeling punchy and emotionally battered.

And, before she knew it, she was trapped, as well.

The tipping point for Laurel was when Chase’s toxic behavior bled into their professional lives. He would attempt to undermine Laurel’s work contributions – not in meetings, but in their one-on-one conversations – and diminish her achievements. This, even though they worked in very different areas of the company.

One morning, on the way to work, Laurel recognized she had two choices: end the budding relationship or become a victim. She quickly chose the former and put an end to it that day.

She immediately felt as if she had extricated herself from the situation with no permanent scars, and it was just another learning experience to put in her past.

And now she was avoiding complications as she figured out what was next.

The more she opened up, the more McLogan found himself opening up. He told her about CBS and his childhood, and then – out of nowhere – he found himself telling her about Kay and Allison.

It was easy. Surprisingly easy. Throughout the conversation, McLogan was focused on her face. It was radiant and alive. She frequently turned her head slightly to the right and looked back at him, her large green eyes peering at him from an angle.

As they said goodbye, Mac leaned in closer, his eyes sparkling. “It was nice meeting you, Laurel,” he said. “Maybe we can do this again sometime?”

“Sure,” she said, smiling, handing him her business card, but first adding her home phone number. “I’d like that. And Chesapeake Bagels thanks you.”

McLogan laughed ... for the hundredth time that hour.

It felt good to do so.
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McLogan, Emergent

As McLogan told Reinhardt, he was the would-be fixer as a kid growing up in Danbury.

One time, when his younger sister Susan – with whom he shared a room – lost a tooth at bedtime but didn’t tell their parents, McLogan worried that the absence of money under her pillow in the morning might destroy the Easter Bunny concept. So, he got up in the middle of the night, got a special silver dollar – a gift – from his little treasure chest bank, and placed it under her pillow as she slept.

He replaced the silver dollar in his bank with her tooth.

There also were times when he could do nothing to smooth over a situation, one instance being the late Saturday afternoon when he and his father inexplicitly were headed to a neighboring town to go to the movies together.

John McLogan was already drunk but driving anyway. About halfway to the movies, their Rambler drove through a residential neighborhood. It was a quiet afternoon, and a family – parents and children – on the left was out in the front yard with their dog. Suddenly, the dog ran toward – and then in front of – the car. Drew (he didn’t become Mac until ninth grade) wasn’t sure whether his father saw the dog. What he was sure of, however, was the sound of the impact and the startling bump as the car’s tires rolled over the animal.

His father didn’t stop, and the dead dog was left in the street in full view of the family, including the small children.

John and Drew continued to the movies, and the incident was never mentioned.

~~~
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DREW ALSO TRIED TO make birthdays and holidays into special days.

They seldom were, however.

But young Drew, his undaunted faith in his parents still strong despite years of disappointment, never veered from his efforts or changed his youthful enthusiasm. When his birthday was coming up, or that of his older brother Danny or sister Susan, Drew would feel excitement and anticipation overtake his emotions a couple of weeks before the event. He imagined grand parties attended by all their best friends in Danbury, their cousins from New York State, and even some adult friends of his parents. He envisioned a large stack of presents, all wrapped colorfully, decorating his family’s front room and kitchen. He imagined an endless stream of smiling faces jauntily bouncing up his front stoop, knocking on his front door, and eagerly entering his house, each dressed in their best party outfit.

Drew knew exactly what to expect. His mom, dressed in a brightly colored dress, would be in charge. She would know just how to run such special parties. When to stop playing the games. When to go outside to run around. When to come back in... to cut the cake. When to smile and say, Kids, easy, does it, we’re getting a little too loud.

Drew’s dad would have a different role. His dad would sit in the old green corduroy chair off to the right side of the front room and watch – review would have been a more descriptive term had Drew known it – the party developing in front of him. He would nod and half-smile, say, That was a close one, when the music stopped, and the mad rush for too few chairs eliminated disappointed party-goers from Musical Chairs. He would say, Drew, we’ll put that together tonight, if one of Drew’s presents was a model airplane that needed assembling.

That’s how the parties would be; Drew knew if there had been any. But there never were, none to speak of, that involved his mom and dad. Still, Drew would expect them – await them, even – only to be disappointed when nothing developed.

~~~
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THERE WAS ONE BIRTHDAY, however, that stuck in Drew’s mind for years to come. It was the time in 1960 when his father turned 40. John, a foreman in the felt mill downtown, would regularly stop off at Ted Jezik’s beer joint on Fourth for a couple on the way home. More often than not, a couple to John constituted five or six Blatz’ with Fleishman chasers. John would get home at about six o’clock; his upper lip turned slightly in a menacing snarl, and his dark hair, usually combed straight back, in a curl on his forehead.

John McLogan would pull his car into the driveway and touch off hectic activity inside the house. Susan would head for her bedroom, sit at her desk, and bury her face in her schoolbooks in anticipation of John’s entrance. Danny, 17 months older than Drew, wasn’t as clever. He generally stayed in the front room, watching TV, or retreated to the kitchen, where his mother was doing her best to lose herself in refilling the salt and pepper shakers.

The sound of John McLogan’s old Rambler in the driveway also stimulated Drew, but not as it did Susan, Danny, or even Helen. Although Drew always knew what was coming through the front door at six o’clock, he awaited his father’s arrival with enthusiastic trust and anticipation.

So it was that on the night of John McLogan’s 40th birthday, the McLogan household was not surprised when six o’clock came, and John was not yet home. At 6:30, with John still not home, Helen said, Let’s eat; we aren’t going to wait any longer. Helen, Susan, Danny, and Drew sat at the oval kitchen set, which was set up in the back right corner of the front room, and began to pass the platter of pork chops (John’s favorite) and the serving bowls filled with peas-and-carrots and applesauce. As the platter reached Drew, the 11-year-old quickly surveyed the chops, picked off a medium-sized piece, and set the platter – which still held the two largest chops – near the place setting for his father.

A car pulled into the driveway. Drew glanced into the kitchen at the yellow Westclox on the wall. It read 6:48. Drew glanced back at his mother, who lifted the napkin from her lap, said she forgot to put out the bread, and rushed into the kitchen. Susan stared at her plate as she cut her pork chop into tiny pieces. Danny reached for the milk bottle to refill his glass.

Drew turned in his chair, sliding slightly on his left hip to look more directly at the door his father would be coming through at any minute. The door opened, and Drew turned a little more ... at first, he couldn’t figure out what was wrong. Charlie Brocetti, coming through my front door? Why’s Mr. Brocetti coming into the house? Where’s Dad?

Brocetti, a slightly built bachelor in his mid-forties, stepped into the front room, looked over at the oval table, and reached back to hold the screen door open. Drew continued to watch as his father slowly side-stepped into the house, his left arm reaching out for Brocetti’s shoulder, his right arm extended back where Ralph Sullivan, a local real estate salesman, held it firmly just above the elbow.

Neither Brocetti nor Sullivan spoke as Brocetti quickly set John McLogan’s key chain and car keys on the doily covering the dark mahogany end table by the door. Task one was complete; they finished number two: guiding John to the green corduroy chair and down into it.

With Helen still in the kitchen, getting bread, Susan staring at her pork chops, and Danny twirling the milk bottle on the table, Brocetti and Sullivan looked over at Drew, and Brocetti said, “Your Dad’s car is in the driveway, Drew. Tell your mom, Okay?”

Drew nodded, staring back.

Sullivan said, “Your dad celebrated his birthday; that’s all that happened.” Looking at Drew, sensing a need to say more. “Drew, the guys down at Jezik’s love your dad. All of them. They think he’s great. Listen, you should be proud of him, as popular as he is, as many friends as he has.”

At that moment, Helen returned from the kitchen, set out a basket of six slices of Wonder Bread on the oval table, and looked past Drew. Her steely eyes focused on Sullivan and Brocetti. Sullivan immediately turned to leave, Brocetti hesitating to look at Helen, then over at John, and finally back at Drew.

“I have to go now,” he said, looking back at Helen as he gently tapped John’s slumped right shoulder. He then quickly walked out the door.

Drew looked over at his mom, who sat down at her place and resumed her meal, and then he focused back on his dad, who sat slumped and heavy-lidded in his chair. Thoughts and feelings quickly raced through Drew’s mind:

Happy fortieth birthday, Dad. Did you have a good day on your birthday, Dad? We were waiting for you to come home, Dad. I didn’t have enough money for a present, Dad, but I made you this card. And how about breakfast in bed on Saturday?

No, none of those were what Drew wanted to say to John McLogan. Those were just thoughts. Not feelings. Drew wanted to say this: Dad, why do you like to go to Jezik’s instead of being with us? Why, Dad?

Drew looked at his father and glanced at his mother, Susan, and Danny. He could ask the question now, but, as usual, he didn’t. Drew got up from his chair, walked past his father, and entered his room. He closed the door so he didn’t have to see out.
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Marshall-ing

Three-thirty on the dot. McLogan’s fist gently tapped on the closed door to Marshall’s office. The “yes” from behind the door sounded pleasant and even inviting. McLogan pushed the door open.

Marshall’s office was as expected: dark paneling, beige drapes, overstocked bookshelves, inspirational, possibly even autographed photos, and a sizeable cluttered desk.

He noticed multiple photos of Marshall with what seemed to be his wife. He also saw several of a youngish family with two small children. Every other photo appeared to be non-personal.

McLogan thought the room looked warm, cozy, and somewhat inviting.

He was about to find out.

Stepping in, McLogan extended his hand. “Reverend Marshall? Hello, I’m Drew McLogan. I called you this morning?”

Marshall stood up, met McLogan’s hand with his own, and gave a firm handshake. Silver hair. Very distinctive face. He wore gray slacks, a blue dress shirt with a white collar, and a burgundy tie.

“Yes, Mr. McLogan,” he said, a toothy smile overtaking his mouth. “How are you? Come in, sit down – right there, yes, that’s fine – can I take your jacket?”

McLogan plopped down in the visitor’s chair directly across the desk from Marshall’s high-backed chair. “No. Thank you, anyway. I won’t be that long. I don’t want to take up your time; you said you were very busy.”

“Yes. I am. So much to do.”

He leaned forward in the chair but was careful not to touch the minister’s desk. “So, I’ll be quick about this, Reverend Marshall. As I told you, I was staying with Stan Kaminsky as his house guest. We are ... were ... long-time and very close friends.”

Marshall sat back in his chair, his hands coming together before him on his desk. He nodded.

McLogan continued.

“In fact, we were together two nights ago when he got the radio call to go to ... ah, McDougall Street? ... As I told you on the phone, we had just had dinner, and when he left to go there, I went to his house.”

Another nod, with just as much sincerity as the first one. McLogan had the sense that the minister was studying him.

“And you’ve been staying at his home ever since?”

“That’s right. I’ve stayed there before when Margaret passed.” Now, it was McLogan’s turn to nod. And study.

“Mr. McLogan, why do you need to talk with me now? You mentioned that you are a writer. Forgive me, but you aren’t going to write an article about this tragic killing?”

“Right now, Reverend Marshall, I’m just trying to obtain some information, that’s all. If it develops into an article, that’s still to be determined.”

Marshall sighed. “I hope with all my heart that it doesn’t, and I don’t mean to insult you. But the people of this town have been through two terrible ordeals – Diane’s killing and then Stan’s passing. I can’t see where splashing it across the pages of a newspaper would do any good for anyone.”

“My intent, Reverend Marshall, would not be to hurt anyone. Splashing isn’t exactly my style.”

“I’m sure it isn’t and wouldn’t be. But good intentions don’t always prevent bad results.”

McLogan stood slowly so as not to appear impatient.

“That’s true, sir. Unfortunately, every day, everywhere,” McLogan said. “In any case, could I have just a few more minutes of your time?”

A rhetorical question. He pressed on.

“I understand you were very helpful to Stan during your talk.”

He sat back down.

“And I’m also from out of town, so I would appreciate any background information you could tell me. I am a stranger here.”

Marshall appeared uncertain. “I’ll tell you what I can, although I’m not certain what your interest is.”

“The people, sir. I’m interested in the people.”
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