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Discovering that Marky Larson had brought a gun along on the trip to Maine changed everything for Anthony Colapietro.


"Shut up," snarled Marky It was the hundredth time he'd said it, or maybe the thousandth, since the two of them left New Jersey in Marky's old dark blue Monte Carlo nine hours earlier.


"I didn't say anything," Anthony protested. Not yet six in the morning, they'd been on the road all night, and his eyes felt sore and gritty from lack of sleep.


"You don't have to," retorted Marky from behind the wheel. "I can hear you thinking. You think I don't know what a punk like you is thinking? Quit thinking, you punk."


Marky believed, because he was a hardened twenty-four years old to Anthony's wet-behind-the-ears twenty-one, that he could call Anthony a punk.


"Got your face stuck up to the freakin’ window," said Marky. "What if a cop drives by, gets a load of your face?"


There were no cops around here. But there was also no sense trying to tell Marky that. Anthony had wondered how he got picked for this job, but now he figured someone must've thought he could put up with Marky without blowing a gasket.


He stared at the water that appeared intermittently between the tall trees as the Monte rounded another curve in the narrow blacktop. The ocean was blue and glittery, flat as a plate; as he watched, a big bird lifted from it with a slow rhythm of wings.


"I just never saw it before is all," said Anthony.


Marky glanced over at him in contempt. "Never saw the ocean? What're you, a dope? Lived a coupla miles from it all your life, you never freakin’ even been on the boardwalk?"


Anthony shook his head. "Uh-uh. Ma wouldn't let me."


Not as a little kid, anyway, and by the time she died he'd been in the juvie home six months already. From there, visiting the boardwalk was about as likely as visiting Mars.


Marky grimaced, showing small, even, white teeth. He was a good-looking guy with thick, curly black hair, a small, tightly constructed body, and what the girls called bedroom eyes.


Anthony didn't call them that, though, not even in his head. When he met Marky's gaze, which he'd already learned not to do very often, he got the strong, unmistakable sense that something unpleasant was in there, peering out at him.


Unpleasant and…different. Several times Anthony had looked over from the passenger seat at Marky and glimpsed something that chilled him. A lizard, maybe, cold-blooded and primitive, dressed in a Marky Larson suit.


But that must be just his imagination. Some jealousy too, maybe, because Marky was flash, Anthony had to admit. Thick gold chains hung over the white T-shirt he wore under a black leather jacket; stolen, probably, along with the fancy wristwatch. Crisp new blue jeans, new sneakers on his feet; Air Jordans, it used to be, back when Anthony was helping boost them off of trucks, the drivers standing by knowing the score.


But that was years ago. Anthony's own jacket was a Jersey Devils warm-up he'd bought at a thrift shop for a few bucks, only because it was warm and cheap. He didn't even know what the in-demand sneaker was now. He'd never read a map before, either, and it was this that had Marky so annoyed.


"I think we should turn here," Anthony said as they came up on an intersection.


Well, not a real intersection like he was used to. More like a crossroads. Intersections had street signs. Stop lights.


And traffic. Other cars and people, neither of which were in evidence here on this empty, tree-lined road out in the middle of nowhere. This crossroads only had an old stone mile-marker.


No wonder there were no cops. "Well, should I or shouldn't I?" Marky demanded. "I mean who the freak've I got navigating for me, here, Chuckles the Clown?"


"Turn," Anthony said quickly. "Right. Or no, left. That's right, left."


Marky sighed heavily. "You're a moron, you know that?" But he took the turn. Despite his map-reading inexperience, somehow Anthony had managed so far not to steer them wrong.


It wasn't the real ocean out there, either. According to the words printed on the blue area that represented water on the map, it was a bay. He sounded out the unfamiliar name in his head. Passamaquoddy Bay, it was called, and on the far side of it was Canada.


Anthony stared at the land, low and tree-covered, on the other side of the water, wondering if living over there felt any different than it did on this side. Better, maybe.


"They sure get up early around here," he commented. Boats puttered offshore, cranelike contraptions jutting from the backs of them. Dragging something, though he couldn't see exactly what. Nets made of chain, it looked like, and on the opposite shore he could just make out small houses.


Maybe the boat operators lived in the houses. Had wives and kids there, even. Anthony frowned. "It's a whole other country, Canada."


Testing the idea. Sounding it out. They'd taught him to read, back in juvie. And they'd taken his tonsils out, after they got infected. That was the sum total of what he'd gotten out of the juvie experience.


Well, that and an early warning system, a kind of alarm that rang deep in his head when things were going haywire. It was jangling now very loudly and unnervingly like the bell for a fire drill, but there was nothing he could do about it.


Marky expelled an exasperated breath, plucked a smoke from the pack in his T-shirt pocket, and punched the dashboard lighter with an angry stab. "Jeeze," he said long-sufferingly.


The road here was even narrower than before, with great big trees crowded up on both sides. They made Anthony nervous, these huge green living things all around with no fences or anything to keep them in.


No paths, no park benches. He'd have given his left nut for a coffee shop but he hadn't seen one of those in a while, either.


Animals, though, he guessed. Bears, and…well, he didn't know what else might be running around in these trees. Were there lions in Maine forests?


Marky might know, but another thing Anthony had figured out was that it was better not to ask Marky unnecessary questions. On the Tappan Zee, actually, when Anthony was first confronting the knotty problem of unfolding the map, he'd real ized it.


He'd asked Marky to say where in Maine they were going so he could at least try to start plotting their route. That was the first time Marky had told Anthony to shut the freak up, adding that if Anthony gave him any crap whatsoever on this trip, Marky would shoot him and dump his dead body by the side of the road.


To emphasize this he'd opened his leather jacket to reveal the gun's checkered grip peeping from his inside breast pocket.


"Marky, the guy said not to bring any—"


"Screw the guy," Marky had said viciously. "He wants to do the thing, let him do it his way. Hires me, I do it mine, okay?"


Marky had already showed Anthony the small spiral notebook full of instructions for the job: Do this at this specific time, that at the other. Backup plans, too, for different things that might possibly go wrong. And … a photograph of a woman.


An old snapshot, white crinkly lines on it from where it had wrinkled a little. In it, the woman smiled into the camera: dark hair, full red lips, eyes laughing and bright. The snapshot had come out of the wallet of their employer, Marky had said, but he wouldn't say any more.


Probably because he didn't know, although just try getting Marky to admit anything like that. Finally there was the heavy cardboard box full of equipment that they'd brought along, which naturally it had been Anthony's job to load into the Monte's trunk: two sets of night vision goggles, rubber-strap headsets to wear them with, a small recorder with an old-fashioned cassette tape in it, plus other things that Anthony couldn't take the time to identify because Marky kept yelling at him to hurry.


What's up with that stuff? he'd wondered, but now he just looked out the window again to where the underbrush crept up to and in places right out over the crumbling pavement.


No power poles, he noticed. Probably no lions, either. But he still wished there were fences.


"This better be right," Marky growled threateningly, spewing out a stream of smoke while casting another evil look at Anthony. "Or you're in trouble."


Anthony was pretty sure he was already in trouble. Coming up here with Marky had been a bad idea, and not only because of the gun.


The money was good, though. He decided his best course now would be to concentrate on the money. He rolled his window down to let some of Marky's smoke out and got an unexpected faceful of ocean smell, cold salt water and what he guessed must be seaweed mingled with a hint of wood smoke.


The smell triggered a hard, deep I want feeling, like when a pretty girl walked by him wearing some really nice perfume. Went right on walking, usually, because girls like that wouldn't give Anthony Colapietro a second look.


Jesus, he thought, having given up yearning so long ago that he barely recognized it. Then they were in the trees again and a different smell came in, like the Pine-Sol from the juvie home.


Training school, they'd called it. Yeah, training to be a loser. Every kid in there had grown up to be a knucklehead. The luckiest ones ended up running errands for actual tough guys.


Like me, he thought in a moment of bleak self-knowledge. An errand boy.


But since the unlucky ones were either dead or in prison, he decided that maybe this little field trip with Marky wasn't so bad, after all. And the smell, he realized, was coming from the trees.


Pine trees, they must be, growing wild here right out of the dirt. He let this idea sink in some more, finding it worrisome but also strangely pleasant.


Marky spoke up again. "So I gotta do everything," he snarled, "while you sit there playin’ freakin’ tourist? What're you, the Queen of freakin’ England, now?"


Anthony jumped, then consulted the map again hastily. Marky was right. He wasn't keeping his mind on the job enough. A mean voice in his head added that this was why the losers were errand boys, that it was in fact why they remained losers.


The thought was so surprising, so different from anything he had ever come up with before, that he wondered for an instant if maybe it wasn't coming from some other head. Marky's, maybe.


But no. Marky was an errand boy, too. Just a meaner, more confident one.


An errand boy with a gun. "Okay, keep your shirt on. Turn here," Anthony said. Hoping he was correct, that he hadn't maybe started getting it wrong a hundred miles ago without knowing it.


Because Marky really would kill him. Even the "keep your shirt on" remark, lightly delivered and intended merely to mollify Marky, jolly him into a better mood, had triggered a dirty look.


Marky wouldn't care if Anthony's body was only half dead when he shoved it out of the car. And Anthony had a feeling that if you got lost here, shot or otherwise, you might never get found again; that the absence of paths, park benches, and cages for the animals was the least of it.


The very least of it. As he thought this, something moved way back there among the trees where sunlight angled in wavery golden patches surrounded by green gloom. Anthony tried to see what it was and especially if it was coming any closer.


But by that time they'd already gone by, and when he craned his neck to look back, it wasn't following them. Or if it was, it was hiding in the underbrush where Anthony couldn't see.


"Hey, whoa, what the freak is this?" Marky demanded as the pavement ended suddenly and the car began bouncing violently.


"End of the line," Anthony replied. "That was the last turn, back there. We should see the house, coupla minutes."


The news seemed to cheer Marky. "Man, we are definitely not in Kansas anymore," he said, his fingers wrapped tightly around the wheel, cigarette dangling from his lips.


Grinning, suddenly lighthearted. He snapped on the radio, a blare of country music filling the car. Marky sang along with the tune in a sarcastic falsetto, ridiculing the words and the down-home country twang, making stupid faces.


"Oh, she broke mah heart so ah broke her jaw," Marky sang in his curiously high, nasal voice. "Ah cut ‘er up with a big chain saw."


Anthony wasn't comforted by the sudden show of good humor, though, because that was another thing about Marky, that you couldn't tell when he meant it: the grin, or the lizard look. As if to prove this, Marky snapped the radio off abruptly.


"Christ," he exhaled in sudden disgust. "People listen to this crap around here?" They rode in silence a little more until, in half a mile or so, the dirt road got worse.


A lot worse. Loose stones clattered against the underside of Marky's beat-up Monte as they jounced over the uneven track. The muffler banged a rock sticking up out of a pothole.


Bam! Anthony looked back, wondering if the rock had torn the Monte's muffler right off. Marky cursed eloquently, coming up with words and combinations that even Anthony had never heard of before, and his eyes grew cold and reptilian again as he glared over at Anthony accusingly.


Be there, Anthony thought at the house that was supposed to be hidden away around here somewhere, imagining Marky getting too frustrated and tired to be able to keep a lid on it. Shooting Anthony in the knee, maybe, just to let off steam.


He hoped it would be only the knee. But then around the next curve, a house did appear, first the roof and then the rest of it huddled there under the low branches.


"About time," Marky said grimly, as if it were Anthony's fault that the trip had taken so long. They stopped in a graveled turnaround and got out into an enormous, waiting silence.


In juvie, the noise had been constant, like living against a background of heavy demolition. And afterward, the rooms in the boardinghouses he'd lived in had been loud, too, right over the street in the kinds of neighborhoods where nightfall only got the quiet people to go indoors. Here, though:


Trees and more trees. Through them Anthony glimpsed the bay again, blue and glittering and…big. Much bigger than anything he was used to. The silence all around kept enlarging as well, as if it just might suck Anthony right up into it.


He'd never felt so small, so at the mercy of something. Battling panic he waited for Marky to decide their next move, while his gut churned sourly and sweat prickled his armpits. Then a bird cried out raucously overhead: chukka-chukka-chukka!


Anthony's heart hammered and his mouth went dry. The smell of sun-warmed pine needles filled his head again, flooding into it like the ether they'd used on him for his tonsils, clapping the mask harshly to his face.


If Marky killed him here, no one would find him. It would be like when he first disappeared into the juvie home, and then his mom died.


No one would know. No one would even ask. Pretty soon wild animals would come along hungrily and eat his body. His eyes, his ears…even the tongue he'd used to cry out with, at the end.


Leaving only bones.
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Do you suppose you could explain to me again why you think this Campbell fellow is coming after you?" asked Eastport police chief Bob Arnold in tones of barely repressed skepticism.


It was a bright morning in August, a week before Labor Day The warm air drifting in off Passamaquoddy Bay smelled sweetly of chamomile and sea salt. A seagull soared lazily over the spot where Bob's squad car sat parked under the maple tree, in front of the big old white house on Key Street.


Two tourists pedaled by on rented bicycles. "I told you. I think what I said about him made him mad," replied the dark-haired, jeans-and-sweater-clad woman crouched by the jagged hole in the front sidewalk. "Wrote about him, I mean."


Her name was Jake Tiptree, and when she first came to Maine and moved into the huge, ramshackle old dwelling on Moose Island, seven miles off the downeast coast, she thought that at least the concrete walk from the porch to the street looked indestructible.


But ten years and hundreds of old-house repairs later, she knew she might as well have believed in the tooth fairy. Nothing was indestructible; not windows or doors, not plaster or flooring or plumbing or wiring or, God forbid, the furnace.


Not even herself, which was her other problem on this fine late summer morning in Eastport, Maine, three hours from Bangor and light-years from anywhere else.


Not far enough, she thought. She dug more crumbly concrete pieces out of the walkway, using a hand trowel to scrape at the edges of the already gaping hole. Later she would widen its base even more but for now she just wanted to get the loose stuff out.


"That's why he's vanished. So he can sneak up on me. I feel like I'm in a horror movie, waiting for the monster." Lately, the mere thought of Ozzie Campbell gave her the creeps.


Bob Arnold leaned against the squad car, an aging off-white Crown Victoria with the city's emblem, a stylized blue-and-orange sunrise, stenciled on the door. Beneath the few strands of pale hair stretched over his forehead, his scalp gleamed in the sun.


"Yeah. You told me that on the phone, Jake," he said. Plump and pink-faced, Bob didn't resemble the kind of quick-on-the- uptake cop who could nab up a bad guy so fast that the guy was deposited in Bob's squad car and locked behind the perp screen before he even knew what hit him.


But just a week earlier, a couple of out-of-towners had decided that Eastport would make a great export center for bulk metham-phetamines. Right on the water and only a few hundred yards from the Canadian border, they rigged waterproof bait boxes and attached them to Styrofoam buoys, then went on "fishing trips" and left the boxes floating, to be picked up by their cohorts on the far side of the imaginary line dividing the two nations.


They hadn't figured on (a) an informant willing to trade his pals for a break on his own legal problems, and (b) Bob, sitting out there in a dory with two arrest warrants and a .410 shotgun in his lap.


Bob always said cop work was ninety percent knowing and ten percent doing, as if to imply that anyone could be good at it. "But you didn't say how come he'd be that mad," he told Jake now.


And you still haven't, he was obviously thinking. But he was a friend in addition to being Eastport's only full-time police, so he'd driven over practically the minute she called. Which in turn was barely a minute after Sandy O’Neill, aide to Manhattan Assistant District Attorney Lawrence Trotta, had finished telling Jake the bad news: that Ozzie Campbell was AWOL.


She shoved the hand trowel's tip in under the big chunk of concrete still lodged in the hole. Experimentally, she pried at the chunk. It shifted a little, but not enough.


"All I know is, I sent in my victim's impact statement two weeks ago, just the way they asked me to. And now it's been read, processed, and—"


This was the bad part. "—copied to the defense attorneys," she finished. "Ozzie Campbell's lawyers."


It had been Sandy's other news, on the phone from his tiny office in downtown Manhattan, overlooking the Brooklyn Bridge: that her "vic statement," as Sandy had called it, detailing the many negative effects upon her of her mother's murder thirty-five years earlier, had been placed in discovery.


In other words, revealed to the defendant, too, if he wanted to read it. "So there are no surprises later," Sandy O’Neill had explained patiently in his thick Brooklyn accent. "We got enough problems with this case," he'd said.


Listening, she had practically been able to see the sunshine glittering on the East River, hear the traffic's clamor and smell the cooked-hydrocarbon reek of lower Manhattan on a hot day.


"If we do get a conviction," Sandy had told her, "we don't want any grounds for appeal. We don't want them quibbling over one thing, saying how maybe it suggests that we didn't show them other things. Also, this guy's got a bad temper; we don't want him going off half-cocked for some wild-hair reason, screwing us up some way we didn't anticipate. So," he'd finished, "we're just showing them everything right up front."


Including her victim's impact statement. It was a development Jake hadn't anticipated, and now with Ozzie Campbell doing his thin-air act right afterward—well, Sandy could say whatever he liked. It was still too coincidental for comfort.


"Twenty years in the bar business in Atlantic City, he's as regular as a bank clerk," she told Bob Arnold now. "Never a break or a vacation, guy never even takes a sick day. Two weeks before trial, though, suddenly his lawyers get my thing and…poof!"


Gone. Like a magic trick. Or a plan. It was another thing Sandy O’Neill had told her, that Campbell was a detail-oriented, hands-on type of person who'd pored obsessively over every single filing, motion, and court memorandum in the proceedings so far.


Also, you didn't run a bar successfully for all those years without being a good planner, a guy with a sharp eye for the small stuff and a habit of not letting even the slightest thing slip. People like Campbell took care of business.


And finally, though she didn't know much else about Campbell—Sandy had offered to tell, but at the time the minutiae of the killer's life hadn't interested her—she knew that when people's routines changed dramatically, there was always a reason.


Thinking this, she gripped the concrete chunk's edges with her fingertips. Roughly rectangular, it was about a foot long, nine inches wide, and six inches thick.


Difficult, in other words, and in need of attention, like the rest of the place. She wondered briefly why she'd chosen to take on a massive old dwelling every inch of which required constant maintenance. It was what living on an old wooden boat must be like, always scrambling to keep it from going under. Only when left to their own devices, old houses sank into the earth instead of the sea.


But she knew why she'd done it, really. The constant needs of someone or something kept people from sinking, too; ones like herself, for instance, who thrived on something useful to do. And it hadn't hurt that she'd loved the place the moment she saw it.


Still did. But that concrete was heavy.


"Jake." Bob stepped forward, ready to help. "Just ‘cause the guy's not down there where he usually is, that still doesn't mean he's necessarily up here, trying to get on your case. ‘Cause like you say, where'd be the sense?"


"Yeah, right. Things always make sense, don't they?" she retorted. "They just fall into place like jigsaw puzzle pieces, fit together right off the bat. And nobody's following me, or watching me, either."


Because that was the worst thing, the crawly sense of being observed like a bug under a lens. Or a target in the crosshairs. She'd been trying to get Bob to take her seriously about it for a few days now, earning in return the kind of looks that the attendants gave to the inmates in the really securely locked-down asylums.


She hadn't told anyone else, though; not her husband, Wade Sorenson, for example, or her best friend, Ellie White. Because what could they do? And she didn't want them worrying about her; about her safety, or more likely, her sanity.


But back to the dratted sidewalk; for something that rocked so alarmingly when stepped on, that concrete chunk was solidly in there. Rising, she crossed the yard to the tool shed under the maple tree, returning with a garden spade.


"Jake." Bob's tone was excessively patient. "So you've got an odd feeling? That you're being watched? Because it's what you said. But what the hell am I supposed to do with that?"


Right, she thought again. Tell it to the judge: "Your Honor, the hairs on the back of my neck are prickling and I feel something bad coming." Heck, half the world felt something bad coming, and mostly they were right.


But that didn't mean Bob Arnold could help them, shotgun or not. He went on:


"Anyway, you said yourself there's nothing in your statement that'll mean anything at the guy's trial. No reason for him to want to get you out of the way, no new evidence against him, that you can supply."


She frowned. He was correct on this point, also; even all these years later, what happened on that night in the brownstone in Greenwich Village was so clear in her mind, it could've been etched there with an engraving tool.


But the memories of a witness who was just three years old at the time, Assistant DA Lawrence Trotta had informed her, would carry little weight with a jury. They might even harm his case, being as there was absolutely no corroborating evidence for them.


"Nothing they can use, even though I was right there," she confirmed. "Basically, they're prosecuting him without me."


Juries didn't like feeling that they were being manipulated by emotion, Trotta had said. The wise prosecutor didn't even try it. "So getting me out of the way couldn't help him at all. More likely the opposite," she finished.


She slid the spade's blade deeper underneath the concrete chunk. The best she could hope for, Trotta had said as kindly as he was able—being a prosecuting attorney had put a hide like an elephant's on him—was that her victim's impact statement might sway the jury when sentencing time came.


If it came, because there could instead be an acquittal; in fact, that was the likeliest outcome. After so many years, most of them occupied by the FBI's search for the wrong man, the case was no slam dunk and Trotta had made no secret of that, either.


Especially since the one thing she hadn't seen clearly that night was the killer's face. "Probably Campbell doesn't like being reminded of what he did," she told Bob. And her statement, so full of vividly recalled detail even after all this time, would at least accomplish that much.


But Campbell wouldn't do anything so risky as harming her right before his trial, merely over hurt feelings. If he did he'd be the obvious suspect. So what was he up to?


"Back away, Bob, will you? If some concrete snaps off or the spade breaks, I don't want it to hit you."


He obeyed, stepping up onto the porch where a pair of blue canvas lawn chairs took up most of the space. Summer was nearly over, the temperatures on clear nights plummeting to the forties under stars turning hard and cold, but in Eastport, people clung to the last dregs. When she woke up to snow overfilling the blue canvas drink cups built into the chair arms, she would haul them inside.


"That looks like kind of a tough job, there," Bob observed. "You sure you don't want me to…?"


"Bob, don't treat me like a little old lady." Or, she added silently, what you think of as a lady, at all.


He still seemed to believe she should be hiring help for this kind of thing, that she was somehow too fragile for fixing up an old house. Partly she imagined that it was because she was slender and five foot four, with small, regular features capped by clipped-short dark hair; overall, it was a package that made some people—not ones she liked—describe her as "pixieish."


And partly it was because, even though his wife Clarissa was the kind of tough criminal defense attorney for whom the phrase "junkyard dog" was invented, Bob just still thought that way.


She leaned on the spade; if you crossed Dirty Harry with the Pillsbury Doughboy and added a dollop of Miss Manners, Bob was what you'd get. In his mind, the womanly spheres didn't include any power tools or guns, two areas in which she actually had some hard-won expertise.


It was yet another way in which the house had repaid her for her work on it. When she came here the only power tool she'd ever used was an electric toothbrush, unless you counted the blender in which she'd made strawberry daiquiris. And heavy lifting had been out of her realm entirely.


As she'd hoped, the mechanical advantage of the spade's long handle lifted the chunk easily; so much for needing a tough guy. Nothing like demolition work to put hair on a girl's chest, she thought; harness anger, keep a leash on revenge fantasies, even squelch fears…


Some fears. Pivoting, she deposited the big concrete piece on the lawn under the maple, whose roots were likely what had caused the concrete walk to fracture at all.


"Look, it's not like I don't sympathize. It can't be easy," said Bob. "The trial, remembering it all and hearing it brought up again—"


She laughed shortly. "That's putting it mildly." Having your mother killed and believing that your father had done it was the next best thing to being an orphan.


Or next worst. Her own experiences with parentlessness had made Oliver Twist look like Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm. But that was all over and done with long ago, she reminded herself as, sighing, she peered into the hole.


It was wet. Muddy, even. "Oh, hell," she pronounced.


Straightening, she wiped her hands on her jeans and turned. "Bob, the guy murdered my mother. Strangled her, set a fire, blew up half a city block, and basically framed my father for it all. Sent him on the run."


The authorities had been happy to suspect Jacob Tiptree. He was already the kind of guy they liked making an example of, the kind who built bombs and exploded them as loudly and publicly as possible to highlight social injustice. Not hurting people; never that. He and his associates had been careful, and anyway in those days a big bang and a mimeographed manifesto had been enough.


The old, golden days…"You don't know for sure," Bob began again, "that Ozzie Campbell was really even the one who—"


"Yes, I do," she retorted. "Everyone does. Besides my dad and the man who finally ended up being my dad's alibi—"


The fellow he'd been selling explosives to when the fire began hadn't wanted to come forward. Only on his deathbed had he told authorities how he knew for sure that Jacob Tiptree hadn't killed his beautiful young wife, Leonora:


Because the fellow had been planning a demonstration of his own, in support of an antipoverty group he'd been a part of. At the rally he meant to blow up an enormous statue of a pig wearing a business suit, and in return for black powder, fuse cord, and the blasting caps to do it with, he'd just finished handing ten thousand dollars over to Jacob Tiptree when the murder occurred.


"Ozzie Campbell was the only other adult in the house," she finished. He'd even had a motive: his love for Jake's mother, which afterward he'd never bothered keeping a secret.


So as soon as the cops stopped thinking Jake's dad had done the deed, Campbell was the clear next choice. Add a Manhattan ADA who badly wanted that word "assistant" lopped off his title and presto, instant prosecution.


Campbell would get Trotta's name and his brand-new slogan—"Justice Never Forgets"—into the newspapers and onto the blogs.


Win or lose hardly mattered; it was the name recognition Trotta would get out of it that counted.


"Jake, you were just a little kid," argued Bob. "You don't know who all might've been there with your folks in the—"


"Oh, but I do." Why was it so hard to make people understand this, that the facts of the case were clear? "Everyone saw who all went in and out of our house. In those days in the Village it was just like it is here, a neighborhood."


She waved at the other big old white wooden houses on the block, their front steps bright with potted chrysanthemums and blowsy late-season geraniums, many of their inhabitants taking advantage of the fine late summer weather and busy with chores: painting porches, washing windows, tidying dooryards.


A red muscle car rumbled by, thudding down the street to the deep bass thump of its oversized stereo speakers. An ice cream truck tootled in the opposite direction, jangling out its simple tune like a brain-dead Pied Piper.


"Still," Bob began again, wanting to reassure her.


He was like that. "Trotta has witnesses," she interrupted him. "From back then. People on their front stoops gossiping and watching the kids play It was," she added, "a nice day."


Or so she'd been told. "And there's plenty of testimony that no one else went in there that afternoon. No one but my dad, the guy who was buying stuff from him, and Campbell."


ADA Trotta had hinted recently about new forensics evidence, stuff that hadn't been possible back then, though she'd yet to be told anything definite. He was tight-lipped both about potential new lab results and about his trial strategy. But even if new scientific evidence came in, getting a jury to care would still be a challenge, everything faded by years and by the brighter contrasts of newer, more sensational crimes.


Bob relented a little. "So you think Campbell's nervous."


"Yeah. About me. And if I knew why, maybe I'd feel better about this little thin-air maneuver he's pulling."


Or maybe not. She dropped to her knees again by the muddy hole in the front walk, scowled into it.


No wonder the concrete had finally broken. There was nothing underneath to hold it up. All the dirt down there had washed away.


"I don't know what might've set Campbell off," she said, "but I don't care what the ADA's aide says about him maybe just wanting a vacation, a little peace and quiet before the you-know-what hits the fan."


A swiftly set bail requirement of two point five million had been no bar to Ozzie's gaining his freedom, a few days after the indictment. Defendants only had to put up ten percent; still, it was a lot of money. On the telephone, Sandy O’Neill had suggested Campbell's absence was probably no big deal, just on account of the potential forfeiture of so much money and property.


That Jake shouldn't be alarmed. But Jake thought O’Neill was alarmed himself on some level, or he wouldn't have called her.


"Campbell's a slime toad," she said. "A thug, with thuggish connections." Everyone knew that about him, too; the indictment, along with a brief profile of him, had appeared in the papers as Trotta hoped. "And no one knows where he is."


Looking around for the possible cause of the muddiness in the hole, she found it a few feet away in the metal downspout of a gutter still dripping from showers the night before. "Damn."


"What's the trouble?" Bob asked.


A half-hour repair job had just expanded to the better part of a week. "That," she replied, pointing up in disgust.


New aluminum gutters gleamed at the roofline of the house, an 1823 white Federal clapboard with three full floors plus an attic, three tall red brick chimneys, and forty-eight old double-hung windows each with a set of old green wooden shutters.


And a collapsed front walk. Squinting, Bob frowned. "Looks okay to me. The rainwater used to come down there—"


He pointed to where small rust stains betrayed the earlier presence of metal. "But you rearranged it so it comes down here." He aimed an index finger at the relocated downspout. "So … ?"


Inhaling deeply, she pressed the pad of her thumb to the spot just between her eyes where her head was beginning to throb.


"So when I redirected the rainwater runoff, I didn't take into account where the water would run once I got it away from the foundation, that's what. And where it would go turns out to be under that sidewalk."


"Oh," Bob said, nodding comprehendingly. "Then, when it got under there, it caused…"


"Erosion. And then the concrete cracked. So the other day when my dad stepped on it, it collapsed and so did he."


"He's okay, though? Your dad?" Bob asked solicitously.


The lean old man with the stringy gray ponytail, big work-roughened hands, and pale blue eyes was a favorite of the Eastport police chief, even though Jake's dad wore a ruby in his earlobe and Bob believed firmly that earrings on men were against the laws of nature.


"Yeah." Jake eyed the hole. "Cast on his foot, but he and Bella went on their honeymoon anyway, just the way they planned."


Her dad and her housekeeper Bella Diamond had been courting for years behind a smokescreen of quarrels and spats. Underneath all the friction, though, they were as made for each other as a pair of Siamese fighting fish.


"Going to be interesting," Bob remarked. "Got the first-aid kit stocked?"


A laugh escaped her. "Yeah. And one of those bells they ring at boxing matches to make them get back to their corners. I guess I'm the designated referee."


She looked up. "Seriously, though, if she doesn't nurse him to death after his foot injury, and he doesn't get so cranky he ends up swatting her with a rolled newspaper, they'll be fine."


Behind Bob, the house soared solidly into the sky, its proportions—from door height to window width to the arc of the leaded-glass fanlight over the massive front entry, right down to the lap of the clapboards nailed precisely upon one another—as satisfying as a mathematical equation.


That more than anything was what had attracted her to the old structure, she supposed, the idea that if you stayed in such a place long enough, you might come to resemble it. That a person might eventually learn to live by its dignified example.


So far it hadn't happened, but one could hope.


Just then a car pulled up alongside her and a familiar hoot issued from its open window. "Ja-ake!" called Eastport's closest equivalent to a human foghorn, Billie Whitson.


Reluctantly, Jake turned. Billie was a recent arrival to the area, fresh from the sunny climes and even sunnier financial prospects of Carmel, California. She was full of marvelous plans for turning Eastport into a Maine island paradise.


That it already was one seemed not to have occurred to her. "Now, Jake, I want you to tell me I can put you on the list," she declared.


The California sun had turned Billie's short, straight hair to yellow straw, and her face into a leathery mask of bright paint, jangly earrings, and black-rimmed eyes. "If people see how beautifully you've rehabbed that old monstrosity," she went on with a wave at Jake's beloved antique dwelling, "they'll be more likely to buy one of the truly good old homes that I'm in the business of selling."


Feasting her eyes upon Internet photos of cheap shoreline property and unaware that in Maine what you saved on land, you spent on heat, Billie had wasted no time getting a Realtor's license and setting up a Web site of her own. Now she wanted to put Jake's place on her virtual home tour, "just to show what you can do with even the worst old heap," as she so flatteringly put it.


"Maybe after the sidewalk's fixed," Jake told the clueless real estate maven, not quite meeting her avid gaze. When Billie fixed her sights on you it was like being stared at by a bird of prey that had spotted something edible.


"Don't wait too long," Billie advised, letting her face show what she thought of Jake's efforts with the fractured concrete. Where she came from, home-owners had staff to take care of things like that. "You wouldn't want it to fall down any more than it has already, before people get a chance to see it."


Unless it falls on you, Jake thought as Billies red-tipped fingers twitched in a farewell wave.


"Bella and my dad are due home in a week," she told Bob once Billie had zoomed off in her silver MG convertible, her trailing scarf provoking a final, thoroughly uncharitable thought. "When he comes up the front walk, it would be good if I could keep him from breaking the other foot. So I'd better get started."


She faced Bob squarely. "But about Campbell. He's here. Or on his way. Mark my words," she added as Bob started to object again.


True, she had no evidence. But she didn't want to look back someday on her suspicions and say if only. Not about a man who, thirty-five years earlier, had strangled a woman with his bare hands while her child looked on, then ripped one of the earrings from her ear and taken it away with him.


He'd worn it ever since, brazenly insisting she'd given it to him as a love token long before she was murdered. "And you see most everything that happens around here, so…"


"Yeah, yeah. Keep an eye out for weirdos." Bob got into his car, settling onto the torn black seat. "I always do. Although I still don't get why you and Lee can't come and stay with us for a few nights."


At his words, a new unease struck her. But that really was just paranoia, surely; Campbell had no way of knowing about the three-year-old girl staying with Jake while her parents, Jake's dearest friend Ellie White and Ellie's husband George Valentine, were away on vacation.


Nor would he have any reason to care. Still, Jake wished all at once she hadn't decided to keep Lee here, that instead she had taken up Ellie and George's offer to bunk over at their place for the duration.


Bob seemed to read her thought. "We've got plenty of room," he urged, "and you know Clarissa would love it."


Jake didn't doubt it. When she wasn't in a courtroom bashing holes into prosecutors’ supposedly watertight arguments, Clarissa was a peach. He squinted around, suddenly seeming to realize what was missing. "You don't even have the dogs here, do you?"


"Nope." No dogs, no people, just herself and a little girl who would likely go early to bed. Jake had been looking forward to the solitude, actually.


Until now. "Sam's starting school in Portland in a couple of weeks," she went on. "He's in a brand-new apartment there, has a new job; he's getting himself settled."


At twenty-one, her son was trying yet again to make a life for himself. "Wade's at work," she added. Her husband, Wade Sorenson, was Eastport's harbor pilot, an expert at getting big cargo freighters in and out of the tricky local waterways.


"And the dogs are away at training camp," she finished. Wade sent them out there each late summer to get them ready for turkey season, partridge season, duck season, grouse season, deer season, moose season, rabbit season, and any other season that he and his hunting buddies could come up with. If he could've taught the animals to play cards and drink brandy, he'd have taken them ice-fishing, too.


"They'll be there a few more days. I still think I'll stay here, though." A quiet house, a bathtub available for long, hot soaks, plus glasses of wine, a free hand with the TV's remote control, not to mention its Off button—


"Thanks anyway, Bob. Tell Clarissa I'll call her, will you?"


"Yeah, all right," he gave in. "Anyway, I gotta go. There's a lady out near Dog Island complaining that kids were partying on the Knife Edge last night. Like that's anything new."


Beer parties on the cliffs at the south end of the island were a perennial problem. Only a few town kids attended out of the many who lived here, but when they got going, it seemed like a lot. "Trust teenagers to want to get drunk at the edge of a hundred-foot drop," he added resignedly. "So I need to go calm her down, I guess. And there was an accident a little while ago out by the causeway, car hit a deer."


No surprise there, either; car versus deer incidents were a dime a dozen around here. "Anyone hurt?"


He spread his hands. "Only the deer. Venison for the food pantry. And the car's totaled, belonged to a guy staying out at the campgrounds for a week. He's from Connecticut, and he says he's suing the city for not putting up Cyclone fencing to keep the deer off the roads."


He glanced heavenward as if praying for relief from visitors who thought they'd be swaddled in cotton wool here, just the way they were at home. "They're still clearing up the broken glass on the road and so on; guess I'd better have a look," Bob said.


Then another thought occurred to him. "Kid still biting?" He rubbed the side of his head in remembered pain.


Lee, he meant. "Unfortunately, yes." It was the toddler's only seriously bad habit, but it was a doozy; just that morning, Jake had nearly lost the tip of a finger.


"Mistook your ear for a chew toy, did she?" Jake asked Bob. The pediatrician said Lee would grow out of it, eventually, but Jake wasn't so sure.


"Few days back," Bob confirmed, grimacing. "You ever find a way to make her let go?"


"Nope. Pry bar, maybe." His radio began sputtering just as, back in the house, her phone began ringing. With a wave he drove off to check on the deer-car mishap; she stepped over the hole in the front walk on her way to answer.


Inside, the house shimmered emptily: silent, serene. Solitude was a rare luxury for her, and as she picked up the receiver she thought again about the ways in which she planned to enjoy it.


"Hello, Jacobia," the voice on the phone said, and then it struck her, just exactly how alone she really was here.


Once they found the house at the end of the dirt road, Marky settled down some and on account of that Anthony felt better, too, less worried and more able to size up the situation. But as soon as he lugged the heavy boxful of gear in from the Monte's trunk, they'd gone into town to get the lay of the land.


As they crossed the long, curving causeway onto the island— Welcome to Eastport! said the sign—Marky remarked sourly that if he had to live way out here in the boondocks like this, he'd just kill himself and get it over with.


But Anthony wasn't so sure. To him the town's big old white houses with green shutters and red chimneys were like dwellings out of a child's storybook, one of tales simpler and luckier than his own. Even the less well-kept places here looked better than his crummy room and hotplate back in New Jersey.


Marky turned the car away from the neat clusters of houses, following small hand-painted signs with arrows on them that read See the Old Sow Whirlpool! The signs led to a grassy bluff ending at a gravel turnaround, perched on a high cliff.


From here you couldn't see the town, only water in a nearly 360-degree panorama, churning and swirling. Danger, announced the placard posted by the weedy, crumbling edge of the cliff.


No kidding, thought Anthony as Marky got out of the car and slammed the door, striding away. A chilly feeling hit Anthony as he let his gaze stray to where a section of cliff stuck straight out over the waves like a big stone bridge to nowhere.


Dizzyingly high and narrow, the craggy stone trail over thin air widened suddenly at its very end to a tablelike platform big enough to stand on, but not much more. Yeah, like you could even get out that far, he thought. It made the pit of his stomach feel hollow just looking at it.


Scattered beer cans and the blackened remains of a small fire said the Danger sign was regularly disregarded, probably by local kids. But Anthony had no problem obeying it, as Marky made his way to the last bit of solid ground before the precipice and stood there staring.


"What?" called Anthony, but Marky ignored him, squinting out into the morning brilliance over the foamy, turbulent water as if gauging directions and distances while Anthony watched uneasily, then crept to the edge of the cliff himself.


Cripes, but it was a long way down. A little to his right, a path snaked through the loose stones and strangled-looking bushes down to a narrow beach. At the foot of the cliff, a steel cable was clipped to a big bolt in one of the boulders down there.


He let his eyes follow the cable out to where it ended on an enormous black rock jutting out of the water fifty yards distant. On the rock stood a concrete pyramid, maybe four feet high; from a construction job he'd done manual labor on once, he recognized it as an old U. S. government survey marker.


The cable was to help you get out there, he knew. Clip a safety line to the cable, it would keep you from getting washed away. Or worst case, you could go hand over hand…


Watching the waves batter the rock and fall back again, geysers of white foam hurling themselves skyward and subsiding, Anthony was glad he didn't have to get out to the survey marker. Meanwhile, Marky made a point of examining a small red-and-white replica of a lighthouse set a dozen yards back from the cliff's edge, walking around it, frowning and looking from the lighthouse to the water and back, as if fixing their relationship in his mind. Then, seemingly satisfied, he returned to the car.


What new wrinkle was this? Anthony wondered. He didn't know Marky well, but he'd seen him often enough around the bar they both hung out in back in Jersey. And the only scenery Marky was ever interested in there wore tassels and a bikini bottom.


If that. "Never mind," Marky rebuked him before he could ask. "You don't have to know everything."


Anthony had snappy answers for this; plenty of them. But he didn't offer any because for one thing, Marky still had the gun. Besides, why bother? It would only start another whole big thing.


Slamming the car into gear, Marky spun out of the parking area near the cliff and headed back toward town, where Anthony wanted to go, too. Maybe there'd be coffee there.


Eastport's single short market street opposite the harbor was composed of two- or three-story brick or shingle-fronted old buildings with benches and flower boxes arranged out in front of their wide plate-glass windows. Mostly they housed restaurants and souvenir shops but there were a few offices among them, too, including several for lawyers and real estate agents.


Anthony wondered idly what the deal was, anyway, buying a house. Did you have to apply somewhere, were there papers to fill out? Was there a background check? He was curious, too, about what use people around here had for lawyers. None of the faces he saw on the street had the pinched look he associated with crime.


Mostly they were tourists, their pocketbooks and expensive cameras dangling off them like ripe fruit dangling from low trees and their big SUVs just begging to be raced to the nearest chop shop. Back wherever they came from he supposed they could be up to plenty of shenanigans, but here they were on vacation from it.
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Chapter 2

For fixing a sidewall, use
concrete, not mortar. For fixving
loose bricks or stone, use mortar,

not concrete.

—Tiptree’s Tips
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