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“Twain are the gates of shadowy dreams,

The one is made of horn, the other of ivory;

Such dreams as pass the portals of ivory

Are deceitful, and bear tidings that are unfulfilled.

But the dreams that pass through the gate of horn

Bring true issue to whoever of mortals beholds them.”

—PENELOPE to ODYSSEUS
The Odyssey
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There have always been pirates on Martha’s Vineyard. Some came ashore in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries with cutlasses and pistols; others are arriving right now with briefcases and California smiles. There’s not a whisker of moral difference between them.

Zee and I first heard about Hollywood’s latest plans for the Vineyard in early June. According to rumor, first noted in the Martha’s Vineyard Times and later rather breathlessly reported in the Gazette, it was to be a film about a modern treasure hunt for ancient pirate gold buried on the island.

The movie makers were to do the filming in September, which Zee and I agreed was probably a good idea since, aside from the occasional hurricane that finds its way to New England in September, fall is often the loveliest time of the island year. Not only have most summer people returned home so their children can go back to school, but the weather is good, the water is still warm, and the bluefish are coming back.

From the wide-eyed tones of local reporters, we gathered that the producers, directors, and stars of the film were famous folk, but since Zee and I rarely went to the movies, they were unknown to us.

We actually liked movies, but it took really good ones to get us to go to island theaters, where every showing was an adventure due to ancient projection equipment and cost cutting by the theater owners.

If the managers remembered to turn the houselights on before the showing of the film, they often forgot to turn them off after the movie started. Screens routinely went black at key moments and stayed black while audiences hooted and stamped and, to their credit, laughed. Sound and image would fail to correspond. Whole reels were out of focus or occasionally omitted entirely. Sometimes there was only one projectionist for the two theaters in Oak Bluffs, and he left one audience waiting while he got things going across the street, then rushed back to start the other movie, and continued to run back and forth all evening, changing reels or doing whatever it is those guys are supposed to do up there in the projection booth.

Island residents who are seriously interested in movies sometimes go over to America so they can see them in real theaters. But other people love the island theaters precisely because they are what they are. For them, the shabbiness, the broken seats, soggy popcorn, and the projection mishaps are part of the entertainment, the theater being a sort of stage on which they themselves are players, and as much a part of the island’s summer ambiance as are the golden beaches, the sun, the trees and gardens, and the harbors full of sailboats.

It was only when we felt slightly wacky that Zee and I were willing to shell out the required dollars to sit in sticky seats and participate in the living theater of Vineyard cinema. If we really wanted to see a movie, we rented one, usually an elderly one, and watched it on the television that had come to the house when Zee moved in.

“Part of my dowry,” she had explained. “Like the cellular phone.”

The cellular phone had been kept in her little Jeep when she’d been single, but was now in my Land Cruiser, since that was the vehicle we usually drove on the beach. I had never used it, and didn’t plan to, but it was there “just in case.”

I’d never had a television in the house before we got married, but was glad to have this one since we could now watch an occasional Red Sox game without driving all the way to Boston. I built a shelf on the wall for the television set and its accompanying VCR, and that became our movie theater if we really wanted one.

So it was that we were both notably ignorant of the famous names that were mentioned in the press, and it was August before we met any of them.

“They’re going to hire local people for bit parts and extras,” said Zee, her nose in the Times. "That should be fun. If we see the movie, we can look for the people we know.”

It would not be the first movie to be made on Martha’s Vineyard. The most notable earlier one was a famous fishy thriller that, decades before, had kept a lot of shark-fearing people out of the water for at least one summer, and had entertained hundreds of islanders, who were less interested in the great white villain of the film than in spotting Uncle George as part of the background crowd, or little Petie and Sally on the beach with the other extras. So cute! And now they’re all grown up! Time flies!

“They’ll definitely want to hire you,” I said. Zee was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

“And you, too,” said Zee. “And Joshua, for sure.”

We looked at Joshua, who looked back with his big eyes. He and Zee were star material without a doubt.

“Immortal fame and wealth beyond our wildest dreams will be ours at last,” I said.

Zee nodded. “And about time, too.”

Joshua agreed, and no doubt Oliver Underfoot and Velcro, the two cats, would have too, had they been asked.

Joshua, having arrived on the Vineyard in May, was an alimentary canal with lungs. His face reminded me of a cross between Edward G. Robinson’s and Winston Churchill’s, but he was a generally cheerful fellow with a winning smile, and we were delighted to have him in our house. An award winner, for sure.

And Zee, who had toted him around single-handed all winter before delivering him into the outer world, was lovelier than ever, as many women are after they produce their offspring. With her deep, dark eyes and her long blue-black hair, she was Gaea, earth goddess, mother of at least one potential Titan, sleek as an otter, graceful as a panther.

“Setting fame and fortune aside for the moment,” she now said, “and paying attention to more important things, such as the new tide tables, I note that if we leave right now, we can fetch Wasque Point just in time to fish the last two hours of the west tide.

“What do you say?”

“Done.”

For reasons known only to Neptune, the bluefish, which normally would be visiting Nova Scotia in late August, were, instead, still here in Vineyard waters, delighting the island fisherpeople, of whom we were two.

I put down my living room book and went out to load fishing gear into my faithful, rusty, old Land Cruiser. Rods on the roof rack, tackle boxes and fish box in the back, drinks in a cooler, and a quick check to see if our car books were there just in case the bluefish didn’t show up. I also put in Joshua’s stuff: a car seat, his homemade beach chair so he could watch his parents fish and learn a few tricks of the trade (you can’t start too young), an umbrella so he wouldn’t burn his delicate skin, and my personally designed baby pack, good for carrying him on my back or my chest, depending on how I rigged it up, in case I decided to tote him down the beach while I fished.

By the time this was done, Zee had the diapers, lotions, bottles, and other Joshua gear together, and had slipped into her shorts and a shirt she knotted over her once-again-flat belly, and had her hair done up in the blue bandanna she liked to wear when she was fishing.

I ogled her. “Maybe we should send Josh on ahead and the two of us can sort of linger here for a while. We can catch up with him later.”

“He’s too young to drive alone,” said Zee, lifting him off her hip and buckling him into the car seat. “Besides, you know how it is when you give your kid the keys. He goes to some girl’s house and shows off, and the first thing you know, the cops are calling your house telling you to come down and pick him up at the jail because he tried to use a fake ID to buy beer.”

We drove out our sandy driveway to the highway, took a left, and went into Edgartown. The A & P-Al’s Package Store traffic jam, perhaps the island’s worst, thanks entirely to people making left-hand turns off and onto the main road, was only half bad since it was still fairly early in the morning, and we were soon past and, headed out of town toward Katama. There, at the end of the pavement, we turned east and drove over the sands toward Chappy.

The Norton’s Point barrier beach hooking Chappaquid-dick to the rest of the island was once again open to off road vehicle traffic, after having been closed since Memorial Day on the orders of Lawrence Ingalls, a state biologist for the state’s Department of Environmental Protection. Ingalls was the object of both loathing and adoration by many islanders for closing the beach during plover nesting and fledging season.

Now that the chicks had finally flown, ORVs could once again ply the sands as in the good old pre-Ingalls days, so trucks filled with fisherpeople, picnickers, bathers, and shellfishers were ranging to the far corners of the beach, where their drivers and passengers could, in late August, pursue their traditional pleasures.

As we drove along the beach, we could see Edgartown far away through the narrows of Katama Pond to our north. To our south, the waves of the Atlantic rolled in from countless uninterrupted miles and crashed on the yellow-white sands. We saw oystercatchers, terns, gulls, ospreys and snowy egrets, and pointed them out to Joshua, whose Vineyard bird lore was scant since he hadn’t been on the island for long.

The closing of the beach was a hot and heavy issue on the Vineyard, with ardent moralists on both sides of the argument, as might be expected. I should know, for I was one of them, myself.

On one side, my side, were the drivers of off-road vehicles, who, like their parents and grandparents, had always driven over the sands to the Vineyard’s fabled but far-away fishing, shellfishing, and picnicking spots, and who saw no reason why they shouldn’t keep on doing it. On the other side were people who saw themselves as environmentalists, as protectors of a fragile ecology, and as defenders of threatened species such as the innocent piping plover, the Vineyard’s equivalent of the snail darter.

Never the twain did meet, and for the many summers of what some still thought of as the Plover Wars, the environmentalists carried the day, led by Lawrence Ingalls, who, as far as the many members of the losing side were concerned, was, as was each of his supporters, an irrational bleep.

The environmentalists’ principal reason for closing the beach was their belief that ORVs were destroying the habitat of the plovers and thus needed to be banned during the birds’ nesting and fledgling seasons. The state biologist accordingly interpreted DEP regulations to mean that no vehicle could drive within a hundred yards of any plover nest during these crucial weeks. And since the Norton’s Point barrier beach was only a couple of hundred yards wide at the point where one plover pair happened to have established a nest, the whole beach was closed to traffic for June, July, and most of August, the very months when most over-sand drivers used it.

The drivers saw themselves as lovers of birds and the beach, and resented being considered the enemies of plovers. They reminded anyone who would listen that only one plover had been killed by an ORV in the year before the beach was closed, and that one had also been killed the year after it was closed, by a truck driven by one of the beach’s hired plover protectors; they argued that the plover eggs and fledglings that had been destroyed during the years when the beach had been open to traffic had been done in not by trucks but by skunks, gulls, and other natural plover predators; they considered Lawrence Ingalls to be a fool and a totalitarian bureaucrat, and spoke his name with loathing for having deprived them of their traditional joys for no reason other than ideological whim.

For years, members of both the environmentalist and ORV groups thought wild thoughts and made wild statements, and for years violence was feared or threatened by members of both factions. Some plover lovers believed that the plover nests would be systematically destroyed by ardent ORV drivers, and pointed to anti-plover T-shirts that had emerged on the Vineyard’s summer scene, and to the popularity of the lyric, “I’m running over a piping plover"; some drivers spoke of getting all of the ORVs on the island together at Katama and then driving, en masse, from one end of Norton’s Beach to the other, ridding the beach of every last plover nest, and arguing that if there were no more plovers, there would be no plover problem. Zack Delwood, who was a fine fisherman but also a bully and a hater who shared no more love for me than I for him, was even more specific. His favorite proclamation was “No goddamned plover lovers, no more plover problem!”

But none of the wild threats or imaginings actually took place. The drivers had fumed and the environmentalists had ignored them and their arguments.

“Don’t frown,” said Zee, reading my mind as she often does. “Forget Ingalls. The beach is finally open. Enjoy the day.”

Good advice, and I took it.

It was only later that murder was done.


— 2 —

We passed about a dozen parked ORVs on our way to Wasque. Most were owned by morning sunbathers, but a couple of picnics had already gotten started on the Katama Pond side, and I could see some clammers and quahoggers at work in the shallows of the pond.

But we were not shellfishing today, we were after the wily August bluefish, who had decided to summer on the Vine-yard, and there was no better place to hunt them than at Wasque Point during the last two hours of the falling tide.

There was a line of Jeeps at the point when we got there, and there were bluefish under every one of them. Rods were bent and everyone was happy, even though the fishermen were shoulder to shoulder. The fish were in, and clearly had been for some time.

“Wow!” cried Zee. “Look at that!”

I found a parking spot farther to the left than I usually like to be and pulled in beside the almost new truck that belonged to Moonbeam Berube. Moonbeam and his ethereally beautiful son, Jason junior, were hauling in the fish, just like everyone else, which was a good thing because it meant that there’d be food on the Berube table that night, which was not always the situation.

Moonbeam was reputed to be the product of a long line of incestuous ancestors, and was, at any rate, one of the Vineyard’s sad cases. He and his wife and many children lived in a hovel up in Chilmark. All of his children were nearly beautiful, with fine bones and delicate skin. But their eyes were dim and their prospects dimmer. Moon beam was sly, but was bad at everything but fishing, and his family was a constant concern to social workers, teachers, cops, and other toilers in the public realm. Where he’d gotten the money for his truck was a mystery to many, but no one cared enough to ask him to solve it.

There was nothing I could do for Moonbeam except be friendly, so I waved at him and turned to Zee. “Grab your rod and get down there,” I said. “You can’t catch ’em from up here!”

But she hesitated. “You go. I’ll take care of Joshua first.”

“No. I was nailing them here the morning after Joshua showed up and the two of you were still in the hospital. I’ll take care of him now. Get going!”

Still she hesitated.

“They won’t wait,” I said. ’Jeez, look at that one. Must be twelve pounds!”

Zee looked at the fish flopping on the sand, then at me, then at Joshua, then back at me.

“Go!” I said.

“Okay!”

She got out, snagged her rod off the roof rack, and trotted down to the surf, looking like a dark Venus. She made her cast and the lure arched far out over the surf. As the lure hit the water, there was an immediate explosion of white as a fish hit the lure, and her rod bent as she set the hook.

“Now, pay attention,” I said to Joshua, as Zee began the fight to bring the fish in. “You want to know how to fish, you watch your mom.”

We watched as she hauled back, reeled down, and hauled back again, leaning against the strength of the fish, controlling it, never giving it that instant when it could snap the line or throw the hook.

There is a beauty in anything being done well, be it a good carpenter swinging a hammer, a good musician at work, or a good short-order cook producing food for a diner full of customers. You see it when an athlete is running well, when a dancer is one with the dance, or when someone makes a good hunting shot or handles a boat well. And it’s not only in humans that you see this, but in animals and birds as well. In the deer bounding into the forest, an osprey soaring above the beach, or in the stalking cat intent upon its prey. It has to do with economy of motion and the perfect coordination between action and intent. And when a beautiful creature like Zee is performing beautifully, the experience can be extraordinary.

So it was that dull Moonbeam and duller Jason, and the other fishermen nearest to Zee, held their casts and watched her bring in her bluefish. Gradually, more fishermen on either side of her stopped and watched as she worked the big fish in, as if they’d never seen a fish landed before, as if they were seeing a sea nymph, a Nereid, perhaps Amphitrite, herself.

She was unaware of her audience, concentrating totally on the fish, and when she brought it, thrashing and heaving, up through the last surge of water onto the sand, a sort of sigh of wonder seemed to pass among her observers.

Then she grinned at them and punched a fist of triumph through the air and the moment of magic was gone. She was no longer a goddess but just another one of them, one of the fisherpeople who had landed a big one during a blitz, so one by one they took their eyes away and went back to their own happy work.

“Now, that,” I said to Joshua, “is the right way to bring one in.”

Joshua said he’d remember.

I was out of the Land Cruiser when Zee brought the fish up. She was happy and breathless. “This guy gave me a real tussle!”

She got the hook out of the fish’s mouth and smiled at Joshua. He stared back with his big eyes.

“Get another one,” I said to Zee, as I set up Joshua’s custom-made beach and lounge chair, which I’d made by adding legs, a table space, and an attached umbrella to a plastic car seat. When Joshua was in it, he was about high-chair height above the ground and could play with a couple of toys too big to get into his mouth, watch what was going on, or take a nap. The sun couldn’t get to him, but Zee and I could keep an eye on him at the same time that we were fishing. It was one of my better furniture designs. My only one, in fact.

I put Joshua into his chair.

“Well, what do you think? Can you see everything?”

Joshua said he was fine, so I got my rod off the roof rack and went down to the surf, where Zee was already on again.

“Cast!” she said, flashing her white grin. “They’re queued up out there, waiting to get on your line!”

I made my cast and had taken only a half-dozen turns on the reel when I saw the swirl and felt the fish hit my redheaded Roberts. I set the hook and joined the line of people with bent rods. Dynamite!

It was a genuine blitz, with fish thicker than a state biologist’s head. And they were hitting anything you threw, so after a couple of casts, both Zee and I exchanged our good Roberts for junk lures we wouldn’t mind losing so much if we got cut off. For people were losing lures, as is often the case when the razor-toothed blues are in a feeding frenzy. The ocean bottom at Wasque Point must be covered with lures cut off over the years, and no small number of them are mine and Zee’s, so we played it safe today and caught fish anyway.

Joshua approved of our decision, and took a real interest in the fish we brought in, but between my sixth and seventh blue he suddenly smelled of serious low tide, so I parked my rod and changed his diaper in the back of the Land Cruiser. Zee came up before I was through and bent over him and smiled. He gurgled and pissed straight up into her face.

“Wretched child!” She wiped her face and laughed.

“It’s penis envy,” I explained to him. “Girls can’t do that. It’s a manly talent.” I pinned his diaper.

“I’m getting outnumbered by you guys,” said Zee. “I need another girl in the family to even things out.” She ran a hand down across my chest; I felt that thrill that was always there when she touched me, and was surer than ever that motherhood had made her not only more beautiful than before, but more sensual.

She raised her dark eyes to mine, and I saw something smoldering deep down inside them. She let her hand fall farther.

“I do believe you’ve got something alive in your pants,” she said.

Behind me George Martin’s voice said, “Hey, is that the latest Jackson? Let’s have a look.”

Zee removed her hand and smiled up at me. I picked Joshua up and we turned to greet George as he came to us, rod in hand, followed by a sun-bronzed man I’d never seen before. He looked like some kind of Greek god.

George was in his sixties and spent as much time as he could manage on the beach. He had retired rich, but on the democratic surf-casting sands of Martha’s Vineyard, no one cared how much money he or anyone else had or didn’t have. George and Moonbeam were judged by the same standards. All the regulars cared about was how you handled yourself: whether you could cast without crossing everybody else’s lines. It was even better if you were kidding when you bragged, instead of one of those jerks who really meant it; whether you liked a joke, even if it was on you; and whether you took your losses without self-pity. George passed the tests. He was a good guy, and we had known him for years.

He took a long look at Joshua, who stared back, as he tended to do when people stared at him.

“Boy doesn’t look a bit like you, J.W., which is a good thing, all in all.”

“You got that right.” I gave him my Robinson-Churchill interpretation of the lad’s face.

“He does not look like Edward G. Robinson or Winston Churchill, either,” said Zee, only half-feigning maternal annoyance. “I think he looks like a little angel. You do, don’t you, Joshua?”

Zee dropped her eyes to look at her son as I raised mine to find George’s companion’s eyes wide and staring as he looked at Zee. I’d observed the expression before in the faces of other men who saw her. I’d no doubt had it on my own face, and probably still did from time to time. It was a look of astonishment and wonder, mixed with wild imaginings.

He stared, then became aware of my eyes on his face, and, with effort, looked at me instead of her. His tan may or may not have reddened. He put a grin on his face and held out his hand. There was a golden watch on his wrist and a golden chain around his neck. His perfect teeth flashed in the sun. I knew, suddenly, that he was from California.

“Drew Mondry,” he said in a rich baritone voice. “Great-looking boy. They’re never too young to start learning to fish.”

His grip was firm and so was mine. “J. W. Jackson,” I said.

“I’m forgetting my manners,” said George. “Zee, this is Drew Mondry. Drew, this is Zee Jackson.”

Zee looked at Drew and Drew looked at Zee. They shook hands.

“How do you do?” he said, his hand holding hers a heartbeat longer than need be.

She didn’t seem to notice the heartbeat. “How do you do?” She smiled.

His hand released hers. “Your son is a beauty,” he said, flicking his bright blue eyes down to Joshua and then back up.

She smiled some more. “Yes. We got it right the first time.”

“You have no other children?”

“Not yet.”

Love me, love my child, I thought sourly.

“Drew’s here looking over locations,” said George. “I thought he should see what the island’s really like, so I brought him out here.”

“It’s terrific.” Mondry grinned. “I never saw anything like it. All these people catching fish like this. It’s amazing!”

“He even got himself one,” said George. “Not bad, for his first time surf casting.”

“Fish about wore me out,” said Mondry, who didn’t look at all worn out. “I’ve trolled out of San Diego, but I never tried this kind of fishing before. I can see how it could become addictive.”

“Locations,” said Zee. “You must be tied in with that movie business we’ve been reading about.”

He grinned a grin as white as her own. “That’s right. I’m one of the guys who scouts areas for the other people who actually make the movie. The more they know about possible shooting areas, the more time and money they save. And with the cost of films these days, they want to save all they can. There are going to be a lot of outdoor shots for this movie, so I’ll be here for quite a while, taking a look at things.”

“I’d keep the cameras away from Wasque in September,” I said, putting in an unrequested two cents.

He kept the grin on his face and looked at me. “Why’s that?”

“Derby time. There’ll be this many guys and more down here fishing. They wouldn’t want anything interrupting them.”

“Well,” he said, “we wouldn’t want that.”

“No,” I said. “You wouldn’t.”

Lawrence Ingalls, state biologist, appeared in my mind. Loathsome Lawrence, who had interrupted more Vineyard fishing than anyone in history.

But Drew Mondry already had a new thought. “On the other hand, you’ve given me an idea. This is just the sort of shot we need to establish island ambiance.” He put his hands on his hips and swept the fisherman-filled beach with his eyes. “Yeah! Great idea! They’ll love this scene.”

Terrific.

“I think it’d be wonderful,” said Zee. “You could hire some of the regulars as extras and pay them to fish, which was what they’ll be doing anyway. You can start with George. Now, he’s what I’d call local color.”

George pretended dismay. “You mean I don’t get the lead?”

Drew Mondry’s bright eyes swept back to Zee as though drawn by a magnet. “We will be hiring local people. How about you, Mrs. Jackson? Are you interested?”

Zee knows that people find her attractive, but has no idea why they do. She hesitated. “Well . . .”

I sniffed Joshua’s behind, found the fragrance satisfactory, and returned him to his lounge chair. Then I took my rod off the rack and nodded to Mondry. “Nice meeting you. Good luck with your project.”

I went down to the surf. As I went, I heard him say, “May I call you Zee? Thanks. Are you in the book? I think you’d have a lot of fun being an extra, and that you’d photograph very well. Think it over. I’ll phone you later.”

I made my cast. The lure arched far out into the water. No swirl surrounded it. No fish took it as I reeled in. I thought that Drew Mondry might be having better luck.
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“Well, what do you think? Do I have a future on the silver screen?”

Zee sipped her Luksusowa martini, and looked out over the garden and the pond to the far barrier beach, where the very last of the day’s swimmers and tanners were packing up and heading home.

I took more than a sip of my own drink (perfectly pre-pared, as usual: vodka and chilled glasses from the freezer, a splash of vermouth spilled into each glass, swirled, then tossed out; two green olives into my glass, two black ones into Zee’s, and Luksusowa to the brim).

“You can probably have a lot of fun finding out,” I said. “And when Joshua is a little older, he can watch your reruns on the VCR.”

“I can see the headlines now,” said Zee, waving a languid arm. “Humble island housewife transformed into glamorous cinema queen, but Academy Award winner never forgets her simple island roots.” She sipped some more, then gave me her dazzling smile. “Really, what do you think?”

“As one who’s ogled women since puberty, I bow to none as an expert on good-looking women, so you can take it from me that you’re at least a ten in any man’s book. And I’ve never known a woman who wasn’t an actress part of the time. If that’s what it takes to make a star, you’ve got it made.”

She reached out her strong brown arm and took my hand in hers. “I’ve got it made right here.”

We were on our balcony, and Joshua, after his long day on the beach, was snoozing down below in our bedroom. The window was open, and we took turns running downstairs to make sure that he was okay. We were still in the stage where we worried that he was dying when he cried or that he was dead when he was quiet. Like all beginning parents, we were amateurs at the job, and like all amateurs, we used up a lot of worry-energy to no useful end.

I liked having Zee’s hand in mine. I liked being married to her, and having Joshua making us three. I didn’t want to do anything to unbalance us.

One of the things I liked about our marriage was that it was stuck together without any coercion of any kind. There was no “We have to stay together because we said we would” or “You owe me” or “You promised me you’d love me” stuff or, now, any “Think of the children” stuff, either, even though we had said we’d stick together, and we did owe each other more than we could say, and we did love each other and, now, we did have Joshua to think about.

Basically Zee and I were married because we wanted to be married, and for no other reason.

I wondered why I was thinking such thoughts, and suspected that it was because of two things: the first was a sort of restlessness that had come over Zee since Joshua had made his appearance. Her usual confidence and independence were occasionally less pronounced, occasionally more; her normal fearlessness was sometimes replaced by an uneasiness that I’d not seen in her before, and at other times she became almost fierce.

A postpartum transformation of some kind? I didn’t know. Maybe she saw the same things in me, and all that either of us was seeing was the fretting of new parents who didn’t really know how to do their job and were worried that they were doing it wrong.

The second thing bothering me was more easily identified. It was Drew Mondry.

Him, Tarzan; Zee, Jane.

They even looked like Tarzan and Jane. Both were sun-tanned and spectacularly made, with his blond hair and brilliant blue eyes contrasting well indeed with her dark eyes and long, blue-black hair. Golden Tarz; bronze Jane.

And there was that little charged current that had run between them this morning.

May I call you Zee? I’ll phone you later.

But why shouldn’t there be electricity between them? She was a great beauty who left only blind men unscathed, and he was a handsome man with two bright eyes. And didn’t I still eyeball female beauties while married to Zee? What was so different about Drew Mondry being fascinated by Zee and her being interested in him?

Or was I only imagining things? Was I just being jealous?

“Come to think of it,” Zee now said, looking at me with a parody of a frown, “what do you mean when you say all women are actresses? What sort of a sexist thing is that for a nineties kind of guy to say?”

“I’m a late nineties kind of guy. I’m in my post-sensitive period.”

“I see. And when were you in your sensitive period?”

“It happened fast. You had to be watching for it.”

Her hand squeezed mine. “I don’t think you’ve quite left it yet. But what’s this actress notion you have?”

“How about women faking orgasms because guys fake foreplay?”

She sniffed. “Oh, that . . .”

I became conscious of silence in Joshua’s room. “I’ll be right back,” I said, and trotted downstairs.

Joshua was snoozing, not dead. He looked soft and sweet. I gave him a kiss on the forehead and went back upstairs.

I decided to change the subject while I had a chance. “I saw Manny Fonseca downtown when I was selling the fish, and we talked about this and that. He sends his regards and wonders if you might want to do some more practice tomorrow.”

To everyone’s surprise, especially her own, Zee had fairly recently discovered that she had an amazing knack for shooting the very pistols she had always viewed with distrust and alarm. With Manny, the local gun fanatic, as her mentor, she had quickly become a far better shot than I had ever learned to be, in spite of my training in the military and the Boston PD, and had, in fact, started attracting attention at contests Manny had persuaded her to enter. As she continued to practice and compete, her enthusiasm had mounted. She was, as Manny often said, a natural, and after Joshua had been born, he’d not waited long before luring her to the pistol range once more.

Now she looked at me. “Tomorrow will be fine. I have to get ready for that October competition.”

“I’ll stick cotton in Joshua’s ears,” I said, “and we’ll both watch you pop those targets.”

She gave me a smile. “Pistol-packin’ momma?”

“When the other kids learn about your gunslinging, nobody at school will try to beat up our boy. I could have used a mom like you when I was a kid.”

Her smile got bigger, more genuine. “I’m sure nobody ever beat you up. You probably beat them up, if they tried.”

“Like my sister says: There’s never a bronc that’s never been rode, and never a rider who’s never been throwed. I got pounded a few times.”

My sister Margarite lives near Santa Fe, and, like many Eastern transplants, prides herself on her knowledge of Western lore.

Neither of us had had a mom for long, ours having died when we were young, and our father, a one-woman man, never having remarried.

“I like shooting that forty-five Manny’s got me using,” said Zee. “My only problem is that I feel I should be with Joshua all the time even though I know that I can’t be. I keep hoping that if I keep shooting, it’ll wean me. I have to be weaned sooner or later.”

Zee had taken a two-month maternity leave from the hospital where she worked as a nurse, but now was back at work part-time.

“You don’t have to shoot or go back to work if you don’t want to,” I said. “We’ve got enough dough stashed away to keep us alive for a year or two, as long as we don’t live too high off the hog. Besides, if I absolutely have to, I can get a regular job.”

In the years since I’d retired from the Boston PD and moved to the island, I had managed to avoid anything resembling a steady job. Like a lot of people on Martha’s Vineyard, I had, instead, brought in money in a variety of ways: looking after other people’s boats and houses during the winter, doing commercial fishing and shellfishing, and taking the occasional odd job. These incomes, combined with small disability pensions from the Feds and Boston (the first for shrapnel wounds contributed by a Vietnamese mortar, the second for a bullet, still nestled near my spine, the gift of a frightened thief trying to escape the scene of the crime), had allowed me to live as well as any bachelor needs to live. I ate a lot of fish and shellfish, grew a garden, which gave me fresh veggies all summer and canned and frozen ones all winter, got fed a lot of meals by women who thought it their duty to feed such as me, and thrived.

But now I was a married man and a father to boot, and maybe it was time for me to change my ways.

On the other hand, maybe not, because Zee now said, “But I want to shoot and I want to go back to work. I love my work. I’m not going to spend Joshua’s college fund just so I can stay home and cuddle him.”

Joshua’s college fund?

“How about staying home and cuddling me, then?” I asked.

“If you go out and get a steady job, you won’t be home to cuddle either one of us,” said Zee. “It’s better the way you do things now. You can take Joshua with you when-ever I’m not here, and vice versa.”

That was true. For centuries women have known how to handle work and babies at the same time, and I didn’t see any reason why I couldn’t do it too, so I had made some preparations to help myself out.

The baby pack I’d made, along with a knapsack full of baby stuff, allowed me to go anywhere I normally went on land and do all the things I normally do. If I had to temporarily put Joshua aside for any reason, I could put him in his snappy beach lounge chair. If I went shellfishing, I could put him in the mini-raft I’d rigged from inner tubes, and he could float beside me as I worked.

“No problem,” I said, meaning it. Unless Joshua cried for no reason, in which case I was in trouble.

I knew most of the cries: the hungry cry, the load-in-the-diaper cry, the need-to-burp cry, the mad cry, the I- need-to-be-cuddled cry, and the I’m-frustrated-about-something-but-I-can’t-figure-out-what-it-is Cry; but the cry-for-no-reason was always a bummer and always scared me.

Fortunately, Joshua rarely resorted to his no-reason howl, and usually quieted down anyway, after some snuggling, so I hadn’t yet been obliged to tear my hair out.

“I’m glad you like being a dad,” Zee now said.

“It’s not bad,” I said. “How’s momming?”

“If you were named Molly, I’d burst out in a chorus of ’My Blue Heaven.’ ”

We listened to the sounds of the evening as darkness came at us from the east. There were birds in the air, and the wind hushed through the woods on three sides of us. On the far side of Nantucket Sound the lights of Cape Cod began to flicker.

We went down to eat. Grilled bluefish, fresh-made bread, a rice and bean salad, and the house sauvignon blanc. Delish. Such stuff does not go to waste in our house. We wolfed it down.

Zee patted her lips with her napkin. “And what else did Manny have to say to you this afternoon, other than wanting me to pick up my trusty shooting iron and head for the target range? What’s new in Edgartown?”

Manny’s woodworking shop was on Fuller Street, and customers and friends were wandering in and out all day, so he was always more up on current downtown happenings than were we, who lived up in the woods and only went into the village when we had to.

“Well, it seems Edgartown is going to have a visitor from America,” I said, forcing myself to speak in an even tone and avoid expletives. “Maybe you’ll want to go down and shake his hand.”

“Who might it be? Anyone I know? I understand the president is vacationing out west this year, so it’s probably not him.” She narrowed her eyes and looked at me. “Do you plan to shake hands with this person, Jefferson?”

“I think not. I don’t even want to get into spitting distance of him.”

She thought, then arched a brow, then frowned. “I can only think of one person who’d put that look on your face. You don’t mean  . . . you know who?”

“Yes. Him.”

“Not Lawrence Ingalls, state biologist!”

“Shocking, but true. What gall. After keeping the beach closed for three summers, he has the nerve to show up in Edgartown!”

“What ever for? Doesn’t he know that there are dart-boards in this town with his face on them?”

“I think he’d be glad if he knew. He’d take it as more evidence that people who disagree with him are crackpots like that wacko Zack Delwood. He’s down here to talk to the No Foundation.”

Zee found a toothpick and stuck it in her mouth. “The No Foundation, eh? He’ll have a friendly crowd, anyway.”

The No Foundation was really the Marshall Lea Foundation, and was composed of a private group of citizens who raised money and purchased pieces of Vineyard property for the announced purpose of preserving the land for future generations to enjoy.

Cynics had given them their No name because of the signs the foundation erected on all of their territories, informing readers that there was to be no hunting, no fishing, no trapping, no picnicking, no use of bicycles, etc., and sometimes no trespassing at all.

It was, thus, no surprise to me that Loathsome Lawrence was to speak to the No’s. They were his kind of people. The kind known to their critics as No People People, who didn’t want any human beings walking around except where and when the No People People wanted them to walk. Naturally, the No People People also didn’t want ORVs on the beach.

The critics of the No People People wanted to walk and drive where and when they themselves wanted to walk and drive, and viewed Loathsome Lawrence and his ilk with—what else?—loathing.

I was one of them. I sometimes thought that Zack Del-wood was right: that Lawrence Ingalls should probably be shot. It was about the only thing Zack and I agreed about. We not only rubbed each other wrong, but rumor had it that in his cups he had confided a desire to flatten my face just as he had flattened others in several barroom brawls. I made it a point to stay clear of him, because I had problems enough without having a flat face, to boot.

The most irksome of these problems was, of course, Lawrence Ingalls. Maybe he shouldn’t be shot, but just be fired or given some job where he could never again have any affect on the lives of other human beings.

Yeah, that was probably better. There was too much shooting in the world already.

This was not a universally held view, as was soon apparent.
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If you have to go into downtown Edgartown in the summer, the best time to do it is about seven in the morning. The streets are empty of pedestrians, you can always find a parking place, the dreaded meter maids are not yet at work, and the lovely houses and gardens are bright with morning light and there just for you. You can walk every-where and see things at your own pace without having to share space with cars, bikes, mopeds, or other sightseers.

And you can get breakfast at the Dock Street Coffee Shop, where the cook has magic hands that can keep a steady stream of satisfied customers from waiting long for their food. His hands and arms move like those of an Oriental dancer as he plies his art. I sometimes take guests down there not only for the good breakfasts, but so they can watch the perfect grace and economy of his motions. He is like a conductor directing a symphony of food.

Zee and I had found three stools together, and had put Joshua in his lounge on the one between us. The waitress looked at him.

“I know your folks want juice and coffee to start with,” she said. “How about you?”

Joshua said he’d already eaten.

“You don’t look a thing like J. W.,” said the waitress. “I’ll give you credit for that.”

Joshua said he’d heard that before and blew her a bubble.

The waitress brought juice and coffee for two and took Zee’s order for a bagel and mine for the full-bloat break-fast—eggs over light, sausages, rye toast, and hash browns.

You’ll find a lot of local people and a few touristas at the coffee shop in the early morning, and there are always copies of the Globe and Herald scattered along the counter, so if you want to know what’s going on, you can usually catch up with the latest news and gossip.

Today the principal subject of conversation was the Red Sox, who had so far suffered no real major-league slump and thus still had aficionados and lesser fans enthusiastic about their prospects; the other subjects were the movie people on the island and Lawrence Ingalls’s appearance in town.

Zee, who had strong skeptical opinions about this year’s edition of the Sox, was quickly engaged in conversation with the guy next to her, who was looking at the Globe sports page.

“No D,” she was saying. “They can hit, but they can’t stop a ground ball. It’s always been a problem with them. Like a genetic deficiency passed down through a family.”

The guy thought that the problem was with the bull pen. No middle relievers. But their D was no worse than a lot of other teams’ he could name, so they had as good a shot as anybody.

Zee was not convinced. “They’ve never ever been great fielders. Remember Dick Stuart at first? Dr. Strange-glove? He could hit a ton but couldn’t catch a cold. The Sox always have at least one guy like that playing the infield, and they’ve got two this year.”

“The real problem is they ain’t got no fourth starter,” said a guy two stools over. “They got Clemens, who’s past his prime, and Wakefield and that other guy, but who they got after that? Nobody. They ought to trade Clemens for a couple of young arms while they can still get something for him.”

Zee looked at him across the belly of the guy with the sports page. “Get rid of Roger? That’s nuts. The guy they should get rid of is that second baseman who thinks he’s playing soccer instead of baseball. He kicks the ball so well he should be playing for Liverpool.”

I ate my high-cholesterol meal. I was happy. What could be more pleasantly American than high-fat food and baseball? Joshua couldn’t have agreed more. I touched his nose with my forefinger and he smiled. I let my ears roam along the counter.

“They say this movie’s about hunting buried treasure. I heard about a real buried treasure that was supposed to be up there by the drawbridge in Vineyard Haven. A couple of sea captains buried it there, then dug up half of it and left the rest. My dad used to talk about it. I think maybe some ancestor of his was part of the crew or something. Name of the boat was the Splendid, or some such thing. All happened back in 1850 or so  . . .”

“You don’t have to go all the way up to Vineyard Haven,” replied another voice. “You just have to go over to Chappy and find the Blue Rock. There’s a treasure right there. All you have to do is dig it up.”

I recognized the voice. It belonged to Moonbeam Berube. What was he doing downtown at breakfast-time? Had Connie thrown him out of the house again? She was a tiger when it came to protecting her children, and didn’t tolerate Moonbeam’s sometimes heavy-handed notions of parenthood, although so far she’d always taken him back after first kicking him out of the house for a few days.
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