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You think that you are . . . the pursuer . . . that it is your part . . . to prevail, to overcome. Fool: it is you who are the pursued, the marked-down quarry, the destined prey.

—G. B. Shaw

Man and Superman
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It all started with a bluefish blitz at Metcalf’s Hole on South Beach. It was early summer and the bluefish were everywhere. After hitting the yard sales, Zee and I had taken a lunch out to Pocha Pond, on a beautiful, sunny Saturday morning. I had unfolded the old bedspread I use for a beach blanket, and while Zee lay on it in the lee of the tall rushes that grow there and read, I waded out for some chowder quahogs. For some reason, Pocha Pond doesn’t seem to have any small quahogs, only big ones. How they make the jump from teeny seed to chowder size with no intervening steps is a mystery to me, although the Great Quahog God probably understands it perfectly. After I had my small basket full, I waded back to shore, and ogled Zee, who looked splendid in her wee bikini.

“Nice bod,” I said.

Zee lifted her eyes. “By next month, you’ll be a married man, so you’re going to have to learn to stop drooling over single women.”

“Next month is July. This is still June, and you’re still single, so don’t rush me.”

“Come here,” she said. “I want to explain something to you.”

I went to her.

“Lean down.”

I leaned down. She tossed her book, and pulled me down on top of her.

“Help, help,” I whispered. “I’m being assaulted.”

I was wet and cool, and she was warm and dry. Pretty soon we were both warm and wet.

“There,” said Zee. “Let that be a lesson to you.”

“I have short-term memory loss,” I said, as we untangled and put our bathing suits back in place. “What was that we just did? Can we do it again?”

“I can do it again,” said Zee, “but I think you’ll need a few minutes before giving it another go. Meanwhile, let’s eat.”

We did that, washing lunch down with cold Sam Adams beer, and afterward we napped in the hot Martha’s Vineyard sun, improving both our tans and our energies at the same time.

In mid-afternoon, Zee stretched and smiled. She looked like a long, lean cat. Her blue-black hair framed her tanned face, and her dark eyes were lazy and sensual. She leaned over me.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m saving myself for my marriage. I don’t drool over single women anymore. I’m afraid I must ask you to be on your way.”

She looked beyond me and sighed. “I’m afraid I must do just that. Here comes a caravan of Jeeps. Our haven is no longer ours alone.”

I rolled over and looked. Sure enough, here came three trucks down from the Dike Bridge, headed for Wasque. Fishermen or picnickers coming back from Cape Pogue Pond, no doubt. I looked at my watch. Three o’clock. By the time we got home, it would be martini time. I gave Zee a chaste kiss, and we packed up.

But as we came off the Wasque reservation, what should we see but a line of ORV’s at Metcalf’s Hole.

“Hey,” said Zee. “They’re catching fish! Let’s get over there!”

We did that, and found a gap where we could park my old Land Cruiser. Fishermen were shoulder to shoulder, and there were fish under every truck. We got our rods off the roof rack, and walked right down to the surf.

“There’s at least two schools out there,” said George Martin, hauling in a nice fish. “One outside and one in close. A lot of cut lines.”

Zee made her cast and was instantly on. “Hot damn!” She set the hook and began working the fish. I made my cast and got a hit after about a half dozen turns on the reel. There were mega-fish out there.

“Blast and drat!” Zee’s line was limp. “Cut off!” she said, reeling in as fast as she could.

I landed my fish just as she finished rerigging and headed back to the surf. She landed two fish before she was cut off again. She uttered a very unladylike word and headed back up to the truck.

I brought in my fifth fish as she was digging through her tackle box, looking for another leader. She found it and tied it on. “Don’t say a thing,” said Zee, looking up at me from under lowered brows. She ran down to the beach.

Five minutes later, she was back at the truck again, looking for yet another rig.

“I’ve told you to use a longer leader,” I said helpfully, while I unhooked a nice eight-pounder right beside her. “Look at me. A thirty-inch leader, and I haven’t been cut off once. But you and those eighteen-inchers. Why do you use those things? How many rigs have you lost this morning?”

“Shut up,” explained Zee.

I cut my fish’s throat and tossed it into the shade of the rusty Land Cruiser beside the others. Zee, rigged up once more, headed down to the surf to make her cast.

According to George Martin, the fish had come in just after noon and had been there ever since. They were taking anything you could throw out there, so all of us were using junk lures, and one thing worked as well as the next. It was terrific fishing, but a lot of gear was being lost to crossed lines and the fins and teeth of the voracious blues.

I probably have as much gear on the bottom of the ocean as anyone else does, but today I’d been lucky. Not a single lost lure. It was too good an opportunity to pass up, so I didn’t. I went down again and stood beside Zee and made my cast. She was already on, her rod bent and singing, and was bringing the fish in. There wasn’t much tide, so she didn’t have to walk down the beach. Instead, she was cranking him straight in.

“Now listen to old J.W.,” I said, as I saw a swirl and felt a fish take my lure. I set the hook and my rod bent. “The secret of successful fishing is to keep the fish attached to the lure, and the lure attached to the leader, and the leader attached to the line, and the line attached to the reel, and the reel attached to the rod, and . . .”

“Shut up, Jefferson!” Her fish was giving her a lovely fight.

“Be patient,” I said, “there’s more. . . . And the rod attached to you, the fisherperson. That’s all there is to it. Now you’ve got all of it right except the leader attached to the line part, so that’s the part you have to work on. You should start by getting rid of all those eighteen-inch leaders and make yourself some good long ones like I use.” I gave her my best smile.

“One more word, Jefferson, and the wedding’s off!”

She landed her fish, gritted her teeth at me, and carried the fish up to the Land Cruiser. She was wearing shorts and a tee shirt over her bathing suit, and had her long, black hair tied up with a blue kerchief. She, like me, had Tevas on her feet. On her left ring finger she wore the small diamond that had been my grandmother’s engagement ring. In four weeks, on July 13, we planned to add a wedding ring to that finger.

I landed my fish. Another eight- or nine-pounder, which was today’s size. Schools of blues often are about the same weight, for reasons probably known to Neptune, but not to me. I carried it up to the truck.

Zee was counting fish. Hers were by the hind wheel and mine were by the front wheel.

“I’ve got my limit,” she said.

There is a ten-fish daily limit for sport fishermen. I have a commercial license, so I can ignore it.

“You can catch some for me,” I said.

“And have to listen to more of that long-leader stuff? Fat chance! Besides,” she said, “I have to go to town and do some chores.” She put her rod on the roof rack. “You can stay. I imagine that George will give me a ride home. Won’t you, George?” She gave him her dazzling smile.

“Sure,” said George, who was old enough to be her father, but was not blind.

“Never mind,” I said. “I brought you out here, and since I’m a manly man with a code of ethics that requires self-sacrifice when women and children and dogs are in trouble, I’ll take you home even though the fishing may never be this good again.”

“Thanks anyhow, George,” smiled Zee.

We drove west along the beach until we came to the pavement. There, where two-wheel-drive cars could park, the beach was still filled with the June People, getting their vacation money’s worth as they squeezed the last advantage from the warm rays of the late afternoon sun. We turned right, crossed the Herring Creek, and went past the condominiums toward Edgartown. The bike path beside the road was full of bikers and walkers.

“What chores?” I asked.

“Well, for one thing, I have to get some more gear. I got cut off four times today, and I need some plugs and some new leaders. Don’t say one word, Jefferson! But first I have to get some money because I don’t have any.”

“The banks are closed.”

“Ah, but I have an ATM card and the Vineyard Haven National Bank has a machine right in Edgartown, so I am in business.”

I did not have an Automatic Teller Machine card. Because my checkbook was never in balance anyway, I figured it would only get worse if I got an ATM card, since then I could get money without even having a check stub amount to improperly subtract from my current imbalance.

The traffic was pretty heavy, but then the Vineyard summer season was getting longer every year. At one time, the islanders had made almost all of their tourist money between July 4 and Labor Day, but nowadays the season stretched from May till October and even longer. A sure sign that summer had actually started was the number of mopeds on the road. Mopeds were a constant hazard to their drivers, many of whom knew nothing at all about how to stay on top of the little machines. The veteran island police officers preferred night duty to day duty simply because the moped accidents almost all took place in the daylight. So the younger the officer, the more likely it was that he or she would have the day shift, otherwise known as Moped Mop-up. Similarly, the hospital emergency room, where Zee often worked, was busy all summer repairing damaged moped riders or shipping the worst injured of them off to mainland hospitals on Cape Cod or up in Boston.

Mopeds held up traffic when they weren’t doing worse things, and we followed a half dozen into town. As I loafed behind them down Pease Point Way, I suggested to Zee that maybe there should be an official moped season, with bounties available on a per-head basis. It was not an original idea.

“You don’t have to knock off the mopeds,” said Zee. “They self-destruct faster than Mr. Phelps’s tapes.”

True.

We turned up Main Street and drove into the A & P-Al’s Package Store afternoon traffic jam. The citizens of Edgartown seem intent upon having as many traffic jams as they can manage, and from time to time rearrange the traffic patterns on the lovely, narrow streets of their village so as to maximize driving difficulties. They are very good at it, and have made it very difficult indeed to drive efficiently or park anywhere, but their crowning achievement is the traffic jam in front of the A & P and Al’s Package Store. From time to time each day, all summer long, traffic is backed up a half mile or so in either direction, making Edgartown the undisputed winner of Worst-Traffic-Jam-on-the-Island championship trophy.

Of course, as I often explained to Zee and anyone else who would (and some who wouldn’t) listen, this jam, and most others, was caused by people making left turns. My plan was to put concrete barriers down the middle of the road in front of the A & P and Al’s so no one could make any left turns.

“No left turns, no traffic jams. Put a traffic circle around Cannonball Park and another one around the Square Rigger, so people can reverse direction, and everything will be fine. But does anyone listen to me? No.”

Zee rolled her eyes. “Yes, dear.”

“Dear,” I said. “I like that. It sounds like we’re already married.”

The Vineyard Haven National Bank’s ATM booth was at the triangle, near the post office. I pulled into a parking place and Zee jumped out. While Zee dodged cars on her way to the ATM booth, I eyed the parking plan of the plaza, convinced once again that whoever had designed it had psychological problems. Cars were obliged to park or drive every which way, and everyone I’d ever talked to agreed that it was not only the worst parking design they’d ever seen, but that, since nobody could look in all the directions people were parking, walking, and driving, it was only a matter of time before somebody got run over trying to get to the P.O.

Zee made it to her ATM booth safely. I watched her enter with her magic card and punch buttons inside. She collected her money and looked at her receipt, then looked at it again. Then she looked at it some more. Then she put her card back into the machine and got another receipt. She looked at it. Then she put her money into her purse and came out of the booth.

“Guess what?” she said, climbing into the Land Cruiser.

“What?”

“You’re looking at a wealthy woman.” She smiled and waved her two receipts.

Nurses don’t normally get wealthy so fast. “I want you to know,” I said, “that it’s your dear, sweet heart that has drawn me to you, and that your millions mean nothing to me.”

“In that case,” said Zee, “I’ll just keep the hundred thousand to myself.”

“A hundred thousand? Dollars?”

“Look,” said Zee, handing me the receipts. “I have about fifteen hundred in my checking account, but look at these.”

I looked. Each receipt said that Zee had a hundred thousand more than that in her account.

“I got two receipts, just to make sure,” said Zee. “Both times it said the same thing. Maybe I should go right to the tackle shop and get myself a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of leaders and lures. What do you think?”

“I think Rio might be a better plan, because I have a feeling that banks, being banks, probably have laws that protect them when this happens and put people like you in jail if you run off with the hundred thousand.”

“Rio it is, then. They’ll never catch us.”

“We have to get rid of these fish before we go. And now that I think of it, I don’t have a passport. You’ll have to go alone, I’m afraid.”

“Rats. Well, in that case, let’s go get me some tackle instead.”

“Remember. Long leaders this time. No more of those eighteen-inchers.”

“I really hate it when people just can’t let something go. You know what I mean?”

I did. We nosed into the traffic jam and stayed in it until we got to Chase Road, then cut up to Coop’s, where Zee got herself two Roberts, two Missiles, and enough forty-five-pound test leader makings to keep her in business for a while.

“Tell you what,” she said, as we left. “I’m going to give your friend Hazel Fine a call on Monday, and see what she says about this mistake in my account.”

Hazel Fine worked at the Vineyard Haven National Bank. I had met her the year before. She was the only banker I knew very well, for I had lived a sheltered life.

“Good idea,” I said. “Maybe we’ll find out it isn’t a mistake. Maybe we’ll find out that you have a secret admirer who has decided to slip a hundred thou into your account every now and then in a vain hope of winning you away from me.”

Zee grasped my arm and fluttered her lashes at me. “If you get his name, pass it on to me, and I’ll make sure you get your grandma’s ring back before the guy and I head for Cannes.”

Zee’s hundred thou was the first unusual thing that happened that week. It wasn’t the last.
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On Sunday morning Zee got a receipt from yet another ATM and still had her hundred thou. But by Monday morning it was gone. The Vineyard Haven National Bank informed her that she had just her fifteen hundred in her checking account.

“Sic transit gloria mundi.” She sighed, as she told me this over the phone. She was at work in the emergency room and had just called the bank and gotten the bad news.

“Did they give you any explanation?”

“They said they’d been having trouble with some of their machines.”

“I told you you should have withdrawn the money while you had a chance.”

“You did not. Oh well. No French Riviera again this year.”

“Riviera schmiviera. You’re already on the blessed isle of Martha’s Vineyard. The Riviera holds no comparable charms. Besides, I’m here, not there. Think about that.”

There was a silence at the far end of the line. I hummed into my phone. “I’m thinking, I’m thinking,” she said, laughing. Then, “Oops, there’s some business coming through the door. It has the appearance of the first moped spill of the day. Gotta run.”

She hung up.

Another fortune slipped through our fingers. Oh well.

It was a lazy day, warm and sunny. I was wearing shorts and Tevas, my usual at-home garb during the summer. I put on my shades and went out to the garden and weeded and watered flowers and veggies for an hour. The lawn needed mowing, so I put in some more time doing that. By then it was time for the day’s first beer, so I got a Sam Adams from the fridge and had that on my balcony, while I looked out toward the beach on the far side of Sengekontacket Pond, where the cars belonging to the June People were already lining the highway between Edgartown and Oak Bluffs.

The beach beyond the highway is a favorite one for young families, because the parking is free, the prevailing offshore wind and gently sloping shore create safe waters for small children, and the water is only a hundred feet or so from the road, making it easy for Mom and Dad to tote their armloads of gear and children from car to seashore.

On the beach, the bright umbrellas were up, and in the water beyond the sand the surf sailors were riding their multicolored sailboards back and forth across the gentle southwest wind. In the air, kaleidoscopic kites were flying. Although I could not see them, I knew the young mothers had their beach chairs facing the water so they could watch their children playing on the edge of the water. Their babies’ cribs were beneath their umbrellas, their beachbags were stuffed with towels and toys, food and drink, sunscreen and lotions, diapers and books. Their husbands were flying the kites or reading or letting themselves be covered with sand by their children.

My Sam Adams was so good that I had another one, accompanied by some bluefish pate, cheese, and crackers. Life was not bad. The sky was pale blue, and in the woods around the house the birds were talking. More birds were at the feeders I had hanging here and there. I wondered if they’d still come after Zee moved in and brought her cats, Oliver Underfoot and Velcro. I gave that some thought and decided that I could probably rig the feeders so Oliver and Velcro couldn’t get at them. Of course the birds would have to watch out for themselves, cats being cats, but that was okay since both were God’s little creatures. I wondered once again whether there were birds in cat heaven or cats in bird heaven. Once again, I really couldn’t guess.

At eleven-thirty I phoned the Vineyard Haven National Bank and asked to speak with Hazel Fine.

Hazel’s voice sounded musical as always.

“Let me take you to lunch,” I said.

“Well, thank you, but I imagine that Mary has already fixed something at home.”

“She can come, too.”

“Why don’t you join us instead?”

“I want to ask you some bank questions. Nothing serious, but if you eat my food, I won’t feel guilty. If I eat yours . . .”

“I don’t imagine you’ll feel very guilty about that either, J.W. You’re not the guilty type. Come by the house at twelve-thirty.”

“I’ll bring white wine.”

“You and Mary can drink it. I’ll have to go back to work.”

“I think Mary and I can manage that.”

She laughed. “I’ll give Mary a ring so she’ll be forewarned. See you in an hour.”

Hazel Fine and Mary Coffin lived together in Vineyard Haven, a short walk from the bank and an even shorter one from the library. They were attractive women, both fortyish, who had been together for years. They were fond of early and baroque music, and were members of an island choral and orchestral group that I had hired to play at our wedding. Hazel had an excellent voice, and Mary played recorders, the oboe, and other wind instruments. They were also good cooks, so I made sure I arrived on time.

Mary was wearing a light green housedress and Hazel was in banker lady’s clothes—blue suit and white blouse, low-heeled shoes, and some gold at her throat and wrist. I told them they both looked smashing, which was true as well as being politically correct.

Lunch was vichyssoise and thin ham and cucumber sandwiches. My bottle of vino verde was just right with it. Mary and I poured glasses for ourselves and iced water for Hazel, and we dug into the soup and sandwiches.

“Now what is this bank business you want to know about?” asked Hazel, touching her lips with a napkin.

I told her about Zee’s hundred thousand dollars.

She smiled and shook her head. “We’re installing a new computer system, and there are still some bugs in it. Our ATM’s have their share of those bugs. I imagine that it was probably just a printing error in the machine.”

“But Zee got the same information from another machine the next day. Could the same mistake occur in two different machines?”

“I wish I knew more about computers, but I imagine two machines can make the same mistake, just like two people can.”

“I can make enough mistakes for two people all by myself,” I said.

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” said Hazel. “I’ll look up Zeolinda’s account myself, and check the balance.”

“She called the bank this morning and the hundred thou was gone.”

“I’m glad to hear that. All right, I’ll double-check the balance and also check all transactions on her account for the last month. If there was an error during that time, we should catch it.”

“If you find the hundred thousand and it doesn’t belong to anybody, will you just slide it over into my account? I’ll split it with you later.”

“There are very few hundred thousands that don’t belong to somebody, J.W.” Hazel glanced at her watch. “I’ve got to get back. I’ll call the bride-to-be at the hospital when I’ve checked her account.”

She went out, and Mary and I finished the wine and sandwiches.

“Well,” said Mary, “in a month you’ll be a married man. How do you feel about that?”

“Fine. Anxious. Worried.”

“Worried about what?”

“Worried that she’ll change her mind. If she does, I’ll have to start courting her all over again, and I may not be able to con her into this another time.”

“I don’t think you conned her, J.W.” She smiled. “Relax. The wedding will be a great success and you’ll live happily ever after. It’s good when people find a partner to live with. I don’t think we were meant to live alone.”

“I’ve done more of it than I want to. How’s the music shaping up?”

“It’s well shaped.”

We cleared the table and took the dishes into the kitchen. Then I found my hat—a baseball cap advertising CV 60, the USS Saratoga—and gave Mary a kiss on the cheek. “If Hazel can’t get through to Zee at the hospital, have her give me a ring at home. I’ll relay the message.”

On my not-too-good truck radio, I got the classical music station in Chatham, and listened to the end of something by Bach on the way home. Bach often bores me, but this time he was okay. It’s too bad he had so many children and so much work to do. If he’d had more time, maybe he could have spent it on each piece of music and would have written fewer that sound so much alike. When the station was through with Bach, they played a Beethoven piano concerto performed by David Greenstein, the latest winner of the Tchaikovsky competition in Moscow, and Zee’s current musical passion. Better than Bach. Ludwig Van is the world’s heavyweight music champion, and David Greenstein could really pound the ivories. He was still at it when I got home.

There, having had enough classical music, I switched to the C and W station that comes out of Rhode Island, and listened to Reba and Tanya and Garth and the other guys and gals sing their songs about love betrayed or gained. I like classical and C and W music, but you can have most of the other stuff, especially the current noise that kids listen to. Too hard on my ears, and too juvenile. C and W music may not be profound, but at least it’s written for grown-ups.

I was fixing up a giant salad for supper when the phone rang. I thought maybe it would be Hazel, but it wasn’t. It was Quinn.

“Coming down this weekend,” said Quinn. “You got room?”

“I’ve got room.”

“Bringing a guest.”

“She’s welcome.”

“Not she, he.”

“He’s welcome. How long you staying?”

“Week?”

“Sounds good.”

“How are the fish running?”

“So many they’re standing on their tails so they’ll all fit in the ocean.”

“Dynamite! See you Friday night. We’re bringing the pizzas and beer. Tell that sweetheart of yours to cheer up because a real man is on his way!”

“I’ll try to keep her calm.”

Quinn hung up.

Quinn was a reporter for the Globe. I had met him when I was a cop for the Boston P.D. and we had hit it off. After I’d taken the bullet that still nestled next to my spine, and had retired to the Vineyard in search of a more peaceful career, Quinn and I had kept in touch, the touch being mostly in the form of my going up to Boston once a year to catch the Sox in Fenway and have a few beers at the Commonwealth Brewery, makers of America’s best bitter, and Quinn’s coming to the island to have a go at the wily bluefish. Next to nailing a good story, Quinn liked nothing better than nailing the blues.

It would be good to see Quinn, and I looked forward to having him down a couple weeks before the wedding. He would loosen things up in case they got tight. Quinn didn’t let things get tight. He disapproved of tight, except for occasionally being that way by dint of booze.

I wondered who his friend was. Since his divorce, Quinn had taken up with a number of women, but had never remarried. Once or twice, he had brought women down to the island with him, and I had put them up in my spare bedroom, which is normally only occupied by my father’s hand-carved decoys. There were twin beds in there, so this time Quinn and his friend would also have that room. Someday, maybe, it would be a child’s room. But not yet.

A half hour after Quinn had called, the phone rang again. I was making some pesto bread to go with the salad, and having a Sam Adams. This time it was Hazel Fine.

“I called the hospital, but Zeolinda was busy with someone who had just come into the emergency room.”

“She’ll be here for supper, if you want to talk with her personally.”

“Oh no. You can pass the word, such as it is. Tell her that I checked her account from April till now, and there’s no sign of any hundred thousand dollars or any other error. I think we can blame it on a couple of faulty ATM machines. A computer glitch of some kind.”

“A hundred-thousand-dollar glitch is a pretty good glitch.”

“Yes it is. As I told you, we’re installing a new computer system here at the bank. Until now, we’ve had a servicer over on the mainland doing all of our computer work, but that got too expensive, so we’ve decided to do all of our processing in-house. We’ve had problems transferring the accounts from there to here, and this balance error is apparently just another one of them. It probably happened late last week, and didn’t get corrected until this morning.”

“I thought you bankers didn’t make mistakes.”

“You thought that, eh? Say, I have a deal in real estate—a bridge in New York—that might interest you.”

We laughed. I’m so bad at handling my own money that I’m probably qualified to open a savings and loan of my own.

When Zee came in, tired after a long day of putting people back together after sundry mishaps, I sent her right to the shower. After she came out, feeling better, I gave her a martini and took her up to the balcony. There, I plied her with hors d’oeuvres and more martinis while I gave her Hazel’s message and told her of Quinn.

She liked Quinn. “It’ll be good to see him again. Who’s his friend?”

“I didn’t catch his name.”

The-news of the coming of Quinn and his companion was the second thing that happened that week. The third thing happened on Wednesday. It was a very bad thing.



— 3 —

Martha’s Vineyard draws young people like honey draws bees. They swarm down from the mainland every spring and take up jobs that pay peanuts for the sake of spending a summer in the island sun. They promise to work faithfully until Labor Day, but quit in mid-August, as their employers know they will, so they can have a couple of weeks of uninterrupted fun before returning to college. If they break even over the summer, they are happy. They are usually happy anyway, since it’s hard to be unhappy when you’re twenty years old and sun, sex, surf, and beer are in such plentiful supply.

Only young people from abroad, the Irish and the like, keep working into the fall, since the money they make on the island, however meager, is more than they can make at home.

These summer citizens live in shacks in the woods, or group illegally in large houses in violation of town ordinances which are ignored by their slumlords. The slumlords can make a pretty penny from their summer guests, and care little at all about the condition of their buildings or their occupants, or about the opinions of their neighbors.

Just after I pulled out of my driveway late Wednesday afternoon and headed for Edgartown, I met one of the youthful summer persons coming along the other side of the road on a wobbly moped. Bound home after a day’s work, I guessed. She had long brown hair and would have been quite pretty if the expression on her face had not been so strained. Was she thinking bad thoughts about her boss or boyfriend, or just trying to stay on top of her restless moped? I thought she should try to look less severe, so her frown lines wouldn’t become habitual, and recalled my father warning me that if I kept sucking my thumb I’d grow up looking like Eleanor Roosevelt.

I had spent the afternoon refiberglassing the bottom of my dinghy. I had worn a hole in its bottom by dragging it over the sand when I launched or retrieved it from Collins Beach, where I kept it log-chained to the bulkhead during the summer. It was now in the back of the Land Cruiser, and I was returning it to the log chain which prevented Edgartown’s gentlemen summer sailors from stealing it so they could get back out to their yachts late at night after the launch service had ended. I drove down Cooke Street, fetched the Reading Room dock, and made the dinghy fast. Inside the Reading Room, the men were having cocktails. Only men had cocktails at the Reading Room, I’d been told, except for a couple of hours on Sunday nights, when wives and ladies-in-waiting were allowed to share the booze.

I had not been invited to the cocktail hour, so I parked the Land Cruiser on the beach, and walked down South Water Street, past the giant Pagoda Tree and various inns and hotels, to Main Street. There I took a right and popped in at the Wharf pub, where at that time I could get a glass of Commonwealth Brewery Ale, America’s finest beer. The pub was full of young people and noise, but the beer made the stop worthwhile, so I had not one but two before returning to the street.

There I met the chief of the Edgartown police, looking fairly composed for a man whose Vineyard summer had already started. The chief was watching one of his summer rent-a-cops trying to handle the mix of cars and pedestrians at the four corners, where Water Street and Main Street intersect. The rent-a-cop was not doing too badly, and the chief saw no need to interfere, even though the walkers were, as usual, crossing the street without looking or slowing down. Happily for the rent-a-cop, the drivers were both slow and alert, so no bumps or bruises had yet occurred, and the rent-a-cop was able to keep both vehicles and people on the move.

The chief and I walked away from the intersection and down to the parking lot in front of the yacht club. Out in the harbor, a few yachts were swinging at their moorings. There would be a lot more later. On a stake between the yacht club and the Reading Room my cat-boat, the Shirley J., pointed her nose into the falling southwest wind.

“Did you see that crowd?” said the chief. “It looks like the Fourth of July and here it is only June. More cars and people every year!”

“That’s what you said last year.”

“I think this may be my last year. I can’t take this anymore. I think I’ll retire and rent a place up in Nova Scotia for the summer. They say that up there it’s like it used to be here twenty years ago.”

“That’s what you said last year.”

“I’ll come back down here after Labor Day. It’s not so bad then.”

“That’s what you said last year.”

“I know I said it last year, but this time I really mean it. The other day when I came out of the station, this woman stops her car and asks me, ‘Is this the right road?’ That’s all. Just, ‘Is this the right road?’ Not ‘Is this the right road to Katama?’ or ‘Is this the right road to the airport?’ Just, ‘Is this the right road?’ Ye gods, what kind of a question is that? Then, about an hour later I was up in front of the A & P and damned if a guy doesn’t stop his car and ask me the very same thing. That’s when I knew it was time to go up to Nova Scotia.”

“What did you tell those people?”

“I did the right thing. I smiled and said yes, it was. And they drove off.”

“Clever. And some people think you’re simple-minded.”

“Speaking of simple minds, are you still planning to marry Zee now that she’s just a poor working girl without a hundred thousand in her account?”

“How’d you find out about that?”

“I ran into your betrothed and she told me about her rapid rise to riches and her equally rapid return to normalcy. Too bad. You two could have afforded a humdinger of a honeymoon. Where you going, by the way?”

“I thought we might go to your house. Annie could cook for us and you could open the champagne and run errands. What do you think?”

“It’s all right with me if you move in. I expect to be in Nova Scotia.”

“In that case, I’ll have to change my plans. We’ll need somebody to serve us breakfast in bed, and shine our shoes, and stuff like that.”

“Actually, this island is a good place to have a honeymoon. A lot of people spend an awful lot of money to do it. Annie and I did it ourselves. Of course that was because we were too poor to leave.”

“It’s not too bad being so poor that you have to live on Martha’s Vineyard. I can imagine being poor in a lot of worse places.”

“You don’t know what poor is. You’ve got government money pouring in every month.”

Not pouring, really, but at least dribbling. A bit from the Boston ED. for carrying the bullet next to my spine, and some benefits from the USA as compensation for some Vietnamese shrapnel, bits of which still oozed out of my legs now and then. Any hopes I might have had of making a career as a male model had been done in, thanks to the scars bestowed upon me by people trying to kill me. I had collected some more scars since coming down to the Vineyard for good, but I didn’t get any money for those.

“Your favorite reporter is arriving this weekend,” I said. “Quinn. He’s bringing a friend.”

“Quinn!” The chief spat out the name. Some time before, Quinn had covered a drug bust on the island and had produced a story that was unflattering to the DEA and the various police agencies which had let the big guys get away while rounding up the small fry.

“I’m taking him and his friend fishing. You want to come along?”

“I don’t have time to fish. I have to work for a living. Besides, Quinn and I don’t hit it off too well.”

“You barely know each other. It would be a good change for you to pursue the wily bluefish instead of the local perps.”
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