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  WHEN EVIL INVADES YOUR HOME through the television screen, you can turn off the set or distance yourself emotionally. In 1984, when there was a murder on the shores of Taunton Bay, I had no such choice. I lived across the bay and knew the murdered woman. Even if I had not been a reporter assigned to cover the crime, I could not have distanced myself from this story.




  My consuming need to know why and how my friend was killed was only partly satisfied as I reported the story for the local newspaper. But then, when I decided to write a book and Hancock County Sheriff Bill Clark generously gave me access to investigation reports and to his staff, I learned more than I ever expected.




  Sheriff Clark and his staff shared with me not only behind-the­scenes facts, but their feelings as well. The case, bizarre even in their experience, touched everyone’s emotions.




  Long after the events described in these pages ceased to make news headlines, the tragedy and irony of the story still haunted me. Talking with townspeople and with friends and family of Amy Cave revealed to me the deeper and sadder human story behind the accounts presented by both local and national media.




  Most of the people I contacted during my research were amazingly forthcoming, but one important figure—Amy’s killer—declined to be interviewed. All quoted material from this source is taken from taped interviews, courtroom transcripts, and recollections of other participants.




  I found that I could not write this account only in the third person. As a woman, I had strong reactions to the gender issues involved in the case. Also, when I was a reporter I had never been allowed to editorialize, and now I wanted to make personal observations about the law and the courts and the participants in this drama. Then, too, sometimes I myself was a participant. Therefore, beginning in Part 2 of the book, I increasingly tell the story through my own eyes, in the first person.




  For events when I wasn’t present, such as during the initial investigation, I have reconstructed scenes and paraphrased dialogue based on specific recollections of the people who were there. Sometimes even police officers recalled details differently when describing the same event. (Cops are human, too, one of them reminded me.) In those instances I used the version recalled by the most people.




  I am very grateful to Bill Clark and everyone in his department—Chief Deputy Richard Dickson, Lieutenant Nate Anderson, Jail Administrator Richard Bishop, and the deputies, dispatchers, and corrections officers—for their help. And I am grateful to Susan and Richard Cave, who graciously took time to talk to me when all they wanted was to forget the murder that took their aunt’s life just as she was embarking on a new adventure. They wanted to focus on the good things.




  I did, too, and after my initial research, I set my writing aside. Eventually, two friends with whom I met weekly to write helped me get back on track; Donna Fricke and Pati Burton encouraged, listened, and critiqued, always with patience and good humor.




  Copy editor Barbara Feller-Roth was very helpful, especially by reining in my tendency to “throw in the kitchen sink.” I appreciate, too, the eagle eyes of associate editor Alice Devine and senior editor Karin Womer, who had the final say.




  Many people have played a part in telling this story of the murder on Taunton Bay. I thank all of them.




  


  


  





  [image: image]




  Part One




  Chapter One
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  THE HOUSE ON EVERGREEN POINT STOOD VIGIL over Taunton Bay one lazy fall day after the other, waiting lor a neighbor, a delivery person—any one—to notice what had happened.




  Canada geese flocked into the bay, honking among themselves as they settled in coves to rest before the long trip south. An occasional great blue heron flew over Burying Island in lingering farewell to the nest where it had raised its young.




  Linda, a neighbor who lived in a trailer on the main road through North Sullivan, sauntered along the half-mile driveway to the house on Evergreen Point, three tomatoes from a late garden cradled in the crook of her left arm. Gifts for Amy A thank-you for lunch the week before when they’d chatted about men, or the lack of men, in their lives, and about the elderly woman in the red house on the shore whose antique jewelry, Amy suspected, was being carried off by workers who visited daily.




  Linda knocked on the kitchen door, then shifted her gaze through the pines and spruce to the bay below. She followed the flight of a gull in the distance as it swooped and cut through drifting puffs of mist. She waited, then knocked again on the door. Still no answer. Drawing in a breath of tangy salt air, she raised her hand for a third knock. She hesitated, then, sighing, let her hand fall to her side. No sense in trying again. Amy’s car was there, but maybe she was napping or was out for a stroll on one of the trails along the bluff.




  Linda placed the tomatoes on the deck railing where Amy would be sure to spot them from the kitchen window above the sink. Then she set off down the gravel drive toward home.




  Heavy mist settled over the house behind her, turning the wood siding an even darker brown. Inside, the phone rang and rang and went unanswered.




  In late afternoon, the mist lifted and the sun appeared low across the water, casting a purple tinge on the bank of Amy’s west-facing living room windows. Later, light from the full moon fingered its way through slits in the drawn drapes and crept across the thick carpet. A jangling phone broke the quiet, echoed through the large rooms, and finally went silent, unanswered again.




  Early the next evening, another neighbor drove his pickup truck down the long driveway and stopped next to Amy’s car. He’d never seen her car parked outside before, and at such an odd angle, as though the driver had jumped out in a hurry Frowning, he reached into his glove compartment for a flashlight. It worried him not to see even a single light inside the house.




  “Amy!” he called, rapping sharply on the kitchen door. He waited briefly for the porch light to be flicked on. When it wasn’t, he pounded on the door and raised his voice. “Amy, are you there? It’s me, Crawf.” Still calling out, he circled the house, tapping on the windows and flashing the light over the dark panes.




  Back at the driveway again, crunching across the gravel to Amy’s car, he stopped short, his heart pounding suddenly at a loud snapping sound beyond the big pine. He held his breath and listened as something heavy moved away slowly, stealthily Exhaling cautiously, he told himself that the unseen creature was probably just a deer. Maybe even a moose. He played the flashlight beam over the car’s front seat and rear seat, then tilted the red plastic lens cap against the car window to search the floor. Nothing. He turned the handle on the driver’s side door and the door opened. It wasn’t like Amy to leave her car outside, unlocked. He’d better go home and call Iva. She had tried for days to reach Amy by phone before asking him to check the house, and she was waiting to hear from him now.




  Crawford drove his truck back out the long driveway, veered onto the tarred surface, and a minute later turned into the driveway of a white house set back from the road on a knoll. It was his mother’s family homestead, where he lived alone except for an old friend, the black woolly dog now rubbing against his leg, its thumping tail demanding his attention. He pulled the phone across the kitchen counter and perched on a stool. “Not now, Satan,” he told the dog.




  “Iva? Crawford.... I couldn’t raise Amy. The house is dark, and, a funny thing, her car’s outside. She never leaves it out, even in the daytime. Drives it right into the garage with that opener thing, you know?” In an absentminded gesture, he reached down to stroke the head insistently nudging his foot.




  Iva said she too thought it strange that Amy’s car wasn’t in the garage. When she heard how it was parked, at such an odd angle, she said they should call the sheriff. She would do that in the morning.




  Crawford suggested they were probably getting stirred up over nothing. At least he hoped it was nothing. He said he had to leave for his night shift at the front desk of the Holiday Inn in Ellsworth, but he’d check with her the minute he reached home in the morning.




  [image: image]




  Corporal Skip Bouchard, senior dispatcher at the Hancock County sheriff’s office in Ellsworth, handled the call from Iva Patten in North Sullivan at 9:05 on Wednesday morning. He cut short her apology about bothering busy officers with something that would probably amount to nothing. “Ma’am, you did the right thing. We’ll be glad to check it out for you. Now, what’s the woman’s name? ... Amelia Cave, C-A-V-E? And where exactly does she live?”




  As he listened to the caller, who spoke calmly but was obviously worried, Bouchard jotted down key words, which he would enter into a daily log and flesh out with details on an incident card, referred to in the office as the IC “I’ll send someone down as soon as I can. You’ll meet the deputy at the end of Mrs. Cave’s road? ... Oh, it’s Miss Cave? Well, thanks for calling us, Mrs. Patten.”




  Twenty minutes later, when Lieutenant Nate Anderson checked in on his two-way car radio, dispatcher Bouchard relayed all the information he had about the missing Cave woman.
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  Iva Patten was a trim woman in her seventies with a deep voice and no-nonsense manner. A widow for sixteen years, she’d retired from a career in nursing ten years ago and moved to the small home built by her husband as a weekend retreat on the shore of Taunton Bay. Windows on three sides of her small living room looked out on the bay, which today was calm and sparkling in early morning sun. Now, in her favorite armchair facing the view she loved, she was too distracted to enjoy it.




  Her mind was on her neighbor in the next cove to the east, around the point. And on the phone call she’d just made. She hoped she had not sounded like an old busybody, rambling on with too many details.




  She had told the man at the sheriff’s department about not being able to reach Amy by phone before the meeting they’d planned to attend together last Sunday. And that Amy hadn’t shown up at the meeting or answered her phone since then. And that when she checked with Spike Havey at the post office, he said Amy’s Wall Street Journals and other mail had been piling up for a week now.




  She’d explained about Crawford Hollidge going over last night and finding Amy’s car parked outside in that strange position. And that she’d looked in the windows of Amy’s house again this morning with her neighbor Merrill Taylor, a retired policeman, and had found nothing. Except a dead partridge—a detail she’d left out, thank goodness. She recalled how her stomach felt at the Sight of the beautiful, lifeless bird below Amy’s window. Iva had called as many of Amy’s friends as she could think of, but none had any news of her. It just wasn’t like Amy to go away without telling someone.




  Iva Sighed, realizing she’d been building up a case to justify her call to the sheriff, when she was startled by the shrill ring of the phone still under a hand in her lap. She recognized the voice of Glenn Askeborn calling from across the bay in Hancock. Glenn and Amy had become close friends this past year, Iva knew, after discovering they’d both moved to Maine from Long Island, New York. Glenn was one of the people whom Iva had called earlier. Iva hadn’t remembered Glenn’s last name, but she got the number from Charlie Wheeler, Glenn’s neighbor, who ran an oil burner service and doubled as chief of the Hancock volunteer police.




  Glenn said that she, too, had been trying to reach Amy and was worried about her. Hearing that sheriff’s deputies were on their way to Amy’s house, Glenn said she’d be right over and would meet Iva at the end of Amy’s drive.




  Iva had barely pulled off the main road and parked her car when Glenn drove in. She seemed even more nervous than usual, smoking one cigarette after another and spilling the cup of coffee she’d brought with her. Impatient for the deputies to arrive, she insisted they drive to Iva’s to call the sheriff again. Iva didn’t think it necessary, but Glenn’s tension made her so uncomfortable that anything seemed better than waiting in the car with her.




  Glenn followed Iva into her house and announced that she’d make the call. “No,” Iva said firmly. “I started this and I think I should finish it.”




  The dispatcher assured Iva that the officers were on their way.
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  “Quite a place,” said Lieutenant Anderson with admiration as he and Sergeant Pete Brady pulled up behind the white-over-tan Oldsmobile parked in the yard. Amelia Cave’s house was more impressive than most in North Sullivan, especially with the view it commanded from the top of an eighty-foot bluff. Anderson—in his thirties, tall, slim, and curly headed—and Brady, who was much shorter and, at forty-four, the oldest patrol sergeant on the force, had just circled the house, searching for an unlocked door or window, when Iva and Glenn drove in.




  Mutt and Jeff, thought Iva, smiling for an irreverent moment before she caught a sobering glimpse of gun handles protruding from the men’s leather holsters.




  Lieutenant Anderson handled the introductions and began asking questions about Amy Iva tried to answer—after all, she had been the one to alert the sheriff’s department—but Glenn kept interrupting her. Iva grew increasingly irked. Getting frantic wouldn’t help find anyone. She always remained calm in a crisis. As a nurse, she hadn’t fallen apart even when one of her patients died, no matter how attached she’d become to the person. She approved when the young lieutenant took charge, interrupting Glenn and striding to the cruiser to radio his office for a locksmith.




  The phone at TLC, the locksmith in the next town, was being handled by an answering machine, the dispatcher told him.




  “Don’t leave a message,” Anderson said. “We need to do something now.”




  He walked to Amy’s two-car garage and grasped the handle on the door nearest the house. He’d already tried lifting the overhead door. Now he turned the handle and heard the click of a lock just as Glenn, standing next to Amy’s car, called out to tell them she could see an automatic door opener in the car.




  “Damn!” Anderson said. If he hadn’t turned the handle, the opener would have raised the door.




  Anderson reached for his nightstick and swung it against a pane of glass above the lock, shattering it. He reached inside, turned the handle, and nodded at Brady to try the opener. The door lumbered up on its track. Brady followed him through the shadowy garage to a side door into the house. It too was locked.




  “Here we go again, Nate,” Brady said with a chuckle, making sure the women couldn’t hear him. “More breaking and entering.”




  The glass in the upper half of the side door resisted blow after blow of Andersons nightstick and even a metal bar he found on the garage floor. When it finally gave way, shards of glass crashed to the floor on the other side. Nate reached in gingerly, turned the brass knob, and stepped into a hallway It led to another door, but this one, he was relieved to find, was unlocked. It opened into the kitchen.




  “Why don’t you wait here until we look around,” Nate said to the women standing behind him. In a minute he returned and invited them into the kitchen while he and Brady searched the rest of the house.




  Standing by the kitchen counter, Iva and Glenn glanced down the long sweep of Amy’s brown-carpeted dining and living room to the raised brick fireplace in a corner of the far wall. A blue quilted comforter lay rumpled in an armchair with magazines strewn on the floor beside it.




  Iva looked around at the familiar bare walls and sparsely furnished room, wondering what Amy’s home would reveal about her to strangers. The deputies wouldn’t know how carefully she’d chosen everything, waiting until she could afford just what she wanted. They wouldn’t know she’d lived there a year before buying the elegant Ethan Allen dining room set. Or lived two years with nothing on the long wall of picture windows and sliding glass doors before she had the drapes custom made.




  Iva turned away, uncomfortable, as though she’d been spying on someone sleeping, someone unable to protect herself by conveying the subtle but clear signals that let others know how close to stand and what to notice or pretend not to notice.




  “She’s not in the house,” Anderson announced from the doorway They’d searched everywhere, including an apartment and laundry room in the basement. Nothing seemed out of order, although a red light on a panel in the master bedroom indicated that the burglar alarm had been set off. Maybe he and Brady had activated the alarm when they broke into the house. Or maybe it had already been set off by someone else. Whenever it happened, Security Central in Bangor should have responded by contacting the local sheriff’s department. But when Anderson called his dispatcher, Bouchard said he hadn’t heard from the protection agency Nate told him to find out why.




  Nate then asked Iva and Glenn to come with them and look through some of the rooms on the ground floor—two bedrooms, a full bathroom, and a smaller half bath—to see if anything struck them as unusual.




  Amy’s leaving her house with her bed unmade and papers scattered on it seemed out of character to them both. Iva thought the neatly folded clothes on the bathtub rim suggested that Amy had planned to take a bath and something had interrupted her. Whatever it was, she certainly wouldn’t have left the house for long without her blood pressure medicine, which she had to take daily. Iva asked if she might look in the medicine cabinet. When Anderson told her to go ahead, her eyes fell immediately on the bottle of pills she hoped she wouldn’t find.




  It would be helpful, Anderson said, if they could figure out what Amy had been wearing when she left the house. So Iva and Glenn searched through the closets in the two bedrooms and the large walk­in closet in the hall. The deputies stood by, watching them. Iva, relieved to find Amy’s closets in order, resolved to straighten out her own closets the minute she had time. They found Amy’s gray tweed coat, the one she’d be apt to wear on a trip out of town. Her red winter parka with the hood was missing.




  On the kitchen counter next to the sink were three cups, three saucers, a spoon, eggshells, and a coffee can—not in keeping with Amy’s usual neatness, the women said. And neither was the refrigerator dish on the counter that, when Anderson pried it open, released the odor of spoiled food. Next to the dish, three bananas had turned dark brown and mushy Fall flowers in a jar had withered and dropped petals onto the counter. Brady opened the refrigerator and lifted out a carton of milk to read the expiration date: October 2.




  “My God!” Glenn exclaimed. “That was eight days ago.”




  “Yes, it was,” Iva observed dryly “And our postmaster, Spike Havey, said Amy hasn’t picked up her mail for about a week, either.”




  Anderson turned to Iva. “How would you describe Amy’s frame of mind lately?” he asked.




  Iva hesitated, weighing breaking a confidence against sharing information that would help find her friend. “Well, she’s been a little concerned that the local people aren’t treating her right.”




  Glenn was less reticent. “Amy’s been disturbed for some time. She thinks people are out to get her. That they’ re talking about her behind her back.”




  “Really?” Anderson said. “Iva, you mentioned ‘local people’ not treating her well. Isn’t Amy from around here?”




  “No. Amy’s lived on Evergreen Point for only the last two to three years. Before that she lived on Long Island with her mother, and with other relatives after her mother’s death. But she always worked,” Iva added quickly, wanting them to understand that Amy was an independent woman. “She worked in a school department and saved her money for early retirement and a home of her own.”




  “How old a woman is she?” the lieutenant asked.




  Iva and Glenn looked at each other. “What do you think, about sixty?” Iva suggested.




  “In her late fifties, I’d say,” Glenn answered. “Fairly old to be living on her own for the first time, in my opinion. Amy loves her new home, of course, but she expected her family to visit more often, and she’s lonely. She asks everyone she meets to come see her.”




  “Some of us think she isn’t careful enough about who she invites,” Iva said.




  “Oh?” said Anderson.




  “I mean, she asks perfect strangers, without knowing anything about them. She expects everyone to be as good as she is. She’s too trusting.”




  Anderson asked if they knew how to get in touch with her relatives. Neither of them did, but Iva said she’d get him the number of good friends in New York State who were Amy’s neighbors in summer. They might know. Glenn said he should contact Felix and Gusti Duschek, who had been at Amy’s a week ago for dinner. They lived in Hancock, but they didn’t have a phone, so someone would have to go to their house, she said.




  Anderson stood by his cruiser radio while Chief Deputy Richard Dickson was dispatched from the sheriff’s department to the Duschek home, at the end of Stabawl Road. After only a few minutes, Anderson heard Dickson reporting back to dispatch, his words not revealing anything to the public who listened to the police band on scanners: “These people were at the party’s house last Wednesday, just a week ago. Everything was fine when they left. They thought the party was somewhat depressed, though.”




  “I copied him,” Anderson said as Bouchard started to relay Dickson’s message. “Find out if Debbie Palman and her canine can come to the scene. And check with Number One. I think he ought to come down. I’ll stand by.”




  Minutes later, Bouchard reported back that Warden Palman was at a doctor’s appointment but he’d left a message for her with state police dispatch. The sheriff, referred to as “Number One” in the message, would be down shortly. Anderson returned to the house to thank Iva and Glenn for their help.




  “I’m sorry we didn’t find Amy inside,” he said.




  “Maybe it’s just as well,” Iva said with a knowing look.




  “Well, yes,” he agreed. “Now we can hope she’s just away someplace having a great time.”




  As Iva and Glenn left, Anderson promised to keep them informed. Leaving Brady to stand guard, he set off for a quick search along the trail that Iva said Amy sometimes walked.




  On the bay side of the house, Nate let his weight propel him down the bank to a shelf of level ground where a path led into the woods. He scanned the bay, orienting himself.




  Across the water, few houses interrupted the sweep of tree-lined shore from Hancock on his left to the Franklin town line somewhere in front of him. Egypt Stream, the boundary between the towns, was hidden behind an evergreen-studded island—Burying Island, he thought it was called. The high Sullivan shore on which he stood jutted to a long point on his right and blocked his view of the bay’s widest expanse and its head at Hog Bay in Franklin. At low tide, as Taunton Bay emptied behind him under the bridge connecting Sullivan and Hancock, most of the shore bordering the three towns became mudflats. If it were low tide now, he knew, he’d see clam and worm diggers hacking with their hoes in their favorite spots along the flats.




  Nate turned and headed in a northerly direction toward Franklin. Above, on his right, a few scraggly spruces struggled for a foothold on lichen-covered cliffs. On his left, rock outcroppings and a wooded bank sloped sharply to the water. It was in this direction that Amy Cave, if she had been out for a walk and lost her balance, would have fallen. He was aware of what he might find at any moment. Nevertheless, reflected sunlight from the bay dancing over the trunks of trees and along the path before him put a spring in his step.




  Being outdoors like this was the best part of his j ob, even when he had to hide for hours waiting to pounce on whoever showed up to tend a marijuana plot. Sometimes, when nobody showed, he’d leave his business card behind. It was a cat-and-mouse game that he thrived on. Last spring, standing in line in the feed store behind a suspected pot grower buying a huge bale of fertilizer, he’d asked pleasantly, “Shall we load it into my car now or wait until harvest?” Sooner or later, he’d calculated, he would face that guy in the courtroom.




  The trail, which had been declining but was now nearly level with the bay, ended in front of a camp with boarded-over windows. Amy’s summer neighbors, Nate thought, the ones Iva said he ought to call. A white card on a door at the rear of the camp caught his eye, and he climbed the back porch steps for a closer look. A message to would­be burglars informed them that there was little of value inside, and the few major appliances were marked and registered with the sheriff’s department. Nate chuckled at the last sentence: “You are welcome to enjoy the sunset from our front porch.” Nice try, he thought, but it probably wouldn’t work. There was a rowdy bunch in town with too much time on their hands. Sullivan wasn’t the only town where summer homes were broken into; it was a popular sport all over Hancock County. Snowmobiles and four-wheelers made even the most remote camps accessible these days.




  Nate began retracing his steps up the trail, remembering all the burglaries he’d worked, all the tracks he’d traced in the mud and snow. When he was new on the job, he’d followed a beautiful trail of boot prints across a barren, snow-covered field. Only later did he learn that it wasn’t a field at all but a saltwater bay where the treacherous ice seldom froze solid. He wondered if Taunton Bay ever froze over completely. Probably not in the channel where the current was strongest. Next summer, maybe, he’d bring his boat up through the falls and explore this bay. He looked up to see that he was back at his starting point below the house, and he decided to continue along the trail in the opposite direction.




  The Sight of Amy’s house set him thinking about how much he’d like to find the woman who lived there. How much he’d like telling Iva and Glenn that he’d found their friend. In the tight-knit community in Aroostook County where he’d grown up, folks looked after one another—as they should, he thought. He’d always liked helping people, especially elderly ones such as the man who had called a couple weeks ago complaining about two young people who’d moved into his house and refused to leave. Nate had searched the house and found no one. The man insisted that the people were there. Shaking with fear, he showed Nate a newspaper picture of two smiling faces in an ad for laundry soap. So Nate arrested the picture and took the newspaper into custody. Then he called the Department of Human Services. The social worker promised to look in on the old man and do what she could to help.




  Nate noticed that the incline, now on his left, was growing steeper, until it terminated in a sheer granite cliff—one of North Sullivan’s old quarries, he realized. Unlike the town’s other murky, rain­filled quarry, which his department often dragged to find a ditched stolen car or truck, this one was open faced, its history of mining, which had ended more than a half century before, naked to the eyes of a passerby. Apprehensive about the dramatic drop so near the missing woman’s home, Nate scoured the underbrush at the base. He found nothing. The path continued on to the east, but Nate decided to return to the house.




  The sheriff should be there by now.




  Chapter Two
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  AS NATE APPROACHED THE TOP OF THE BANK in front of Amy’s house, he could see the sheriff standing in the driveway with Brady. “Hey, Bill,” Nate called, “about time you showed up.” His boss, grinning, waited for Nate to reach them.




  Sheriff William Clark, in his mid-thirties, was only three years older than his lieutenant. The shock of brown hair falling over his forehead added to an already boyish look. He was dressed casually in tan slacks and sweater. No uniform today.




  Clark, a local boy from Franklin, had earned the respect of fellow officers during his twelve years in law enforcement. He’d been at the top of his class in the police academy and in every training course thereafter. Four years ago when he ran for sheriff, he was a lieutenant with the Ellsworth Police Department. After winning the election, he’d chosen fellow officer Richard Dickson as his chief deputy. Together they’d made changes that had shaken up the sheriff’s department. Some of the changes had been good, some not so good, he’d admit. With no training for the job of sheriff, he’d learned under fire, drawing praise from some and stirring up resentment in others. Even disgruntled employees, however, admitted that Bill was a “damn good investigator.” What he still liked best was working a case in the field with his men.




  “I figured you’d have this thing solved by now,” Bill kidded Nate as he joined them. “By the way, Pete answered Amy’s phone while you were gone.”




  The Bangor Window Shade Company had called, Brady explained. They’d been calling all week trying to set up a delivery to Miss Cave. This was the first time anyone had answered her phone.




  “Did they say when they talked to her last?” Nate asked.




  “He thought they’d made one recent delivery—a couch they’d uphostered—and now they have something else to deliver. The guy who called didn’t know all that much. He said the manager would know more. He’ll call us.”




  “Good,” commented Nate. When Brady said he had to leave for Lamoine to investigate another matter, Nate turned to Bill. “Want to take a look in the house?”




  Nate took the sheriff on a tour of all the rooms, directing his attention to the kitchen—with its three coffee cups on the counter, the spoiled food, and the expiration date on the milk carton—and to the bedroom, with the papers on Amy’s bed. Bill scanned the pages facing him. “I see that J. T. Rosborough’s her agent,” he said. “Maybe they can shed some light on why Amelia was checking her homeowner’s insurance policy now.”




  Not wanting to risk contaminating a potential crime scene or being discovered by Amy in her home, they decided to set up headquarters in the garage. They carried in a radio and power pack from Bill’s cruiser and placed them on top of an overturned box. The cruiser radio was more powerful than their portables and would make contact with dispatch in Ellsworth more certain.




  Nate called dispatcher Bouchard and told him to round up deputies and wardens for a search of the woods around Amy’s house. He also told him to call the Rosborough agency and find out if anyone there had heard from Miss Cave.




  When Bouchard radioed back, he said Wendy Spearin at Rosborough’s had received a call from Amy just last week, on Thursday morning. Amy wanted to raise the deductible on her house, so Wendy had sent her an amended policy Wendy gave Bouchard an address for Amy’s relatives in Massapequa, Long Island, and he’d left a message on their answering machine asking someone to call the sheriff’s office in Ellsworth.




  “So, what have we got, Bill?” Nate asked, initiating a familiar thinking-aut-loud process they engaged in. “Amy Cave places a call to her insurance agent last Thursday morning. And she’s a neat woman, we hear, who would probably make her bed each day.”




  Bill joined in the speculation. “It looks like she didn’t sleep in her bed again after making that phone call. We can assume that Thursday was the last day she was in her house.”




  “That was six days ago,” Nate said, “and no ones heard from her since. If she took a trip somewhere, she sure left in a hurry, leaving food out and dishes unwashed. And not taking her medication with her.”




  “Even if she was called away suddenly, wouldn’t she have contacted someone here by now?” Bill asked. “And what about those three coffee cups? I wish we knew who paid her a visit. And why her car—”




  The radio crackled and Bouchard’s voice interrupted them. Iva Patten had called with a New York number for Amy’s summer neighbors, the McMillens, and Bouchard had called them. They said they hadn’t heard from Amy recently. Then, following a suggestion from Wendy at the insurance agency, Bouchard had contacted a close friend of Amy’s, Ruth Kane, at The Ellsworth Motel. She hadn’t seen Amy since late summer. At that time, she said, Amy had seemed quite depressed.




  “Hasn’t someone else said the same thing?” Bill asked when Bouchard signed off.




  “The Duscheks,” Nate said. “They saw Amy last week and said she seemed depressed then.”




  Bouchard, on the radio again a few minutes later, told them that Ruth Kane had called back from the motel to say that another friend—Ruth Church, in Hancock—thought they ought to get in touch with a woman whom Amy had been seeing a lot lately. Her first name was Glenn and her last name was Aska-something.




  “Askeborn,” said Nate quickly. “She was over here this morning with Iva Patten. She doesn’t know anything.”




  At the sound of a car, Nate and Bill looked out to see Dave Gordon, corrections officer at the jail, arriving to help search the woods around the house. Nate glanced at his watch. It was nearly two o’clock. Warden Palman still hadn’t shown up with her dog, and there weren’t enough people for the kind of tight grid search that the wardens would conduct. Nate sent Gordon and two part-time deputies to scout the area east of the house toward the mouth of the bay.




  Gordon, happy not to be stuck inside the jail on such a perfect fall day, set off through the woods and, before long, lost sight of the men on either side of him. The trees thinned to low scrub growth. Pushing through bushes covered with thorns that plucked at the trousers of his summer uniform, he was considering turning back when he spotted two houses in the distance. Maybe he’d find someone there to ask about the missing woman. He approached them, but no one was around. He continued past the houses through a stand of poplars into a cemetery—an old one, judging from the huge oaks and lichen-covered gray tombstones. He stood for a moment listening to the raucous call of ravens and deciding whether to proceed down the grassy slope to the bay, which he could see through the trees. He glanced at the tall monument in front of him and was startled by the name chiseled there.




  Gordon. His own name.




  He set off down the steep slope, scanning the terraced rows of tombstones to his left, half expecting to see a body propped against the back of one of the stones. Struck with the irony of looking for a dead body in a cemetery, he laughed aloud. Reaching the bottom of the slope, he turned around and was dismayed to see that he had a long climb back. What had he been thinking of, anyway, wandering so far from the house and acting like a kid hunting for ghosts in a graveyard?




  Well, he thought, he didn’t need to mention his escapade to the others. Anyway, maybe one of them had already found the woman closer to home.




  Nate and Bill, following the trail past the old quarry where Nate had ended his search earlier, heard a sound at the same time and stopped to listen. Tracking the steady tapping noise to a rocky point at the end of the trail, they found a modern house built in a clearing. As they rounded the front of the building, they surprised a man nailing trim on a large window still bearing the manufacturer’s stickers. They introduced themselves.




  The man put down his hammer and extended a hand. “John Guertler,” he said amiably. “What can I do for you?”




  Guertler lived in Massachusetts, he explained, and had come to Maine to work on his new house over the Columbus Day holiday. He hadn’t seen Amy for several weeks. Sometimes she walked over to visit along the same trail they’d just taken, but she wouldn’t have ventured off the trail, he said. She wasn’t that sure of her footing.




  “What’s the rock wall out there?” asked Nate, gesturing to the end of the point where a pool had formed behind a barrier of boulders between the land and the bay.




  “You saw the old quarry on the trail back there?” Guertler asked. “Hopewell Quarry. Those rocks are what’s left of a causeway to the wharf where vessels loaded up with granite.”




  “I guess Sullivan used to be a thriving little port,” said Bill. “How do you suppose they got the granite down here from the quarry?”




  “By ox-drawn cart, I hear,” Guertler said. “And by gravity. The causeway was built on just the right downgrade to the wharf”—he tucked his thumbs in the tool belt around his middle and grinned—“although they say that on at least one occasion a load of granite overshot its mark and landed in the bay.”




  “That so?” said the sheriff, grinning too as he and Nate turned to leave. “Well, let us know if you hear anything about Amy.”




  Guertler leaned down to pick up the hammer he’d laid on the deck. “Sure will. I hope you find her soon,” he said. “Amy’s a good person.”




  Bill, already walking away, turned and, with his arm extended in a half wave, half salute, called back, “Thanks. We’ll find her.”




  The others had returned to the house by the time Nate and Bill arrived. No one, not even Warden Palman, who had joined the group with her search dog, Lobo, had found anything.




  Nate left to talk to Spike Havey in the tiny North Sullivan Post Office, which, as Nate told Bill when he returned, was not much bigger than a postage stamp itself. Amy had been at the post office about nine days ago and had phoned at mid-morning a few days later, on Thursday. Havey told her she had a lot of mail. She hadn’t picked it up or called again.




  Area hospitals and the ambulance service had no word of Amy, the dispatcher told them. But word of the missing woman was spreading through the community. The sheriff, already well aware that not much gets by people in small towns, wasn’t surprised when one person after another began dropping by Amy’s house.




  Merrill Taylor, who took care of Amy’s place sometimes, told Bill he was positive that Amy wouldn’t go away without letting him know. As Taylor left, Cecil Havey, a member of the Sullivan volunteer police, dropped by to say that he’d checked Amy’s house during patrol two nights ago. He hadn’t been on patrol the previous week, but that night her lights were on and her car was parked outside just as it was now.




  Havey was just backing out of the driveway after sharing this information when Bill spotted a large gray sedan approaching in the distance.




  “You ever hear about the Germans trying to land two spies off Hancock Point in the Second World War?” he asked Nate.




  “I don’t think so. Why?”




  “All it took to foil their plan was one person spotting strangers trudging along the point road in long black coats and homburg hats, which no local person would wear. That person passed the word to the Hancock constable, who called the FBI.”




  “Yeah? They catch the spies?”




  “The feds, as I remember the story, eventually tracked them to New York City and arrested them.” Bill watched the sedan pull up next to the garage. “The local network seems to be operating pretty well here today.”




  Sandy Bryan stepped out of the sedan in front of Amy’s house and introduced herself as Iva Patten’s daughter. The young girl with her was her daughter, Beth, who knew Amy and her habits as well as anyone, her mother said. Sometimes, when Sandy gave Beth a note for the school bus driver, he’d let Beth off one stop early at Amy’s road and Amy would meet her there. She’d stay at Amy’s until her mother or grandmother came to pick her up.




  Bill knelt beside the youngster. “I have a little girl not much bigger than you, Beth. How ald are you?” She told him she was seven.




  Beth thought the sheriff was nice, but she wasn’t sure about all those men in uniform standing around outside. And why was everyone asking her questions in that extra-nice voice as though she were a little kid? Of course she knew where Amy kept her pocketbook, she told them, leading them into the house. Sometimes Amy laid it on the kitchen table and sometimes on her bed. But she really kept it in the cupboard under the counter next to the dining room table. Beth opened the cupboard door to show them. Amy’s pocketbook wasn’t there. She caught the look that her mother and Sheriff Clark exchanged above her head.




  “Beth, can you remember the last time you were here at Amy’s house?” the sheriff asked.




  “It’s been a while, maybe three or four weeks,” Beth said. “Amy didn’t say anything about going away, but I can show you where she keeps her suitcases, if you want.” She led them to the closet in the hall. Both the blue suitcases were there. She pointed out the place in the front hall where Amy took off her shoes before entering the house. Amy liked other people to do that, too, and gave them special socks to wear. Amy’s brown shoes were there. She must be wearing her L.L. Bean boots, Beth told them, the ones you wear without any shoes.




  Did Amy seem happy the last time Beth was there? the sheriff asked.




  Beth wondered what he meant. Amy was always happy, laughing and giving her bear hugs. Sometimes Amy hugged her too hard, though. And tickled her too hard. But she wouldn’t tell Sheriff Clark things like that, or that Amy made her eat everything on her plate, even yucky lima beans.




  So nothing seemed to be bothering Amy? the sheriff asked.




  Beth thought a minute. She and Amy had looked at the album with pictures of Amy’s family. And played cards. When her grandmother picked her up, they were playing bingo. No, she didn’t think Amy had been upset, she told the sheriff. It was weird standing by the table where they’d played Go Fish a million times, talking about Amy and she wasn’t even there.




  “Well, Beth, thank you very much for your help,” the sheriff said, reaching out to put a hand on her shoulder.




  She didn’t know she’d said anything helpful. “You’re welcome,” she answered, and she secretly crossed her fingers to make a wish that nothing bad had happened to Amy.




  “Pretty little girl, isn’t she?” Bill said as Beth and her mother drove away.




  Nate agreed. “Very grown-up, too.”




  Inside the house, Brady, who had returned from Lamoine, was focusing his camera for a close-up of the cups and saucers on the kitchen counter when the phone in Amy’s bedroom rang. Bob Cochrane, president of the company that had installed her security system, asked to speak with the sheriff.




  Cochrane had spoken with Amy about three weeks ago, he told Bill. She’d seemed worried about some problems in the area that she preferred not to discuss on the phone. She said it was a matter for the police. Cochrane’s records showed that they had installed the alarm system two years ago on April 25 and it had been set off only two times, once last July by one of her relatives, a young child, and again today. He assumed that was when the deputies broke into the house. He didn’t know why the alarm hadn’t registered in his office. He said he wanted to test the alarm at the house and would be coming down soon.




  On his way down the hall to the garage, the sheriff spotted Brady in the living room. “Pete, we’ll need a shot of the alarm panel on the bedroom wall,” he said.




  “I’ve already done that,” Brady told him as the shutter clicked and a flash illuminated the armchair and magazines on the floor beside it.




  “Good man,” Clark said, continuing down the hall. As he opened the door to the garage, he heard laughter and saw Richard Dickson perched on the bottom of an overturned aluminum boat, swinging his long legs, entertaining the others with his special brand of dry humor.




  “What’d I miss?” Clark asked.




  “Don’t ask, and consider yourself lucky, Bill,” Nate said. “Hey, Richard, tell Bill what you told us about those people who were here a week ago.”




  “The Duscheks,” said Dickson. “Felix and Augustine Duschek. People call her Gusti, though. If you’re looking for someone who had coffee with Miss Cave, it wasn’t Felix and Gusti. Amy served them hot cider just before they left at seven in the evening. In mugs, not cups.”




  “That was last Wednesday?” Clark asked. “Then someone else was here after they left. Either later that night or the next day The last contact Amy had with anyone we know about was Thursday morning when she talked with her insurance agent.”




  “Oh, yeah,” Dickson cut in. “Mrs. Duschek said her husband talked a long time with Amy about her insurance. She was worried about money, and he told her to raise her deductible.”




  Dickson, complaining about the hardness of his perch, stepped down from the boat, stretched to his full six feet, and began pacing the cement floor. Amy had other visitors while the Duscheks were here, he said: two clam diggers. Amy and Gusti were outside when they showed up, and Gusti came back into the house while Amy talked with them. She said that Amy didn’t seem particularly concerned afterward. Said the fellows had parked their truck on a nearby side road and while they were clamming on the shore someone had blocked the truck in with logs and rocks and had taken the key from the ignition. Gusti said that when she and her husband left a little later, they didn’t see a truck.




  Nate suggested that maybe Pete Brady would know who clammed in the area. It was his town, and sooner or later he found out pretty much everything that went on in it.




  The sun had disappeared below the horizon, and someone had turned on the lights. A chill was settling into the garage, and Nate reached to the overhead door to close it against the damp air. The door had just rolled down and clunked to the floor when Nate saw the headlights of an approaching car. He lifted the door and greeted the driver, who was walking briskly toward him.




  “Pete Hartford,” the man said, introducing himself. “I have some information you might be interested in.”




  “Come on in,” Nate said and pulled down the door again after him.




  Hartford was a member of the Sullivan volunteer police and had just heard on his scanner that they were looking for Amelia Cave. He and his wife, Arlene, had been on patrol on October 4, last Thursday night, and according to his records had checked Miss Cave’s house at 9:37 P.M. They didn’t see her. In fact they’d never seen her. They always drove in, flashed their blue light to let her know it was the police, turned around, and drove out. Last Thursday, they had to back out because a car blocked the small turnaround area they always used.




  “Did you notice what kind of car it was?” the sheriff asked.




  “Sure. It’s the same car that’s there now. Parked the same way, too.”




  “Parked just like that? You sure?”




  “Yeah, I’m sure. We didn’t know it was Amy’s car because we never really saw her car. It’s always inside the garage with only the white roof showing. Her porch light wasn’t on last Thursday. It never was, but usually we saw a light somewhere inside. We didn’t see any light last Thursday.”




  When Hartford left, Nate drew the sheriff to a corner of the garage. “Bill,” he said, “I think it’s time we called in the state police.”




  Bill didn’t immediately agree. Sure, there were increasing signs of a suspicious disappearance, but that was a far cry from homicide. It would be jumping the gun to bring in the state police, the agency designated by the attorney general to investigate most homicides.




  Nate understood the turf struggles between law enforcement agencies, as well as his boss’s reluctance to let go of an investigation before he had to. But Nate got along just fine with the state troopers. Besides, he was starting to have a feeling about this case. He knew that the sheriff respected his judgment, so he stood his ground.




  “Okay, Nate,” Bill said finally. “Go ahead. Give CID a call.”




  Nate instructed dispatch to contact the state police criminal investigation division at its Orono headquarters. And to send down food for their supper. And notify the wives of the men who’d be working late.
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