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            PROLOGUE

          

          SANDY POINT, CAPE COD

        

      

    

    
      SEPTEMBER 8, 1970

      TUESDAY

      Anthony Medeiros wore a wide grin as he marked off his calendar with a red “X.” It was finally here — the day after Labor Day. The 70-year-old retired history teacher giggled like a child on Christmas as he gathered his fishing gear. As clichéd as it sounded to Anthony and all the other locals of Sandy Point, the day after Labor Day was Christmas.

      “Pointers,” as they were known, could finally reclaim their town, and that meant Anthony could also reclaim his favorite jetty and pull in a few keepers before bass season ended.

      Yes, the idiots are gone, he grinned, tossing a dozen thawed-out silver pogies into his bait bucket.

      Sandy Point was two towns: summer and winter. The summer town would appear and balloon moments after the last school bell rang on a sticky, June afternoon. That balloon hovered over the Pointers for a couple of months and finally popped when the Sunday papers arrived with those glossy back-to-school circulars.

      Time to pack up the car, idiots!

      He opened the screen door with his back while balancing his pole, tackle box, and bucket. His crooked frame paused for a minute, savoring the warmth from the early evening sun falling on his shoulders.

      He chuckled lightly.

      They probably thought that Sandy Point turned to ice the day after Labor Day.

      They were the “summer people,” the idiots. There were all types of summer people and the locals secretly hated most of them. Sure, Pointers smiled when confused tourists asked questions like, “Where’s the bridge to Martha’s Vineyard?” Or mimicked, “Where can I get some good chowdah?”

      As painful as it was to offer those smiles, there was a reason to give them. Tourists loved handing over lots of green paper in Sandy Point. They’d hand it over for anything with Cape Cod stamped on it, even recycled Coke bottles filled with sand. That’s why the locals put up with the tourists, and ironically, it wasn’t their departure that was privately celebrated. At least their dollars lined the Pointers’ pockets, keeping them warm during the sweater months.

      Anthony whistled no particular tune as he headed for Sea Glass Beach. It would take him ten minutes, and as he strolled along, he thought of the other types of Summer People — the homeowners. They were the ones he was happy to see go. They didn’t care about preserving the natural beauty of the landscape. Instead, they made The Point their summer sandbox, kicking up that sand with crane scoops and bulldozers so they could build their monstrosities. He knew if they continued to mold their Sandy Point castles, in twenty years, his town would just be another bustling suburb.

      No regard for nature.

      They didn’t care what they were doing to the Cape, and to Anthony, they only summered in Sandy Point for material to chirp about at holiday cocktail parties up in the city.

      There were three types of homeowners: The WASPS, the Jews, and the Irish.

      The first two were from the money suburbs of Boston — Wellesley, Weston, and Newton. Every summer day was always the same routine for those women. They packed coolers with turkey sandwiches and Cokes for the kids — TaB soda and chicken salad for themselves. They’d meet around nine to stake their beach chair camp.

      Swimming lessons for the kids while the tribe of sun worshippers settled in for the long day ahead. For the next seven hours, the tribe dug their feet into the sand, soaked up the sun while the kids ran wild. The young ones snapped towels at one another and raced for the ice cream man, while the bored teenagers harassed the lifeguard about his penis size until he’d finally storm over to the circle of chairs for help. But the worshippers either thought their kids were “cute,” or they were too busy gossiping about the unfortunate tribal member who hadn’t made it to the beach. Usually, they wouldn’t even glance up at the angry lifeguard. Instead, they’d keep their eyes closed, faces poised to the heavens, each one secretly hoping the Sun God would bless them with those extra rays, so they would glow brighter at that night’s barbecue.

      What the hell were they all thinking? Another five minutes and I’ll be at an empty beach without any of them there. How could they live their lives like that? Playing a role.

      Anthony thought about the men and their routine, which he found just as pathetic. A Bloody Mary with breakfast, 18 holes, a business deal, and a quick stop at the 19th allowing just enough time for an early evening dip before the neighborhood cookout. Time to man the grill and feed sweet blender drinks to the wives so later that night they could go groping far beyond the tan line.

      And then there were the Irish.

      Oh, the Irish!

      He chuckled, thinking about them. They were similar except when it came to money. The Irish were still playing Triple-A ball. They came from the lace curtain neighborhoods of Milton, West Roxbury, and Canton, and the Venetian blind counties of Dorchester and good ol’ paddy whacky, Southie. They tried to imitate their upper-class neighbors but couldn’t quite pull it off. They also had wise-ass kids who harassed the lifeguards, but not by pointing out small penises, God forbid. And it wasn’t because of the myth. No, any kind of sex talk would get the kids a stinging slap in front of the entire beach from their freckle-speckled mothers.

      For the men, a stop at the 19th lasted as long as it took to play all 18. As for the cookout, they never bothered making sweet drinks for their wives. Unless she wanted to get knocked up, a drink with a pink umbrella floating in it wasn’t going to get any Irish broad into bed. So, the Irish continued playing through the 19th using vodka or whiskey as their putter. Or sometimes both.

      Pathetic is the word — Anthony shook his head, but then smiled, spotting the tumbling waves in the distance. He turned his hearing aid off.

      Silence.

      His smile broadened. He wouldn’t have to see or hear any of them for another nine months.

      A slight pain near his heart suddenly halted his thoughts. He put down half of his gear in order to massage his chest, tapping one of his brown dotted hands against his fish-stained Boston Bruins sweatshirt. Licking his lips, he tried to identify the sour taste that had formed on the back of his tongue.

      Deep breaths.

      Tapping harder, the pain faded for a second.  But a quick jolt then stabbed his heart. The stinging charge made him drop the rest of his gear, bait sliding out of the bucket onto the dirt path next to Beach Street. The dead eye of a fish stared up at him as he tapped harder. Taps turned to solid punches against his chest until the pain finally subsided.

      “Wooooo,” he let out a sigh of relief trying to remember if he had taken his pills. Ever since his dear Marie passed on two years before, he was always forgetting his pills. He took the damn things when he’d remember, but it was Marie who had kept him on the clock.

      That was her job in life, keeping me on track. She was a master at it.

      He missed how she used to chide him about his poor heart and his unhealthy eating habits.

      The pills?

      He pondered the question for a minute, shook his head, and was pretty sure he had taken them after he had breakfast with some of the guys at the diner. He remembered what he had eaten— a Portuguese omelet with extra linguica. It was now beating him up. Reaching into his jeans pocket, he pulled out a pack of Rolaids and popped two into his mouth.

      Anthony mumbled up at the sky, “Sorry, Marie, but, honey, I couldn’t resist.”

      Feeling better, he gave a playful shrug and squatted to pick up the bait, but then stopped. His eye caught two people on the beach. He was a good 100 yards away. Needing the cataract operation he kept delaying, he couldn’t make out who they were. With his hands, he shielded the remaining sun and squinted. He could see a man and a little boy. Father and son. They both had fishing poles and gear and were headed straight for Anthony’s jetty. The father was several yards ahead of the son and turned around every few steps, motioning for his son to hurry up. The boy stumbled in the sand, his little legs working overtime to catch up. Anthony wasn’t angry that they were about to steal his favorite spot. High tide wasn’t for a while. Anyway, his plan was to watch the pink sun fall behind the surf and enjoy the tranquility of the beach before baiting his hook. He could do that from where he was and still take in the scene in front of him.

      They had to be Pointers and the father must know the tide charts, so he couldn’t be after fish. He was probably just going to teach his son the basics. Father and son time.

      He thought of his own boy. Memories unexpectedly began rolling in with the surf. He spent countless summers teaching Tony how to swim and fish. To enjoy nature. They were buddies, good buddies. On those nippy October nights, when they tried to catch the last keeper to fill the freezer, they would warm each other by chuckling over bad jokes. He turned from the beach and allowed himself to ride one of those memories. Tony was twelve and it was a night of endless casts.

      “Hey, Dad. Two cannibals were eating a clown when one turned to the other. What did he ask him?”

      “I don’t know, pal.”

      “Does this taste funny to you?”

      Their laughter echoed across the beach that night, but then his boy got older. Never mind jokes, now they didn’t even exchange birthday cards.

      What happened? Anthony asked himself. He really didn’t have to ask. He knew it was his fault. He let them grow apart, and as Marie had told him, he was too much of a stubborn old “Portagee” to admit it. He loved the simple life The Point had to offer and was furious when his son picked the suit and tie lifestyle of New York City. Was the Cape not good enough for Tony? Or the real question: was it Anthony’s life that wasn’t good enough?

      Deep down, Anthony knew it was his own baggage. He always felt like a lesser person for never leaving the Cape — teaching history, not making it. That was the real reason he hated the summer people. Jealousy. Having the minor heart scare and thinking of Marie, topped with the father and son scene on the beach, made him realize time was running out.

      I can go fishing tomorrow. But tonight, I’m going to call my boy. Time to go home.

      He felt like he had zoned out for a while. He wiped his moist eyes and turned back to give one last admiring glance at the scene on the beach.

      A blast of adrenaline shot through him.

      WHAT THE…

      For half a second, he thought it wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. Then he knew it was real. But it made no sense. He had to stop it! Now! He tried to yell, but the shock and terror of the sight clamped his throat shut.

      Run, his mind hollered, Stop it! Stop it now!

      Anthony sprinted toward the beach, but only made it a few yards when the cutting pain ripped his heart knocking him to the ground. His eyes filled with burning tears as he tried to spit out the grass and dirt, gagging while the realization hit him.

      The pills!

      They were being filled. He hadn’t taken them. His heart was exploding, but in those last few seconds, it wasn’t his life that passed before Anthony Medeiros’s eyes.

      No, it was the horrifying act on the beach. That was the sight he would be taking with him to the grave.

      His last thought was: If only I had taken my pills, maybe I could’ve stopped it!

      And maybe, just maybe, the retired schoolteacher was right, and if he had taken his pills, it may have never begun. But it did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          JUNE 7, 2004

        

      

    

    
      MONDAY

      J.T. O’ROURKE

      Seventy-seven miles. That’s all it was from Boston to Sandy Point, Cape Cod, and as I sped along 495 South, I wondered if that was far enough for a change of scenery. Hell, I needed one. Of course, my coworkers and friends thought I was — and I quote — “fucking crazy” for quitting my job. They were probably right. I was feeling pretty crazy these days, and I must’ve been, because I was giving up Ben Franklins for the unknown. For the past eight years, I had been head bartender at Tilt the Jar, the hottest Irish pub in Kenmore Square. Sure, I hadn’t just quit some high-powered law firm to open a bed and breakfast, or some crap like that, but at 34, my wit and loyalty to my patrons had already made me somewhat of a legend in the Boston bar world. Many said I was more popular than the Sox players who came in after a game now and then to pound a few down. I’m certainly not bragging. People will always rub your back if they know there’s a chance you might slide them a free beer, but I was pretty good at what I did. God didn’t bless the Irish with big dicks, but he did grace them with big personalities. And I used mine.

      One could say J.T. O’Rourke was a regular Sam Malone and, like Sam, I decided to shut the doors to Cheers and move on, if you will.

      But did Sam move on in that last episode? I asked myself, laughing at my inner dialogue before flicking my blinker to pass an SUV covered with Martha’s Vineyard bumper stickers.

      Why the hell am I doing this again? I shifted gears, glancing over at the tiny soccer mom who commandeered her black tank with one hand while using the other to blindly swat behind her. I couldn’t see the fighting kids in the back seat, but I really didn’t have to. My three sisters and I had dodged the flailing hand many times.

      “Okay, why the hell am I doing this?” I repeated, thinking of the events that had pushed me over the edge. It was a couple of weeks back, after I had worked a double. It had been a routine day, opening the oak doors so the barflies could flutter in. They nursed a couple of Bloodies followed by Black and Tans while reading their Heralds for an hour or two, before stepping it up with vodka tonics and Jack and Cokes. Then it was slur time featuring the same tired arguments over their favorite dead movie stars and theories on the Kennedy curse.

      Around four, when they flew out on half wings, as if on cue, a group of pasty-faced Harvard silver spoons stumbled in to celebrate “Jonathan’s 21st Birthday.” They fed birthday boy candy-ass shots and patted his back after every slam of the glass. For the first five, Jonathan was “the man.” But then he got loud. Too loud. An 11 on drunk volume. I had to turn him down. I don’t know if that’s what pissed me off or that he was also wearing one of those foam rubber trucker hats tilted to the side like he was Ashton Kutcher searching for some B-list celebrity to punk.  I hated that stuff. As I grabbed our bottom shelf tequila, I wondered what truckers thought when they encountered models and Ivy League punks parading around in their garb. I bet they hated that shit too and speaking of punks — it was closing time for them. Time to punk the birthday boy.

      I poured Jonathan a Prairie Dog shot, compliments of the bar — Happy Birthday!

      He studied it like a beaker in a chemistry lab. After several seconds, he took a deep breath and threw it back. And then two seconds later, he threw it back up, painting the floor orange to the sounds of gut-wrenching laughter from his buddies. And then he heaved again, after I told him that a Prairie Dog was tequila and Tabasco sauce, and in some bars known as a Prairie Fire. Either name — it bit and burned him; his friends carried him out of The Jar like he was an injured Pats player. When I sprinkled sawdust on the puke, I knew I had been part of my own little Good Will Hunting moment, but I didn’t care.

      How do you like them apples?

      My workday finally ended with a group of 30 beer bellies getting shit faced, wearing bachelor party T-shirts. They were harmless drunks, hugging the groom constantly, screaming, “Bart, I love you man!”

      Even though I’ve had thousands of days like that, and they could get very annoying, that shift wasn’t what made me quit. It was after I locked the oak doors, restocked the bar, poured myself a pint, plodded up the back stairwell to my one-room apartment, and turned on the tube.

      The music from CHiPs was playing. I glanced down at my watch — 3:05 a.m. I realized I was catching the opening of the show, so I threw off my sweat-drenched work polo, grabbed some Ben and Jerry’s, a spoon, and collapsed into my Archie Bunker chair.

      Chomping on my Chunky Monkey while washing it down with my pint of Guinness, I watched Ponch give his characteristic toothy grin to a van of Lakers cheerleaders. That’s when a loud crash changed my life.

      No, it wasn’t another 20-car collision on the LA freeway. It was something in my apartment. One of the pictures hanging on my wall fell to the floor breaking the frame, glass showering everywhere. After I placed the noise, I hesitated for a moment to check out the van of Lakers girls. It seemed Ponch was going to have more luck with them than I was from my La-Z-Boy, so I got up and headed to the closet. I grabbed a broom and dustpan and was about to sweep up the glass when I saw two words staring up at me: BOSTON COLLEGE. It wasn’t a picture that had fallen; it was my B.C. degree. I was extremely proud of that degree because it took me seven years of night school to get it. I must’ve served a million drinks, so I could hang that piece of paper. And man, had I come close to quitting a few times. More than a few… But I never gave up and my night school professors had never given up on me either. That night, as I swept up the glass, I remembered what Father Shea, the Dean of the Night School, had said to me.

      “J.T., you’re going to make wonderful contributions to this world.”

      I thought about that while I dumped the glass into the wastebasket. I had what my Irish Lit Professor said happened to many of the characters in Joyce’s Dubliners — an epiphany. It hit me. It hit me hard. My eyes lowered to the new ripple forming in the gut that was already spilling over my belt. I was becoming a fat, double-chinned, Irish bachelor who served up drinks to last call and beyond and then watched bad ‘80s cop shows. Seriously depressing. I didn’t want to spend the next 35 years doing that. Doing nothing. I wanted to use my degree. I didn’t care how corny it sounded, I wanted to contribute. That’s when I went to the top drawer of my bureau. I riffled through old cell phone bills, a few take out menus, and even a couple of cocktail napkins decorated with flowery handwriting and 617 area codes — the bartender’s version of the black book — until I finally spotted the business card. I studied it for a minute and then placed it against the light on my nightstand.

      Like most nights, I didn’t sleep. I sprawled along my windowsill staring down at the lonely delivery trucks unloading fresh bread and newspapers and waited for the sun to rise over the CITGO sign. When it finally did, I got up and grabbed the card. I stared at the numbers and then the phone for a long while, reminiscent of the days of calling for a date in the eighth grade. Except this wasn’t about pizza and a movie. This was about my life. But then I realized my life still was pizza and a movie, so I said, “Fuck it,” and made the call. During the 10-minute conversation I found out the offer was still available, and I’d be heading for a new beginning in Sandy Point, Cape Cod.

      “Well, thank God that frame did fall,” I laughed out loud, spotting two long-haired blondes in a purple convertible in front of me. I slid over to the left lane and accelerated until I was beside them. I tried to casually turn my head to sneak a peek. I guess there was nothing casual about it. They were waiting. They mockingly waved as their silicone balloons also greeted me, busting out of their matching yellow tops.

      “Girls Gone Wild on the Cape,” I mused and, unfazed at getting caught, I jokingly tilted my shades at them, Risky Business style. I figured I was dating myself, but apparently, they had TBS or Netflix because they loved it. They returned teasing smiles and blew kisses, but then they pointed to my car roof. I knew what they were asking. It was 80 degrees, and I was driving a convertible, a black Cabriolet I borrowed from a waitress at The Jar, but I had the top up.

      I tugged on my tie, gestured to my hair and shrugged at them. The silicone sisters flashed me their “You-poor-boy-you-have-to-work” looks before slowing down to let me pass. I had been tempted to drive with the top down, especially since the car was going to be picked up the following day. But I wanted to make a good first impression. So, the top stayed up and my hair stayed straight. Of course, I didn’t look straight. I was driving a Cabriolet, a chick car — “Not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

      God, I love Seinfeld.

      And there wasn’t anything wrong with it as far as I was concerned. My best friend, Frannie Fitzgerald, was gay. Best damn wingman I ever had. God, I missed him.

      Anyway, I had already received surly stares from many male drivers, and a few minutes after the party balloons floated past, beeping goodbye, a green Jeep pulled up beside me. Three teens wearing straight-from-the-box baseball caps swung their heads over in hopes of checking out the girl driver. I responded with a sympathetic shrug.

      One of the teens, with the face of a bulldog, sitting in the back seat, shook his head in disgust when he saw me. It was easy to figure out the kids came from the land of the loaded.

      Bulldog Face wore a Concord-Carlisle High School T-shirt, the colors matching the several maroon and gold bumper stickers decorating the Jeep. He cradled a ball in the pouch of his lacrosse stick and stared me down. He leaned over to his friends, said something, and then pointed at me, laughing. I tried to ignore the young dickheads, but then Bulldog Face started yelling.

      “Hey, nice car! Nice car! I’m talkin’ to you.”

      I kept looking forward, my hands tightening on the steering wheel.

      “Where you going? P-town?”

      I thought of the bullies who used to jump Frannie, and the memory of me being one of them brought back the old shame and anger.

      I blurted back, “Fuck you, asshole!” Real original.

      “Fuck me? I bet you want to, but no! Fuck you!” Bulldog Face cocked his stick back and fired the ball at the Cabriolet. I heard and felt a loud thud on the driver’s side door. Everyone was silent for a second.

      “Fuck,” I yelled realizing what just happened.

      The driver stepped on the gas and chugged away, weaving in and out of traffic. I was bullshit and started to race after them. I would make those little bastards pay.

      The speedometer needle rapidly bent to the right until it was hovering at 85, I was catching up to them. I laughed with maniacal anticipation. But then I spotted a vehicle with flashing lights up ahead. It was parked on the side of the road, and I remembered how everyone at the bar warned me about speed traps on 495 South. Thinking it was a cop, I slowed down immediately, but Bulldog Face and friends continued on at a steady clip, waving farewell middle fingers. I knew they hadn’t seen the lights, and I silently prayed for sweet justice. But, as I moved closer to the swirling lights, I realized they were yellow. And, as I passed the yellow van that was flashing the lights, I saw ten guys in orange jumpsuits carrying trash bags poking the ground with sticks.

      “The drunks,” I scoffed and thought of my own father, who had to pick up the trash too many times. I looked ahead. The Jeep was long gone. And as pissed off as I was at those kids, I knew by chasing them I was doing a Billy O’Rourke. I didn’t want to be Billy O’Rourke, the retired drunk cop with the legendary temper. It was stamped on my DNA and took me several years to overcome it. I didn’t ever want to be “that guy” again.

      That was the other reason I left Boston. My father. He was back on the bottle. The month before, my old man had left his 90-day sobriety chip as a tip on the bar at the V.F.W. club and was back at it. Better than ever.

      I had watched it all of my life, and I refused to watch it again. His show was getting old. I was pretty confident that his latest binge would be his swan song. In his mind, he had nothing to live for since my mother passed on from breast cancer two years earlier, and my three sisters cut him loose many blackouts and blowouts long ago.

      All my ol’ man had were retired cop buddies, and most of them were either dead or in the program, which meant they were dead to him. Of course, he still had me — his codependent son who was always there to clean up his puke and feed him buttered toast and ginger ale. Not this time.

      When I found out he had another slip, I went looking for him, like the hundreds of times before. But this time when I found him in the local gin mill, drowning in a whiskey glass, clutching hopeless Keno tickets, I stood up to him. I told him I wasn’t going to take it anymore. None of it. The lies. The shitty excuses. The puke. The verbal abuse. None of it!

      His reaction was taken from one of his old scripts. He bawled his eyes out and recited his usual, “I miss your mother” drunk-a-logue. This time, I didn’t stay for the closing scene. I walked to the door.

      And, when I did, he blew up and hollered, “I may like a little drink now and then to blow off some steam. And, I may have yelled at the girls and you a bit, but I never laid a hand on you. Any of you! You can take that to the bank. Never.”

      I restrained myself and turned around slowly and said calmly, “It wasn’t your hands that put Mom in the grave. It was your tongue.”

      I slammed the door behind me, knowing I had probably just put the final nail in my father’s coffin. I was certain he’d spend the rest of the summer drinking himself to death.

      Yep, I was definitely driving away from my past. I knew it and I didn’t care. It was time. I was going to forget about it all, and a little asshole like Bulldog Face wasn’t worth the trouble. No road rage for J.T. O’Rourke. I was going to enjoy the rest of the ride.

      I flipped the radio to 88.7 WMVY, the Vineyard radio station. One of the flies had told me that when MVY came in on the dial, it was the unofficial sign that you were on Cape Cod. The station spit out nothing but static for a couple of minutes, but as soon as I spotted the Bourne Bridge, the sound became crystal clear, and the warm voice of Bob Marley brought a wide smile to my face. Cape Cod and Marley. Summer. I had taken a risk, but it wasn’t like I had just accepted a job in Siberia. It was Cape Cod in the summer. I felt a change wash over me immediately. A cleansing feeling. Even though it was sunny, there was a light veil of fog blocking the bridge. It reminded me of some magical kingdom straight out of a picture book.

      As the Cabriolet climbed over the bridge, the temperature dropped slightly, and I felt like Terence Mann about to enter the cornfield in Field of Dreams. The nervous, giddy excitement of the unknown overtook me as I tapped the horn to the music and then I spotted the rotary hedges that spelled “CAPE COD.”

      I even sang along with Marley, and I was not worrying about a thing.

      I kept the Rastafarian’s advice in my head for the next 20 minutes. And I softly repeated the lyrics to “Three Little Birds” after turning off the ignition and staring at the small white building with the black, bold lettering: SANDY POINT STANDARD TIMES.

      I checked myself in the rearview mirror and sighed, “I hope you’re right, Marley man.”

      With hardly any newspaper experience, I was about to take a job as a reporter for the Sandy Point Standard Times. I sighed again and prayed that 77 miles was far enough and that I had just left it all behind. Everything. Even the nightmare…
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          SEPTEMBER 9, 1970

        

      

    

    
                         WEDNESDAY

      MICHAEL DEVLIN

      Officer Michael Devlin yawned, rubbing his eyes awake for a third time. He propped himself up in his cruiser, parked on the edge of the dock. His light blue eyes focused on the barely visible ocean in front of him. He was about to drift off again, when he spotted the small car ferry knifing through the darkness and quarter mile stretch of surf. It was headed for Oyster Island.

      He had been living on the private island since he was six, but the sight of the first arriving ferry still amazed him. It always looked like the ferry was actually carrying the sun to the island.

      His eyes grew heavier. Even though dawn was approaching, his shift was just beginning. He knew if he stayed in his cruiser any longer, those lids would shut like window shades in a thunderstorm, and he couldn’t afford the reputation of a cop who sleeps on the job. Devlin stretched his bulky arms and savored another yawn before dragging his six-foot-three muscular frame out of the car.

      “God, I’m exhausted,” he grunted to himself, and leaned against the cruiser. He had good reason to be tired. In the last week, he had covered for practically everyone on the squad, and he knew why. The rent-a-cops had all gone home to their real jobs, and the new officer that had been able to blend in with the crowd was now visible. Twenty-five-year-old Officer Michael Devlin was back at being the low man on the Sandy Point Police Department totem pole — a rookie cop. From the Chief to the janitor, Devlin knew they would test him. He was a rookie and that’s how it worked — a time honored tradition. You want respect? You have to earn it. Devlin knew the drill. He would have to prove to everyone on the force that he could be trusted before he was considered “true blue.” The way a “rook” learned if he was finally one of them was an invitation to The Angry Fisherman for a beer after his shift. After five months on the force, Michael Devlin was still thirsty. And there was no telling when he’d get that pint. It was a test that might involve a few more extra details or a year or two of bullshit. He knew one way to make it an easier process — keep his trap shut, bite the inside of his cheek, and do whatever was asked.

      Just like the army.

      That hazing phase didn’t last long. He spent his first four months nodding his head in the affirmative, but by the end of his tour, he was the one shouting orders. But that was Nam, not Sandy Point.

      Ironically, he knew it was probably easier to gain acceptance thousands of miles away, squirming on his belly in a jungle while bullets whizzed by, than it would be breaking up pot parties behind the dunes of Sea Glass Beach. The reason was quite simple. In Nam they didn’t care what your last name was or where you came from. All they cared about: when the time came, would you squeeze that trigger?

      And he did. Many times. Maybe too many times.

      The sun was wide-awake, and the ferry was about to dock. Devlin turned his head and arched his strong chin, glancing up at the mansion perched on the only hill of Oyster Island. That was the real reason he hadn’t been asked to have that beer. It was his parents’ house. Officer Devlin was a rich kid. But not just any rich kid. He was the son of Allan Devlin, one of New England’s top defense attorneys — a man who was despised by almost every law enforcement agency from Cape Cod to the Berkshires and beyond. He was hated because he was the best. No one better. The cops caught the bad guys, and Allan Devlin set them free. So, how could any of them trust his son?

      Devlin yawned one more time, knowing there would be more sleepless nights before he could prove he was not his father. Never would be.

      “Hey there, Mikey!” Gerry Tadmor, the sixty-plus captain of the ferry yelled and waved from behind his one-man pilothouse.

      “Hey, Cap!” Devlin returned the wave before heading over to the pylon that was attached to the dock. He planned on catching the rope in case Tadmor missed hooking the pylon. It was their routine even though the captain never missed.

      Tadmor shifted his gears, and the ferry’s engine rumbled, slowly gliding, rubbing, and squeaking against the dock pads. Devlin noticed Tadmor pointing over at a smiling young boy who was holding the rope. It was Devlin’s paperboy, Greggie. He remembered when he was that age and how the captain would let him try to lasso the dock. He smiled, too, remembering how he always failed.

      “Officer Devlin, please don’t catch the rope. I know I can do it.” The eleven-year-old twirled the rope with his right hand, fixing his eyes on the target.

      “Okay, I won’t. But I’d throw it now if I were you.” He didn’t think the boy had a chance.

      Greggie cranked his arm a couple of times before letting the rope fly. It barely caught the back of the pole. He loosened his grip, and it completely slid over.

      Devlin shouted, “Great throw, Greggie!”

      “Yes, sir. You’re a natural seaman!” Captain Tadmor added.

      “Thanks,” Greggie tried to suppress a smile as he tied the rope to one of the cleats on the ferry while Tadmor tied up the other ones and then unhooked the chain to let off the only waiting car. It was Frank Williams’ car.

      “Good morning, Mr. Williams.” Devlin threw a half wave, but stopped when he didn’t get anything in return, just a look of anger mixed with confusion. The businessman who resembled Paul Newman then squealed off, almost driving over Devlin’s foot.

      “Jesus.” Devlin uttered as he backed up.

      “Don’t mind him, Officer Devlin,” Greggie shook his head, “He’s a bit cranky. He told me he and his work partner had to drive all the way from New York last night. I guess they were on a business trip. I saw her drop him off at his car.”

      “Oh, really?” Devlin and Tadmor exchanged knowing looks as Greggie slung his newspaper bag over his shoulder, hopped on the banana seat, and clutched the high handlebars of his red Sting-Ray.

      It wasn’t New York that Frank Williams was returning from — it was his girlfriend’s house. That wouldn’t be a problem if there were no Mrs. Williams waiting at home. Half the town already knew about his affair with the Twiggy look-alike secretary from Sandy Point Oil who heated his nights.

      That half kept it quiet — don’t get into my business and I won’t get into yours. The other half, the gossip queens who patrolled places like the cereal aisle of Lareby’s Market, beauty parlor chairs, and church pews, they would know by noon, considering Greggie’s father collected information for a living. Greg, Sr. owned the Sandy Point Standard Times. Frank Williams’ expression now made sense to Devlin. The lies were wearing thin.

      “Officer Devlin, do you want your paper now?” Greggie offered.

      “No, that’s okay. My Mom will want to read it with her breakfast.”

      Allan Devlin and his high-profile case in Boston would be spread all over page one. Not exactly Michael Devlin’s kind of reading material.

      “Okay. Well, have a good day, Officer Devlin. See you soon, Captain. And remember, you said I could try to go two for two at the Sandy Point dock.” Greggie began to pedal, but stopped and turned back, “You know what? Someday, I’m going to sail around the world and lasso them all.”

      Like being shot out of cannon, he zoomed off on his Sting-Ray.

      “I hope he does,” Tadmor said in thought, as he watched the boy for a minute and then perked up, pointing at the cruiser. “Mikey, bring her aboard.”

      Devlin nodded, jumped in, fired up the engine and drove up the loading ramp. He turned the key off while trying to stifle another yawn. He couldn’t.

      “Here,” Tadmor handed him a Styrofoam cup of coffee through the window, “Another dawn to yawn shift, huh?”

      “These days it’s more like yawn to yawn,” Devlin laughed, but hesitated at the offer. “I don’t know how you do it every day, Cap.”

      “I do it ’cause it’s my life. Now, take the damn cup while it’s still hot. I knew you’d need it.”

      Devlin cradled the cup with both hands, blew the steam away, and took a small sip, “Thanks, Cap.” He reached over for some quarters in the change holder, “How much do I owe you?”

      Tadmor waved him off, “Can you believe Frank Williams?”

      He left the question lingering in the salty breeze as he walked over, untied the ropes, and revved the ferry’s engine. Devlin knew the cue. Captain Tadmor wanted to talk. He got out of the car, took a healthier sip, and made his way to the pilothouse. Tadmor shifted gears, pulling the ferry out of the slip.

      Picking up on the conversation, the captain said, “I told the horny bastard he’d get caught. I mean, it’s one thing to have an affair, but to have one when you live on an island? Stupid. Just plain stupid. Remember the old saying? ‘You don’t shit where you eat.’ And speaking of shit, he gave me a ton of it. Said he was on time for the last run last night and I was already closed. You were on that boat. Did I leave early?”

      “No. In fact, we left about ten minutes late. It was around 1:20 or so. God, that was only a few hours ago.” Devlin took another sip, and it was now the perfect temperature. He gulped again, grabbed some change from his pocket and handed it to Tadmor.

      “Here, Cap.”

      Again, he waved him off, “Mikey, can’t a friend buy another friend a cup of Joe?”

      “Cap, don’t mean to be self-righteous, but when I put on this uniform, I don’t want any freebies. Not even coffee. I don’t want to pick up bad habits. You know what I mean?”

      Tadmor laughed. “Well, you are self-righteous,” but then put out his weathered hand, “but that’s why you’re such a good boy, Mikey. I guess I should start calling you Officer Devlin. I just wish I could’ve raised my Larry to be as honorable as you.”

      There is no easy way to approach a man who has a murderer for a son, so Devlin just put it out there. “How’s he doing?”

      The captain stared straight at Sandy Point looming on the horizon.

      “Not good, Mikey. Not good at all.”

      He kept his eyes focused in front of him, “Y’know, Mikey, he’s been doing his time up in Walpole. That’s a bad crew up there. And you know how Larry can have a mouth on him. Well… He hasn’t said… But… It’s gotten back to me that, ah… he’s been roughed up a bit.”

      Roughed up. The words translated in Devlin’s head: raped.

      Devlin nodded for him to continue.

      “I was wondering if you knew when your dad would be done with that trial?”

      “To be honest, I try not to talk with him about his work. And I’ve been busy and all.”

      “Oh,” Tadmor looked briefly at him and went back into his tunnel stare. There was sadness in that one-word response that stung Devlin.

      “You know, Cap, I was planning on calling him tonight, though. I’m sure he’d help Larry either get a transfer or his own cell or something. I know he has been working on the transfer.” Devlin hadn’t planned on calling his old man, and he really didn’t know if his father was working on a transfer or not. He felt sorry for Captain Tadmor, so he wanted to give him some hope. Even if that meant hearing his father go on about his latest trial — a “family man” bank president client accused of killing a prostitute.

      A three-hundred-pound man bludgeoning a malnourished hooker with a hammer would be spun as self-defense. Hearing the boasting voice explain how it would be done would make Devlin sick, but he’d listen. Of course, the phone would be far away from his ear.

      Captain Tadmor finally met his eyes.

      “Thank you, Mikey. I appreciate it. I don’t know what I’d ever do without your family’s help. There would’ve been no way for me to afford a lawyer like your dad. He was a saint to take Larry’s case pro bono like that. And, for Larry to only get involuntary manslaughter was an absolute miracle. Your father made that happen.”

      “I guess so,” Devlin said plainly, thinking the piece of shit should be doing life for what he did. There was nothing involuntary about it.

      Larry Tadmor had worked for a small-time bookie. One February night, he got drunk and went looking for a skinny, Northeastern freshman who had placed fifty bucks on the Huskies to win the Beanpot Hockey Tournament. Boston University won “the Pot” and Larry found the kid. He didn’t have the money. Nine lethal stab wounds later, Larry Tadmor was crying self-defense. There was no question he would’ve been doing life if Allan Devlin hadn’t been the puppeteer who pulled the strings on his golfing-buddy judge, a green prosecutor, and a mesmerized jury. And because of it, Larry would be out in a few years if he kept his nose clean. If Devlin really had his wish, though, Larry Tadmor would have that nose of his…

      But he wasn’t going to call his father for Larry Tadmor. He was going to do it for the friendly captain who had carted him over to Sandy Point ever since kindergarten, a man whose rust-colored hair was now white as a result of having a messed-up son.

      Captain Tadmor inhaled a deep breath and shook his head, “Maybe if his mother hadn’t died so early in his life, and maybe if I spent more…” He stopped, realizing that he was talking out loud about a question that pounded his brain with every whitecap of every crossing.

      “Anyway, Mikey. Thank you. And thank your dad for me. He’s a saint, I tell you.”

      SAINT. Devlin couldn’t take that word anymore. He nodded before heading back to his cruiser. Behind the wheel for the rest of the ride, he watched the busy world of Sandy Point slowly develop from the early morning mist while thinking of Allan Devlin, the saint. He remembered a brief moment in his life when he actually gained some respect for his father. He was sixteen and was in a fight with his dad and called him every name he had learned in the locker room and his father just stood there and took it.

      But then he said, “You’re just a money whore. You don’t care about justice.”

      His father’s eyes filled up and he walked out of the kitchen, leaving his son standing there in shock. His father never cried, and he never left an argument. He was even more stunned when his mother, who hardly ever raised her voice hissed, “Michael, get your coat!”

      Mrs. Devlin stormed outside, started the car, and pushed the door open, motioning for him to get in. She didn’t say a word when she drove to the dock, or when she pulled the car onto the ferry, or when she bought two tickets to see To Kill a Mockingbird, the new movie everyone was buzzing about.

      Devlin gazed straight ahead thinking about the impact that movie made on him that night. The windshield of his cruiser became a movie screen for his mind and the black and white scene appeared in front of him.

      Jem, 11, sitting on the porch, face buried in his folded arms, trying to make sense of why an innocent man had just been convicted of rape, while Miss Maudie, the caring neighbor trying to make Jem understand the importance of his father, Atticus Finch, the Defense Attorney.

      “Jem, there are some men in this world that are born to do our unpleasant jobs for us. Your father is one of them.”

      Thinking back on that night, Devlin remembered that after Miss Maudie recited those lines, he tried to give his mother a look to tell her he understood. But the theater was dark, so he reached for her hand. She accepted it and lightly patted it. He went home and apologized and even gave his father an awkward hug, a rare occurrence. But as the years went on, one by one, Miss Maudie’s words vanished from his mind and the ones he shouted that night in the kitchen slowly crept back. Deep down, Devlin knew his father was a good man, who probably began his career intending to defend the “Tom Robinsons” of the world, but somewhere along the way, his Atticus Finch white suit got soiled. Devlin glanced over at the passenger seat and stared long and hard at the navy blue hat with the brass badge attached to the front. He vowed that would never happen to him. Ever. His life’s work would be to seek justice at all costs. Yeah, there’d be no stain on his hat.

      “Mikey! Come on! You can go!” Tadmor shouted through cupped hands, shaking Devlin out of his trance. They were already docked, and there were three cars waiting in line to board. Devlin took a final sip of his coffee, crushed the cup, and threw it on the passenger’s side floor. Then he keyed on his cruiser, squared his hat, saluted the captain, and drove off the ramp where he was greeted by the smells and sights of the mainland.

      One of the scents was the aroma of freshly baked Portuguese bread and sticky buns wafting from Dave’s Bakery. Every day, Devlin was tempted to spin the steering wheel for Dave’s, but he always resisted because Dave’s also made doughnuts. It was another part of the cop stereotype he vowed to avoid. Of course, some of his colleagues didn’t share the same belief. As he passed, he noticed a cruiser parked out front, nestled between two yellow utility trucks.

      “Jessie,” Devlin mumbled.

      Jessie Gordon was a fifteen-year veteran of the force. He tipped the scales at 290 pounds. Many joked that 280 was made up of jelly doughnuts. The other 10 was the shit in his head. Jessie Gordon was a fat shithead.

      Devlin’s cruiser turned onto Main Street and the smells of fried eggs and bacon penetrated his nostrils as he passed Pilgrim Diner. No Pilgrims ever owned or ate at “The Diner,” but the name always drew in a few tourists who thought some of the ancestors of the Mayflower were actually in the back, flipping flapjacks. Devlin tried to eat at least one of his meals at “The Diner” once a day. It was a great place to take the pulse of what was going on in town because everyone went there — tourists and locals. Seeing the uniform, he felt, was a subconscious reminder to the patrons. He was also accessible if anyone had a problem. Of course, it was his way of justifying his love for their famous Portuguese omelets. In the end, when it came to the omelets, he knew he wasn’t any better than Jessie.

      But no omelets today, he already had his breakfast: a bowl of soggy cornflakes with a banana and a glass of OJ to wash it all down.

      The red light stopped him at the corner of Main Street. As he waited, he glanced over, spotting Harold “Pop” Tucker unlocking POP’S TREATS & EATS. He tapped the horn lightly and startled Pop, who paused before turning around. His blank squint turned into a full smile when he realized it was Devlin. Pop took a lollipop out of his mouth and waved it.

      Devlin laughed. It wasn’t even six-thirty and Pop was already sucking on a lollipop.

      That’s why they call him Pop, Devlin waved back.

      Pop loved his suckers and was always handing out free samples. He was in his late forties, but every time Devlin saw Pop, it brought him back to his childhood. Pop really hadn’t changed much since Devlin was a kid. Maybe his potbelly. It was larger, but he still wore the same outfit every day: a white shirt, red suspenders, and dark blue jeans. He once told Devlin that he wore the same style of clothes because it was his persona. When kids saw him out in his red suspenders, they would instantly think of candy and toys. Pop was dead on. When Devlin was a kid, it always worked on him. Pop Tucker wasn’t just a town character — he was also a shrewd businessman. He bought the store when he was 26, and he now had four more stores opened throughout the Cape. Plus, he had a former homecoming queen for a wife, a great little boy, Pop, Jr., and a sprawling mansion on Mackerel Beach, the richest section of Sandy Point. It was safe to say that the only real suckers were the ones who made fun of Pop Tucker’s lollipops and red suspenders.

      Everyone else knew better.

      “Mikey, when are you going to come in for a visit?”

      “Soon, Pop. Soon.” Devlin yelled back as the light turned green. He slid his foot off the brake and the cruiser began to roll along.

      Pop’s big, brown, bushy eyebrows furrowed while he cupped his right hand to his mouth, “Just ’cause you’re not a kid anymore, doesn’t mean you can’t still make those model airplanes.”

      Devlin laughed, tapping a “goodbye” on his horn. He was a grown man, and Pop Tucker was still trying to persuade him to spend his allowance. The man definitely could be persuasive, he thought, wondering how much of his piggy bank had contributed to building the estate on Mackerel Beach.

      Must’ve been hundreds.

      Devlin spent most of his youth hanging out in that store. All the kids did. Life was simple then. Life was good.

      The cruiser turned onto Ocean Way. He had another half hour before his shift began, so he thought he’d take the beach road to the station. The sun was bright, and the waves were jumping onto the shoreline. He slowed down to watch two seagulls, busily picking at the sand in search of washed-up clams. Their persistence paid off. Each clutched a shell with their yellow bills, then flew above the beach wall, dropping the shellfish to the pavement like short order cooks preparing omelets. They swooped down, devoured their meals in seconds, and squawked in satisfaction before flying off to sea. He thought the gulls didn’t look that much different from a couple eating quickly at The Diner, trying to get on the road and beat the traffic back to Boston. The Cape was filled with gulls. Some people hated them, thought they were scavengers. And they were.  But Devlin loved them. To him, the gulls symbolized the Cape.

      While huddled in the jungles of Nam, he didn’t get much sleep. The times he did drift off though, it was the friendly shrieks of the gulls he would dream about. In those dreams, they would be flying above, calling down to Devlin as he walked along the dunes. He felt that they understood one another — that they were connected in some inexplicable way. He had only one feeling in those dreams: a feeling of peace.  He zoned out for a moment realizing the two gulls were now gone and what remained was the rest of his memory from Nam — the times when he would wake up. He was always jarred to attention by other calls, the cries of death. There would never be another sound like it. He wondered if he ever would be able to shake those shrieks from his head.

      “Probably not,” he admitted to himself. His memory was now like a dark path that should be avoided, but for some reason he was about to take it. The blood-soaked images were surfacing from the back of his mind.

      The radio crackled.

      At first, it confused him. Was he really back in Nam? Then the airways sounded with the three-packs-a-day voice.

      It was Alice Harper, the department dispatcher, trying to locate Oscar 4.

      When he heard that, he took a breath and shook the images out of his head, realizing he wasn’t in Nam.

      More like Mayberry!

      Or at least that’s how Alice Harper worked as a dispatcher. She really should’ve been a cast member on The Andy Griffith Show because she had no regard for protocol. And she really didn’t care. She had been a dispatcher for 12 years and she wasn’t going to change for anyone. Most of the cops loved her for it, thought she was entertaining in her own uninformed, sarcastic way. Devlin didn’t like her act but kept quiet and tried to roll with it.

      “Oscar-4, are you there?” Her voice was tired, as if she didn’t expect an answer. And she didn’t get one.

      Devlin knew where Oscar-4 was, so he unhooked his radio and answered, “Oscar-9 responding for Oscar-4, over.”

      There was a pause before she answered, “Go ahead, Oscar-9.”

      “Oscar-4 is having a 10-48.”

      “A what?”

      “10-48.”

      “I don’t have that damn sheet on me. In English, Officer Devlin,” her rasp commanded.

      “Twelve years and she still needs the code sheet,” Devlin barked to himself.

      Well, if she’s not going to be professional, why should I?

      He clicked back on, “Jessie’s taking a coffee break. I saw his cruiser at Dave’s Bakery.”

      “What else is new? That’s all you had to say. Gee, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

      She waited for him to respond when he didn’t, she laughed. “Okay. Okay. Anyway, we have a report of a white male possibly lying unconscious near the path on the corner of Beach Street and Bevans Beach.”

      Bevans Beach was the original name for Sea Glass Beach. Alice was one of the few people who still called it that because she was a distant branch on the Bevans family tree. She even grabbed the microphone several times at Town Meeting the night the name change was debated. But the ‘ayes’ had it, and it was decided that Sea Glass Beach would attract a hell of a lot more tourists than a beach that was named after a bootlegger and notorious womanizer from the 1800s — Sea Captain Johnny Q. Bevans.

      Devlin clicked back on and smirked, “Yeah, I can check it out. I’m about two minutes from Sea Glass Beach. Over.”

      There was a longer pause this time. “Yeah, over and out.”

      “Gotcha, Alice,” he chuckled and flipped the toggle switch, awakening the siren and the blue and white lights. He figured that was probably all that was needed for the call. The cruiser raced over Beach View Hill. He had responded to around 20 calls that summer that dealt with that description. Every single one of them turned out to be passed-out hippies or college kids. All they ever needed was the siren, a couple of aspirin, and a nudge about not sleeping on the beach. After the cruiser propelled over the hill, he spotted a guy with long hair, wearing a tie-dye shirt and cut-off dungarees, waving at him — a hippie.

      “I called that one.” He cracked a smile in satisfaction. But when he screeched to a stop and turned off the siren, he noticed the grim expression on the hippie’s face and the motionless body lying nearby. Devlin realized it might be a lot more serious than he had first anticipated, so he sprang out of the car.

      “Police!”

      “No shit, man.” The hippie, who appeared to be in his twenties, looked at Devlin like he was stupid while taking a slow drag from his cigarette.

      He’s right, Devlin thought briefly, before recovering, “What happened? A friend of yours? Drugs?”

      “It’s always drugs with us, huh? No man. Check him out. He’s an old one.” The hippie pointed his dirty finger down at the man who was lying face down. There was a fishing pole and a tipped over bait bucket beside him. Chunks of bait and a couple of fish heads that were scattered nearby had already sounded the dinner bell for hundreds of black flies. From the man’s white hair and fishing equipment, Devlin knew it wasn’t a hippie. He also knew he didn’t have to check the elderly man’s pulse, but he crouched down anyway, pressing his two fingers against the cold neck. Nothing.

      “I called ’cause I thought the old man might be passed out. But the more I look at him…”

      “Yeah, he’s dead.”

      “Wow, shit, man.” The hippie moved back from the body as if he could actually catch death from it. He stepped back even farther after Devlin turned the corpse over to see the face.

      Devlin gasped before blurting, “Mr. Medeiros!”

      “You know him?”

      “Yeah, he was my history teacher,” he answered more to himself than to the hippie.

      Devlin couldn’t believe it. Just the day before, he had a long chat with Mr. Medeiros at the diner.

      They both snapped their heads around when they heard a cruiser, with its siren running, barrel over the hill and squeal to a stop. Jessie Gordon’s big gut bounced as he bounded out and attempted to run toward them.

      “What’s… ah ah, going… on?” Gordon was already out of breath.

      “DOA. Mr. Medeiros.” Devlin said.

      Unfazed, Gordon shrugged, “They’re like a thousand Medeiroses. Which one?”

      “The history teacher.” Devlin answered.

      “No shit. Really?” Gordon almost brightened as he sauntered over and stared down at Mr. Medeiros before adding, “Well, he’s dead alright. His heart probably finally gave out.”

      Devlin nodded, “Yeah.”

      Gordon chuckled, “Well, serves the cocksucker right for giving me a D in history.”

      Devlin wanted to punch him right then and there but restrained himself.

      “Okay, I’ll call for the meat wagon, and you,” Gordon pointed his meaty stub at the hippie, “Get that shit bag’s info.”

      Gordon turned, waddling toward the cruiser.

      “Hey man, what the…” The hippie began, but Devlin raised his hand to stop him.

      “I’m sorry about that. Officer Gordon has had a rough shift.”

      “Doing what? Sitting on that fat ass?”

      He laughed, calming the hippie down.

      “Okay,” Devlin flipped open his pad and clicked his pen open. “First off, I need your name and address.”

      “Rainbow.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I go by the name ‘Rainbow’ to spread joy like a rainbow. As for where I am from, I’m really a spirit of the world. You know what I’m saying, man?”

      “I know what you’re saying,” the word stuck in his throat for a minute, “Rainbow. Do you have a wallet?”

      “Yes.”

      “May I please see it?”

      Rainbow was reluctant, but Devlin looked down at Mr. Medeiros and back up at him. Rainbow reached into his shorts and pulled out a tattered brown wallet. Devlin went through it and found an Ohio license and an Ohio State University Library card, both issued to a Marvin T. Miller. He copied the information and handed it back.

      “So, when did you find Mr. Medeiros?”

      “About five or ten minutes before you. I thought he was passed out, so I went down the street to that bar called ‘The Angry’ something or other, but it was closed, so I used the pay phone and called you. Used my last dime to help.”

      ’Til Daddy sends you your allowance, Devlin wanted to say, but kept scribbling.

      “Okay, Marv… I mean, Rainbow. Where were you coming from?”

      Rainbow reached into his front pocket, pulled out a crumpled-up piece of paper and handed it over.

      Devlin could only make out some of the handwriting. It read: Come back tonight, 37 Maple Street. Love and Peace, …

      The name was illegible.

      “I can’t read her name. What is it?”

      Rainbow threw his butt on the ground, toed it out, and shrugged, “I don’t remember…Wait… She’s named after a month, April, or May, or something.”

      Free love lives on, Devlin thought, writing down the information.

      “What matters,” Rainbow pointed at Mr. Medeiros, “is that I made the call and here we are, connected by the death of an old man. Was he a good teacher?”

      “Yes, he was. He also coached me in Pee Wee hockey,” he said, thinking about how just the day before, Mr. Medeiros had urged him to go to college and become a teacher. He also had the nerve to say the reason Devlin hadn’t gone was to spite his father.

      Of course, the salty old bastard was probably correct, he thought, as he thanked Rainbow for doing his civic duty while trying to usher him away. Rainbow finally got the hint. He lit another cigarette, gave a half-wave, and strolled away with his head to the ground, but then stopped, and turned around.

      “Hey, man, are you sure that guy died from a heart attack?”

      “Well, we can’t be sure until the ME takes a look. But it’s a good bet. Why?”

      “Cause, there’s a footprint over here.” He pointed down in front of him.

      “So?”

      “It looks like someone stepped in blood.”

      Devlin rushed over and studied the area. His eyebrows arched when he saw the print, a small bloody footprint. He got down in push-up form and hovered above the print to get the best possible view without disturbing it. There was no question about it. It was a small bloody footprint. Studying the print, he thought it was a child or a woman’s since it was so small.

      “The wagon will be here soon,” Gordon hollered over and added, “What are you doing push-ups for? You already did your tour.” He laughed, sounding like hiccups.

      Ignoring him, Devlin rose, wiped his hands on his pants and continued to follow more bloody prints that got bolder and bolder, but stopped when he approached the beach.

      Makes sense, wind and sand would destroy the rest of the trail.

      Gordon finally saw what Devlin was following, “Holy shit!”

      Gordon followed but then stopped, yelling at Rainbow who was also trailing, “Stay back!”

      Rainbow threw up don’t-shoot-me hands. “Alright. Alright.”

      Gordon caught up to Devlin who was now on the beach wall surveying the sand.

      “Those prints were headed from this direction, right, Jessie?”

      “Yep.” Gordon answered and pointed over at a jetty, “Look! Over there!”

      Devlin tried to focus on it, but it was too far away. Whatever it was, it was lying beside the jetty. They both hopped off the wall onto the sand. Devlin’s heart and legs pumped rapidly toward it with Gordon lumbering behind. Devlin could only guess. It was small. The bloody footprints were small. He could guess. But he didn’t want to.

      Please God, don’t let it be a child.

      He raced faster, and when he got there, he still didn’t know if it was a corpse or carcass or what. Then he spotted the decapitated head. Both officers cupped their right hands over their noses as they stared down at the bloody heap. It was covered with thousands of swarming green flies methodically picking away. The sight baffled them.

      Gordon broke the silence, “What the hell? Did… Do you think Medeiros did this?”

      “I doubt it. The prints were leading to his body not from his body. But I have no idea.”

      They were quiet for a minute. Devlin’s mind began to work.

      Finally, Devlin nodded. “I don’t know how the hell this is connected to Mr. Medeiros… if it is at all… I know I’m going to go grab the tape. ’Cause we’re definitely dealing with some sort of weird crime scene here.”
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                 JUNIOR  

      Junior waited six long days before stealing out of the house to head for his Silent Place. It had felt like an eternity. But now the excitement coursed through his small body as he came to the foot of the woods. He hadn’t waited because he was afraid of getting caught. He was always extremely careful. He’d lie in bed sometimes for hours, pretending he was asleep while his parents drank their rum and sang merrily before their laughter turned to endless rants and curses. It was after their cursing subsided and their bedroom door slammed shut that he would change into his clothes. Then he’d press his ear against his wall and wait until the squeaky noise in their room stopped and his father’s shouts and his mother’s loud moans became even louder snores. It was then that he knew it was safe to slide out of his window and creep along the backyard and head for his Silent Place. But for the past week he hadn’t left his house for one simple reason — he could barely walk.

      Two mornings after their fishing trip to Sea Glass Beach, his father woke him with the coal stove hand shovel, whacking it against Junior’s chest and legs over and over again. On that morning, Junior wasn’t able to contain the tears that formed, but as he entered the woods and thought of the beating, he was proud of himself for being able to hold in the painful sobs that should’ve accompanied those tears. It wasn’t easy — his clenched teeth nearly bit off his inside cheek. It was his worst beating since the day of his eighth birthday. He learned that day that the more he cried, the more rage he would receive. So, he tried never to make a sound again. Not a peep. It was also his way of showing his father that in spite of his punishment, he still had some control of the situation even though the truth was the eleven-year-old boy had no power at all. He missed three days of school, something that never happened before. But even his father knew the bruises might draw attention. Junior winced his way through the following three days before his bathroom mirror revealed his purple bruised chest, legs, and ass were finally yellowing over. The color told him he was well enough to make his midnight journey to his secret hideaway, and now he was almost there.

      Samoset Woods or just “The Place,” as the locals called it, was the town’s woods where he always thought differently. Maybe when he got there, he could figure it all out. He still didn’t understand why he deserved the beating. And why his father ripped off his boots and ordered him never to talk to anyone about what happened on the beach? He had simply done what his father had dared him to do. And because of it, he received his worst beating ever. It made no sense. But not many things did.

      My Silent Place will help me.

      “Ah, almost there,” he whispered to himself. He discovered the hideaway on that eighth birthday, when he ran away from home to hide his gift. He called it his Silent Place because it was the one spot where Junior could shut out the world. It was safe. His parents couldn’t find him. No one could. He looked down at the large empty Mason jar he was carrying in one hand, and the bottle of rum stolen from his father in the other. The excitement gripped him. He picked up the pace and was getting more and more anxious. He wanted to be there… Now!!

      It was there that he could think about that day on the beach. The deeper he invaded the woods, the more he took in his surroundings. The few remaining peepers and crickets hummed and chirped their final farewells to summer while the ocean growled and nipped at the cliffs hidden in the distance beyond the woods.

      Junior stopped and closed his eyes momentarily, welcoming the subtle, ocean breeze that barely whistled through the trees and washed over him. He loved the stillness of the woods in the middle of the night. He also enjoyed the idea that every other eleven-year-old kid in Sandy Point was tucked away in bed sound asleep. Not Junior. Opening his eyes, he cackled while clutching the jar and bottle, prancing down the path in an exaggerated manner. He laughed at the thought that he was doing something no other kid could ever dream of doing. The town owned the miles of acres during the day, but at night the woods were his — Junior’s Land — he called it. It was a power and privilege in his world that he wished he could bottle in one of his jars. Unfortunately, a part of him knew it was just a game, but it was his game and no one else was invited to play. He often continued the game at school.

      Every year his new teacher commented, “You’re one of the best students in class, but you always fall asleep. Why?”

      “I’m sorry. It’s just that I study all night because I want to attend college someday.”

      The word “attend” always got them. He sounded studious. The truth was, he had heard the same line on a TV show and just like in the show, it worked. Always.

      An admiring smile from the teacher followed with, “Well, try to get some sleep.”

      The teachers liked him. And so did his classmates. He felt absolutely nothing for them. Nothing. They were part of his game. He was out to trick them, and he was tricking them all. Even his father. He was a man who played his own game every day with the Pointers. And that is how Junior learned to lie, by observing his father — he smiled, laughed at their jokes, listened to their boring stories, and they all loved him. But then his father would come home. He’d curse as he drank and mumbled his hatred for every one of them. In his early years, this disturbed Junior. Not anymore. Now it amused him. His father was able to fool so many people. In public he never touched a drop of alcohol or laid a hand on Junior. He was “Dad.” He’d chat with the townspeople and tussle his son’s hair. No one knew he was the meanest drunk around because no one knew he even drank. He’d drive off-Cape to buy his month’s supply of booze, and he only had one drinking partner — Junior’s mother. That is, when she was around.

      Junior’s mother was different. She didn’t play the part. She never shunned the bar scene, and that was what many of his parents’ arguments were about — her public drunkenness, and rumors that she was loose.

      But that was what was so strange about the day on the beach.

      It was the first time his father left the house drunk. And he was drunk. Blind drunk.

      He told Junior to get the bait out of the freezer and load the pickup with the fishing gear because they were going to Sea Glass Beach. Chugging on his rum, he weaved the truck back and forth along the desolate beach road while shouting curses about Junior’s mother.

      He handed Junior the bottle and forced a long sip down his throat.

      “It’s time you be a man!”

      Gagging and coughing, the boy’s throat burned.

      Senior laughed and bellowed, “That’s the good man! There you go!”

      Junior remembered how the rum swished around in his stomach and how he had felt a warm glow come to his face. And then he laughed. He liked it. A lot. And his father liked him for liking it, and they laughed together for the first time that he could remember. And then they headed for the beach.

      “Stop!” Junior shouted into the night, turning off the picture in his mind. He knew he couldn’t think about the beach until he got to his Silent Place. That was the deal he always made with himself when he wanted to think about the things that excited him.

      The full moon slipped through the trees and gave him just enough light to sprint the final twenty yards until the trail came to a sudden stop. The path ended directly in front of a massive wall of razor sharp thorns. It was a briar patch that continued on for hundreds of yards to the foot of an ocean cliff. At least that’s what many people thought over the years as the worn path turned left and went on for miles. But, when he found the fortress of thorns that April night of his eighth birthday, it was more than just curiosity that drove him on to see if there was anything other than the cliff on the other side. It was an undying need for safety and shelter for not only him, but for the things he loved. He was searching for his own home to escape the terror his parents put him through almost every day, birthdays and holidays included.

      On that night, Junior had been running away from home because of a gift his grandmother had sent him from Florida. He had never met his grandmother and was thrilled when the postman handed him the big, brown package with his name handwritten on it. It was the first gift he’d ever received from her. He knew he should wait until his parents got home, but the little boy couldn’t hold in the urge. He raced into his room and ripped off the paper exposing the black case. Seconds later, he had the case open and was staring at a beautifully polished cranberry-colored violin. He held it in his hands, picked up the bow, and glided over the strings. He had never touched a violin before, and the screeching sound amazed him. It was harsh, but beautiful. He moved the bow back and forth again. Faster and faster. It grew louder and harsher almost like someone screaming at a high pitch. The sound brought him instant joy as he hummed along. But then the front door slammed, and he heard his father’s heavy footsteps plodding down the hallway. The case was on the other side of the room, so there was no time to place the violin back. Junior rushed over to his bed and shoved it under his pillow.

      The door swung open, and his father glared at him, “Did I hear a violin?”

      He spotted the case and didn’t wait for an answer. He moved slowly to the case, staring at it for several seconds. Junior prayed he wouldn’t open it. He didn’t. He ordered Junior to fasten the buckles shut.

      He did. Senior picked up the unopened envelope that was lying beside the brown paper, ripped it open and scanned the letter. Junior could see the anger building in Senior’s eyes. He then crumpled up the letter, placed it into his pocket, and pointed to the violin.

      “Grab that and follow me!”

      Junior did, and what happened after that he still couldn’t comprehend. Senior ordered him to build a roaring fire in the fireplace that they never used. Junior didn’t mind. He enjoyed lighting fires. But when the flames were jumping, his father pointed to the violin case and then to the fire, “Throw it in!”

      Licking flames attacked the case while Senior tossed the letter on top and simply stated, “You will never play a violin in this house.”

      Senior then went down into the cellar to get a bottle of rum before he could see that the flames were destroying an empty case. It was after that bottle was consumed that Junior got his beating, and after that he knew he had to find a safe place for his violin. He wrapped it in an old beach towel and headed for the woods, and in those woods, he found the briar patch. He knew it was the perfect place, but as he gingerly made his way beyond the patch, the army of thorns stabbed his body. He quickly learned it wasn’t the perfect place, but like any builder of a house, he’d make it one. That night he hid his violin in the hollow of a tree and for the rest of the spring he used gardening shears to pick off the thorns and sculpt a narrow path through the wiry web – one that only his eyes would be able to detect. When he finally made it through the maze, his Silent Place was even more beautiful than he’d dreamed. He thought the briar patch would end at the cliff, but there were thirty yards of open, lush green grass before the patch continued another ten yards, stopping a few feet from the ocean cliff. He knew the wall of thorns that circled his Silent Place would always keep him safe.

      Now, three years later, that small patch of lush green grass was Junior’s real home. It was his Silent Place, and every time he came to it, he performed the same ritual. He placed the jar and the bottle down on a wooden plank that served as one of his three tables. There were different sizes and jars on each table, and he briefly thought that someday soon he should date and place them in the proper order. But not tonight. He rolled on the grass and let out a long breath that he had been holding forever. Comfort moved through his veins, and he smiled, moving his arms and legs back and forth, resembling a child making an angel in the snow. Doing this and hearing the ocean so close always soothed him and now, at complete ease, stared up at the white pin-shaped stars dotting the sky.

      “Now,” Junior paused and then ordered himself, “Now you can think about the beach.” The picture instantly appeared before him. He was trudging through the sand trying to catch up to his father.

      “Hur…eeees…up…” Senior slurred as he hollered and staggered on the jetty, “We’re gonna miss high tide.”

      Junior knew high tide wasn’t for another two or three hours, but he also knew to never correct his father, especially when he was drunk. He hustled to pick up the pace while his father beckoned him with his hand.

      He expected a slap across his face when he climbed on the jetty, but instead, his father patted his head and cracked a smile, “The booze already got you, huh?”

      “I guess so. Everything kinda feels… like slower.”

      Senior burst into laughter, “That’s what it does. Slows down the world so you can enjoy it more.”

      He nodded, but then Senior’s face clouded, “Or hate it more.”

      Senior turned around and stumbled from rock to rock, one hand carrying a fish bucket that contained another bottle of rum, and in the other, his pole and tackle box. There were four seagulls squawking annoyingly in his way. Junior thought for sure his father would lose his balance and fall. But he didn’t.

      “Get the hell outta here!” Senior kicked at the gulls, scaring them all away, except for one gull that tried to fly, but like a faulty plane, crash-landed in between a few rocks at the point of the jetty.

      It looked like it had a broken wing, Junior thought, and then he realized his father was oblivious to the gull.

      The man was actually talking to himself, “That whore. I’ll teach her someday.”

      Then he snapped out of his thoughts. “Get over here with that bait!”

      Junior rested his pole on one of the rocks and hustled over carrying the bait bucket and put it down. Senior took a long swig from his new bottle before crouching down and grabbing the bait from the bucket. He slapped the encased ice block of bait against the rock.

      “Aww, hell,” he growled, “It’s frozen. Get my knife. Now!” he ordered. Junior hurried to the tackle box, pulled out a thin-bladed bait knife, and handed it to him.

      “I thought I told you to get the bait out of the freezer.” His glassy eyes cut.

      Yeah, ten minutes before we left!

      “I’m sorry. It’s my fault.”

      The boy learned early on just to take the blame no matter what. Sometimes he got lucky, and it defused his father’s anger.

      “You’re damn right it’s your fault.” The cold dark eyes studied Junior for a minute contemplating hitting him, but then he kneeled before the bait and attempted cutting some pogies loose from the ice.

      While Senior grunted and cursed and cut away, Junior turned his attention back to the gull. It wasn’t crying like a normal gull. It was screeching. It sounded so much like his violin.

      Oh, how I love that sound!

      He watched the bird, who, despite being in excruciating pain, tried to fly away. But every time, it would go only a few feet and, as if it were shot, stumble backward into the rocks.

      “Aww, fuck!” Senior screamed.

      Junior turned just in time to see the block of bait sliding along the jetty. The knife had slipped off the bait, catching his father’s hand and slicing into his right index finger.

      Senior cursed over and over again as he licked the blood that was trickling out.

      Nervously, Junior asked, “Are you okay?”

      Senior inspected the finger that was still bleeding, “Goddamn it!”

      Junior edged closer and asked again, “Are you okay?”

      Senior wiped it down the side of his jeans streaking a long thin line of blood and winced through a tight lip, “Shit, I’ve had worse.”

      Then he flashed Junior his other hand as a reminder. It was the one that was missing two fingers that he had told the boy a grenade had stolen from him in Korea.

      “Now, where’s that goddamn tackle box?” Senior seemed to be in a daze, so Junior hesitantly suggested, “Why don’t you go home and put a bandage on it?”

      “No!” Senior hollered, turning and placing his hands firmly on his son’s shoulders, blood spilling in the process, “You and me are going to fish, like what other fathers and sons do. You know why?” His rum-soured breath almost knocked him out. Senior squeezed his shoulders, waiting for an answer.

      “Why?”

      “’Cause, I’ve got to get to know you. We have to become friends. Y’know why?”

      Junior couldn’t believe what he was hearing. It was the first time his father showed any interest in him.

      “Why do we have to become friends?”

      “’Cause your mother!”

      Senior called his mother the worst word he could and the boy’s face twisted with anger. He pushed the callous hands off his shoulders. He didn’t know exactly what the word meant but he knew it was the worst thing you could call a woman.

      “Don’t call her…” he began, but Senior howled with laughter.

      “That’s a good boy, defending your mother and all, but we both know you hate her, too. I found a picture you drew of her. It was the one with an ax in her head.”

      If father had seen that picture, why hadn’t I received a beating for drawing it?

      “I thought it was pretty funny. Anyway, shit, she can’t stand you. She always says to me the best part of you ended up on the sheets. You know what that means?”

      The boy didn’t know what it meant but answered, “I don’t hate her.” He had no idea what his father was saying but he thought he was supposed to stand up for his mother even though the picture illustrated the truth.

      Senior’s laughter died. “You have to understand something. We have to become friends because your mother is screwing everybody in town. I heard even women now. So, it won’t be long before she finds some dumb bastard who can’t get enough of her and then she’ll leave us. You see. Just you and me. Got it?” He was quiet for a moment, but then came alive again, “So go over there and get that tackle box, or I’ll whip you right now!”

      Junior shook with boiling hatred. He wanted to kill his father with his bare hands. While Senior turned swigging his rum, Junior stared at his back for a very long minute.

      Maybe if I push him?

      The man was drunk enough to lose his balance.

      If I smashed his head against the rocks that might just do it. I wonder what his brain would look like.

      The boy then realized it was just a fantasy and grabbed the tackle box. He handed it to his father, who in return, gave Junior the bottle and nodded for him to drink. The boy swallowed and welcomed another glow to his face while Senior rummaged through the multicolored lures, knives, and fishing line, until he came to the bottom of the box.

      “There she is!” Senior exclaimed, pulling out the black-handled, silver, block-shaped knife.

      “Old Heidi here will do the trick.” He grinned, displaying the huge blade that flashed in the sun.

      The boy wasn’t sure he should ask, but couldn’t help himself, “Who’s Old Heidi?”

      “Shit, I never told you about Old Heidi?” The man shook his head for a moment, “I gotta be a better dad. That’s a story I’ll save for when we’re drinking some night. Anyway…”

      He admired the knife, “That’s what I call her. Old Heidi.”

      Multiple squawking sounds interrupted them. Six gulls swooped down and landed on the jetty. A couple flew over to the wounded gull and the rest picked away at the frozen bait.

      “Hey! Hey! I thought I told you to get the hell outta here!” Senior swung the large knife shooing them away. They squawked back with idle threats while flapping off to sea. All of the gulls took flight except for the wounded one. He tried to follow the flock, but just as before, he crashed in between the rocks. But this time, Senior noticed the gull.

      “Why the hell are you still here?” He asked the gull, and Junior thought his father was actually waiting for an answer.

      “It can’t fly. I think it has a broken wing.”

      “Oh, yeah?” He smirked at Junior for a minute and then reached down, trying to pick the bird up. Junior knew that was a bad idea. The fear in the gull’s screech hit a higher level and it moved its head frantically. The yellow beak lunged out and nipped his father’s forearm.

      “Fuck!” Senior said for the thousandth time, and then everything went from slow motion into high speed. Somehow his father grabbed the gull by its neck and cursed it while tossing it onto the jetty where it landed ten yards away. Then he jumped from rock to rock and kicked it like a football, sending it to the beach. The man cackled and stumbled a bit as he plunged off the jetty and onto the sand and yelled at the helpless gull that screeched in terror

      “You want to mess with me? Is that it? You’re nothing but a rat with wings. You piece of shit!” He wound up his boot again to end him, but then stopped, yelling over his shoulder, “Get me Old Heidi!”

      Junior dashed over and grabbed the cleaver, while still trying to figure out what just happened. As he approached, Senior was still cursing at the gull with his back to the boy. The fantasy appeared again. But this time it felt real as the rage jumped up to his throat.

      “You…” he began.

      I could do it now! I could slice his head wide open. And if I get caught, I could say I was just protecting the gull. I could do it. Yes, I’m going to do it!

      The boy fixated on his father’s back but then heard, “Don’t even think of it!”

      “What?” Junior stopped, stunned.

      Senior turned around grinning, “I know you want to kill me. But you have to kill that gull. That’s your job. Got it?”

      “Me?” Junior pointed the cleaver at himself.

      The man pointed down to the gray and white bird that was now black and red, heaving   “Yes. I’m going to teach you how to kill. If you want to kill me, you have to first learn how to kill.” Senior walked over, raised his foot, and stamped on the gull’s good wing, snapping it.

      Junior thought it was such an interesting sound and how could anyone get tired of hearing it? It was the sound of approaching death and it intrigued him. He moved closer and looked at his father.

      “Do it! You want to be a man? Someday you’ll wanna be like me. For now, pretend it’s me! Do it! Be a man!”

      Junior drank in the sight of the dying gull. Its black eyes pleaded with him; the gull seemed to know that the boy had control of its fate. He had no hate for the gull, but he did have hate, and when his father said, “Pretend it’s me,” that opened the door to his simmering rage. It was now free to boil over. He was going to finish off the dying bird, and the gull knew it.

      He raised the cleaver and the gull’s eyes widened with a fear that was palpable — the inevitable fear of death. The gull desperately tried to move its head, but Junior brought the knife down with full power and fury. The razor sharp blade severed the gull’s head cleanly shooting blood up onto his face.

      Junior’s tongue found it while his eyes blinked wildly. In the distance, he heard his father’s voice, “Enough! Enough! Enough!”

      But he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop. He was in a frenzy slashing the carcass over and over again and hearing Senior’s voice only made it worse. Because that gull was his father, and he wasn’t going to stop until that voice was silent. He continued — chopping the gull’s legs off then hacking at the stomach, sending bits of intestines spitting into the early fall night.

      From out of nowhere, another far away voice broke his trance.

      “Holy shit!” Senior pointed at an elderly man sprinting toward them. They both watched, not knowing what to do, but then the man plummeted to the ground face first.

      “Get your shit and let’s go!” Senior barked, the fear of getting caught sobering him immediately. Senior raced to grab his pole and tackle box.

      But Junior didn’t grab his gear. He wasn’t listening. He was catching his breath while examining the carcass. He studied it for many seconds with a strange feeling of accomplishment.

      He picked up something that was lying beside the bloody heap and stuffed it in his pocket. He admired his work and lingered, observing the gull’s eyes. The terrified eyes now had a faraway look. The eyes had moved on.

      I freed the gull and it’s now flying to heaven!

      What a wonderful gift I have given the gull!

      The truck’s engine revved, and Junior awoke from his satisfied trance. The boy knew he had to hurry, or his father would beat him. But then he thought of the man lying on the ground across the street.

      Was he dead?

      He had never seen a dead person before, and he wondered if the man’s eyes would have that same faraway look.

      Had he gone to heaven, too?

      Junior had to find out. He sprinted across the street.

      Senior waved frantically, “What are you doing?”

      Junior closed in and could see the man was motionless. He didn’t have to check to see if he was alive. No one slept on their face, especially with their eyes open. He crouched down and noticed that the eyes had that same faraway look.

      Yes, the man is dead and flying to heaven with the gull.

      He clapped his hands gleefully. A few seconds later, the out-of-control truck skidded to a stop.

      Senior pushed open the door. “Get in!”

      The boy jogged over, hopped in, and Senior slammed his foot on the accelerator.

      “Was he dead?”

      “Yes.”

      And flying to heaven!

      Junior wanted to giggle.

      “Thank Christ!” Senior reached for a half pint from under the seat and took three quick swigs. The boy wondered how his father would react, but being safe again, Senior’s drunkenness resurfaced as he handed the half pint to Junior. “Drink deep, son. You just had your first kill! You made me proud. And you didn’t even sing. I was taught to sing during it. Makes it easier.”

      Senior broke into a rousing rendition of “Goodnight Irene” while Junior sat back and listened, enjoying the fact his father was proud. He told himself he wouldn’t enjoy the memory again until he got to his Silent Place. Then he would ponder it. Savor it.

      Now, lying under the starry night, he was doing just that. He had savored every moment, except for one thing. He went over behind one of the tables where there was a wooden box. He opened it and pulled out the violin. Then, he walked over to the empty Mason jar and twisted the cover open. He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the object from the beach. It was one of the gull’s webbed feet. It was scaly and putrid.

      What a comforting odor! How many kids have a gull’s foot, a gull they had killed?

      Only me!

      He placed the foot in the jar, closed it, and rested it beside several other jars. The jars contained dead mice, rabbits, squirrels, and frogs. They all had their eyes intact except for the frogs. He detested frogs, so he had cut the eyes out of their sockets.

      Frogs shouldn’t go to heaven. Frogs shouldn’t see God!

      “I really do have to put the jars in order someday soon,” he mused and thought again about his father. He may’ve been proud of his son, but he was wrong about one thing — Junior had been killing animals for years, but never with a large knife. The boy really enjoyed that. He wished he could’ve brought the gull’s head.

      Next kill!

      He thought about the song of death the gull sang that day on the beach, and he tried to play it on the violin. He didn’t need lessons, he realized, as he moved the bow over the strings harshly, making the violin scream exactly like the gull. The sound that came from dying animals — how he loved it! His pulse quickened, and he thought of the old man and his eyes.

      What kind of sound did he make before he died? Could it have been any more enjoyable?

      Another strange feeling mixed up his insides. He put his violin away before looking down at the bulge in his pants. The thought of screaming and people dying was making him hard.

      The eleven-year-old boy lay back down under the starry night sky, occasionally glancing at his penis that was slowly softening. The feeling was unexplainable, and he wondered if being hard was a good thing or a bad thing.

      For now, all he could do was wonder.
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      “Goddamn it! Those bastards!” I snorted, inspecting the round orange dent in the middle of the driver’s side door. The lacrosse ball had done more damage than I thought. At least, a couple of hundred bucks, I guessed.

      “I really hope you don’t use those kinds of words in your articles.” A female’s voice froze me.

      Aww, shit.

      I turned around slowly. An attractive woman in her early fifties with emerald eyes glared at me. I thought those eyes were about to shoot green lasers into my head, the embarrassment flowed red to my face. I tried to look down and noticed she was carrying a paper restaurant take-out bag.

      “Oh, ah… I’m sorry, ma’am… it’s… There were these kids, and I was driving and… Ah, I shouldn’t have said…”

      “I don’t think your boss, Mr. Crocker, would like to hear you talk like that.”

      How did she know Mr. Crocker was my boss?
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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"Captivating.
Hauntingly real and well crafted.”
—CASEY SHERMAN, New York Times Bestselling Author of Helltown
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