Journal Entry
Fleeing
A crash. The wall shuddered like something under attack. Two sharp slaps. Please. Stop. Oh. Please, darling. Then another voice, a low growl, words inaudible. And her reply: I won’t do that again I promise. I will never spy on you again no matter what other women you—Oh! 
I was seven years old, I stood in the hallway outside their room, I had no name for what was happening within. But I knew fear and I could sense terror. What would a loving child not do for their mother in a moment of crisis? I reached for the doorknob and took it firmly in both hands.
It was locked.
For a short eternity, I was frozen in place as the wall shook a second time and the cries grew louder. Then something broke and I ran. Out the side door and into the woods. Dodged trees and broken limbs. Found shelter beneath a canopy of honeysuckle draped between some pines. A sticky sweat on my skin. Grabbed handfuls of needles off the ground and brought them to my face, the tart pure scent. Inside me, something was moving and changing. I sat in silence and plucked honeysuckle flowers off the vines and placed the slender tendrils on the ground. Yellow flowers and white flowers, arranged in a gentle oval. An order that nothing could disturb.
But an image and a question stayed with me.
The image of what was happening behind the locked door.
The question, Was it really locked?


Chapter One

Later, in the blur of early adulthood, I was still in various stages of fleeing.
Much was lost in the process. Friendships, relationships, a sense of comfort. My marriage, which dissolved in the final years of the 70s about the same time as the death of disco. 
But as 1980 boogied onto the scene, a handful of talents did not desert me.
At the age of ten I’d learned to listen to my instincts about people—those who were trustworthy and those who weren’t. An inner voice, quiet and assured, was there to prompt me. I had no idea where this voice came from, but it had grown stronger and more reliable over the years.
And I was able to foresee the outcome of certain events both near and far.
Distant events like the breakup of a celebrity couple. Gritty crime trials dominating the news. The slope of a shoulder, the way someone averted their eyes during an interview, a certain tone of voice—and I could sense guilt or innocence. 
Closer to my own sphere, I could sense when a friend was cheating on his or her spouse. That knowledge, I learned over time, was best kept to myself.
Sometimes my skills came up short, for reasons I never understood.
Take, for instance, the deadly night on the remote island where my wanderings had taken me—a crime that involved massive wealth and the destruction of a family. Though the mystery threatened to tear the community apart, though I had a compelling personal reason of my own to solve it, the answer still eluded me.
 The best I could do was to conjure up a moving picture of the crime scene, as fuzzy and grainy as an old home movie from the 1950s.

A flood of moonlight tumbled through the trees and onto the shoulders of a man wearing a Boston Red Sox hat. Fully absorbed in his task, he was bent low to the ground, sweeping a metal contraption along the grass. The disk at the end of the pole was flat as a dinner plate and emitted a series of small beeps. A minute later they merged into a single sustained tone, wavered, then began to rise and fall like the whine of a puppy. The man stopped and leaned forward.
 Beside a line of ink-black holes, some mounds of dirt littered the shadows. Thick clumps of sod lay nearby. A wooden-handled shovel was jammed into the earth beside one of the holes, and three bulging burlap bags huddled nearby.
The hat was pulled low over the man’s head, and his face lay in darkness.
Behind him rose a magnificent home, its lofty gables catching the glare of the half-moon. Beyond the house glimmered the harbor, a sheet of wrinkled silver.
A second figure took shape in the darkness and crept up. It raised something with its right arm and brought it down on the top of the Red Sox hat. A muffled thunk; the man shriveled to the ground. The figure leaned over, tested the top of the man’s head a few times with something—as if checking for signs of life—and dropped an object that landed with a hollow clang. The figure bent again and fiddled with the pants pocket of the victim. Then it gathered up two of the bundles and slipped off into the darkness.

On an island this tiny, news has always traveled quickly.
Betsy Cranmore’s watch read 5:30 as she began her morning walk on the back roads near the harbor with Bugsy, her golden retriever. She was making her way past a gravel driveway when a sound startled Bugsy and he whimpered and strained at the leash. Someone loading the back of a pickup truck. “Quiet, boy,” Betsy comforted him. She could see that the bed of the truck was filled with the bushel-sized plastic boxes that commercial scallopers used for their catch. Fishermen were always up early, getting their gear ready, strapping the weights onto the dredges or checking their lines. Nothing out of the ordinary.
But a few minutes later, at the luxurious Douglas property, she came upon a strange sight. Sprawled out on the lawn was something that looked suspiciously like—could that be a body? Bugsy also noticed it, and again he strained at the leash, this time with enough force to pull Betsy forward several yards. The dog was already nosing the body when she dug in her heels and yanked him back.
“No boy, get back!” she exclaimed.
She retreated a few steps, stumbled, and almost lost her footing entirely. She saw that she’d tripped over a baseball bat lying there on the grass, and she ordered herself not to pick it up. Her eyes rested on a manhole cover, not far away, that Bugsy was investigating. Why a manhole cover in the flawless lawn? she wondered.
Then she willed herself into action and hurried back to her house to dial that new emergency number, 911. She had a breathless call with an operator and returned to the Douglas estate.
Minutes later, red and green lights flickered onto the few remaining leaves on the stately elm in the yard, and a cruiser pulled to a stop. Gesturing toward the lawn, Betsy gave a breathless report to the officers and hurried back home. She made herself a fresh pot of coffee and called a few friends, each of whom called more friends.
Within minutes, the shocking news had streaked across the island. Quentin Douglas was dead. The wealthy old recluse—dressed always in baggy pants and a Red Sox hat—had made his fortune in the world of finance, largely in commodities trading, for which he’d developed some algorithms that were years ahead of the other traders. Over time he’d grown more and more eccentric and eventually withdrew almost completely from public view. It was said that he’d developed a fierce distrust of the banks and government—a view that had recently gone mainstream in Ronald Reagan’s rise to the presidency. But Douglas had taken this distrust to extremes. It was rumored that he’d buried much of his massive fortune in his side yard in the form of bags of gold and silver. Two Rottweilers, Buy and Sell, lay outside the house all night, no matter the season or the weather, protecting the treasure.
That same morning, Buy and Sell were found around the side of the house, splayed out side by side, with swollen bellies and grossly distorted faces.

Once it digested the news of the murder, the island came to a quick consensus. In the act of digging up a bag or two of his fortune, no doubt intending to gloat over it, Quentin Douglas had been dispatched to a better (or worse) world. The irony was impossible to miss. For several hours after the murder, Douglas had lain motionless on his lawn, mere inches from his precious metals . . . but now a lifetime removed. You can’t take it with you was a common refrain.
At his age, there was some surprise that he’d been hardy enough to go outside in the middle of the night and dig his lawn. But greed is a powerful motivator, it was said, able to breathe strength into the frailest among us. And despite being in his early 90s, Douglas was known to work out daily with his aide and personal trainer. As for his choice of the middle of the night, his passion for privacy and secrecy offered a sufficient explanation.
There was endless speculation about suspects. Was there anyone on the island who didn’t bristle at the treatment they’d received at the hands of this coldhearted miser? Any number of people could have been biding their time, waiting for the right moment to exact the ultimate revenge.
Not the least of these were his estranged family members: his two children and his three former wives.
There was also frequent mention of his housekeeper/trainer, some tradesmen who had worked for him, and the younger women Douglas was said to entertain in his house from time to time.
With all this material to sift through, the town could be certain of just one, rock-solid fact: Quentin Douglas was dead.
But there they were wrong.

Arriving at the scene, Officer Johnson and Officer Ramirez got right to work. They pulled on their gloves, checked the body for a pulse, and bent closer for a look at the face.
“Hey, José, do you know what old man Douglas looks like?” Johnson asked.
“What the heck, you think I hang around with rich dudes like him?” Ramirez answered.
“I dunno, there’s something strange here.” As Johnson returned to his vehicle and called headquarters, a brown woman in a plush bathrobe pulled open the front door and looked on through the glass storm door, balancing a nail file in her left hand. An old man in a walker appeared next to her and gazed upon the scene: the flashing lights, the cruisers and fire truck, the officers. He shook his head and turned away.

I’ve always been fastidious. In high school the baseball team kidded me about the way I’d scrape my cleats clean with a stick on the bench between innings. As an adult I passed on owning a cat because of the idea of a litter box. I avoided those soft, mushy muffins that leave bits of dough on your hands and the sticky feeling on your fingers that never quite left, even hours later.
I guess I went into journalism to clean up the world, root out messy ethics violations, tuck the world’s shirt back into its pants. Where it belonged.
When I moved to the island, I still wore old-fashioned, classic clothes—khakis, crisp button-down shirts—but when it came to being fastidious about other people’s personal ethics, I had to admit I’d lost the right.
That’s what happens when you’ve been expelled from your paradise.
This island was supposed to be a post-paradise refuge, quiet and restorative. A place where no one knew me. A second chance.
Most of the families on this island had been here for generations, sharing friendships and feuds and lovers and offspring. The Coffins, the Douglases, the Patersons. I was an outsider, doubly removed. For one thing, I’d only moved there recently—a washashore, as we were called. For another, I was now a reporter for the Island Forum, the weekly local newspaper, a job that required a certain level of detachment.
I came there looking for a new start after a pair of bad endings. To my five-year-old marriage. To my six-year-old job at the Boston Globe as a business reporter. One bad decision—and poof! both were gone.
I was still young enough, twenty-nine. If not redemption, I thought at least I might find a species of steadiness in this isolated place where my past couldn’t tip the scales against me. I charted out a careful plan. Show discretion. Avoid entanglements and relationships. But on that, life had other ideas. I’d only been there a month when I met her. A young woman with a weightless, otherworldly poise and a curious, perpetually surprised light in her eyes. Haddie.
There was no mistaking how special she was. 
Only a few years out of college, she worked as a nature scout for the conservation commission. The job took her around and about the island, immersing her in the nature she held so dear, the shorebirds, the vegetation, the rhythms of wind and waves. I told myself we shared something important: an air of the old-fashioned. Looking back now, however, I see a difference. My attachment to the past came from a reliance on old-fashioned dictates like precision and timeliness, while hers was simply an expression of her gentle spirit, which drew about her the kinder mists of bygone ways and times. 
For all her kindly ways, she sometimes surprised me with her candor.
Tell me something, she said to me early on, resting her grey eyes on me. What ended your marriage?
An affair, I confessed.
Yours—or your wife’s?
My gaze shifted to a feisty freckle on her right cheek. It was my wife, I replied. 
A change in her eyes.
At times my actions seemed like those of a stranger. They took place off in the distance, like something seen through a frosted glass.
She could tell.

What brought Haddie and me together in the first place was her desire to write about her experiences in nature.
She’d learned I was a writer and asked me for some feedback, which of course I gave with pleasure. Because she knew writing has deep roots in my family, she probably showed me more deference than I deserved. My great-great aunt was the most famous mystery writer in the world; it’s been said that her books have sold more than any other books in history except Shakespeare and the Bible. At times I’ve wondered if that ancestral connection has given me a more than usual fascination with the seamier side of life—murders and affairs and contested wills.
“What was she like?” Haddie asked in one of our first get-togethers.
“I never met her.”
“You never met her? Why not?”
I explained that there was a complicated family history. As Haddie watched me with a quizzical smile, I added that even though I’d never met Agatha Christie in person, I felt a kinship. I liked to think of my great-great aunt’s spirit as riding sidecar alongside me in a frumpy tea dress and maybe sporting a crazy fascinator.
And though I kept this to myself, I wondered if the inner voice that counseled me was a distillation of my aunt’s savvy wisdom.
Speaking of relatives, on this small island they played a greater than usual role. Everybody was some kind of cousin to everyone else. Take Haddie, for instance. She was a great-great-niece of Quentin Douglas, which made her a second cousin of Dorothy, Douglas’s granddaughter. Haddie once confided to me that she had heard she might even be mentioned in the will.
Relatives were everywhere, and the connections could reveal themselves at the most unfortunate moments.

On the day of the murder, Haddie paid me a surprise visit.
It was lunchtime, and the newsroom was buzzing with the newest update. A completely new victim. And probably, an updated set of suspects.
I was bent over my typewriter, cradling a cup of coffee, preparing to compose a new lede for the story. I had just craned my neck to the side—a nervous mannerism I’ve never been able to shake—and was tapping on a few keys.
In the middle of this, Haddie slipped in through the front door, tripped up to my desk all grace and prettiness, and placed a paper bag in my hands. It was early October, already a bit chill, but she wore her conservation commission dark blue shorts. All the guys in the room had turned to watch her.
I looked up from the keyboard. “Hey,” I said.
“I stopped by the Bake Shop on the way in from the Reserve. I figured you’ll be working late today with the paper coming out tomorrow,” she replied. “I hope you find them to your liking, they’re blueberry.” She gave a few confused glances around, taking in the frenzied scene.
“Muffins. That’s so nice of you.” They were the squishy kind.
“Is something wrong?” she asked.
“Not at all. You are so kind.” A stab of pleasure at seeing the light in her eyes. “I guess you’ve heard the latest news?”
She had not. She’d been out at Minnipe Point since early this morning, setting up tape. Restricted areas. The first snowy owl had returned for the winter. “What happened?”
“An old man was murdered.”
Her eyes widened. “Here, on the island?”
I nodded. “At Quentin Douglas’s house. But—”
She took a step back. “Quentin Douglas? Oh my goodness, Quentin was murdered? That’s Dorothy’s grandfather. I need to go to her. She must be devastated.”
I placed a hand on her arm. “It wasn’t Quentin Douglas. Everyone thought it was—at first. But it was someone else. Someone else dressed just like Douglas, in baggy pants and a Red Sox hat.”
The light in her eyes turned up its voltage. “Who was it?”
“It was a lawyer. Someone by the name of Chester Danville.”
She recoiled as if she’d been struck by a blow to the face. She turned and slumped over.
From behind her horn-rimmed glasses, Stefanie, the editor of the Forum, gave me a look with her big brown eyes. I went over to Haddie and placed a hand on her shoulder. She collapsed against me.
It was the first time I’d seen her in tears.
“That’s my grandfather,” she sobbed. “He was my grandfather. I loved him so much.”
“Your grandfather?” I stood there stiffly. I knew I should hold her, I knew some soothing words of comfort should come on my lips, but they were trapped as if on the other side of a wall.
She separated herself from me and dream-walked her way outside. Peering over her glasses, Stefanie tossed her head in the direction of Haddie. Go after her, you fool. 
I followed Haddie’s footsteps through the door, stopping a few feet short of her. The October sunlight was dazzling, even the pebbles cast shadows on the pavement.
“What do you wish from me, Peter?” A taste of something bitter in her voice.
“I wish I knew the right thing to say,” I told her. “What can I say?”
“You expect me to tell you that? Now?”
“I . . . I don’t know.”
She held up her hand toward me like someone shielding her eyes from a stabbing light. She climbed into her battered old pickup and drove away, scattering the gravel behind her.

