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    PROLOGUE
  
 
      
 
    Allagash, Maine 
 
    Mid-April  
 
      
 
      
 
    Win Sackett slowly made his way down the well-worn path that snaked its way through the dense forest. He’d been walking this trail ever since he was a young child; hard to believe that was seventy years ago. Although life had buffeted him about, he always took comfort that these woods had been here before he’d been born and, God willing, would be here long after he was gone. There was a permanency here that he’d never found anywhere else. The world had changed much since his birth, but these woods never did. They remained the same, an oasis of solace, away from the craziness of ‘out there’.  
 
    He paused for a moment to catch his breath beside an old oak where, as a young man, he’d carved his initials along with those of Darla, the girl he eventually married. Reaching up with his gnarled finger, he gently traced the faded letters, chuckling at the memory of that long ago summer day. The chuckling brought on a bout of coughing that brought his lightheartedness to an end. 
 
    Damn it, he used to be able to sprint down this path and never think twice about it. Now, his knees ached, his hands shook from palsy, and he found it difficult at times to catch his breath. But until the Grim Reaper decided to make his appearance, Win was determined to complete this errand. He had to. It was now his responsibility. 
 
    His family had been living in this area since the mid-1800s, originally brought here by the logging business. As each generation passed, it fell to the last remaining member to take on the task of caring for those who came before. Each spring when the harsh weather broke, the snows melted and hints of balmy days appeared, Win took the increasingly arduous journey of walking the mile between his cabin and the small parcel of land that served as his family’s graveyard. There, he tidied up each plot and made any repairs to the tombstones that might not have survived the heavy snows. Then he would perch himself on the large pile of rocks that sat in the corner of the small cemetery and talk to the nearest gravestone. That was where Darla was buried. He’d tell her what he’d been up to since he’d visited last fall, how the kids, grandkids and great grandkids were doing out in the world, away from the place they’d grown up in. He’d tell her he missed her, still loved her and assure her that soon he’d be joining her. Then he’d haul his old bones up and shuffle along the mile long walk back to his cabin. He’d make this trip several more times before winter set in, wondering each time if this would be his last visit.  
 
    Win shifted the backpack on his shoulder where he carried his pruners, a small shovel, and a repair kit for the stone. Last year, the corner of one of the tombstones had broken off and it took him hours to put it back in place. He hoped he wouldn’t find any more broken stone this year. He wasn’t sure he had the stamina, but he’d feel guilty if he left it broken -- an affront to the ancestor buried there. 
 
    The end of the forest was just ahead. He had one more hill to get over, then the panoramic vista would open up, revealing a huge, rolling meadow. In the distance, he’d see mountains and a stream meandering through the landscape. In the past, this had been one of his favorite views. He would sit for hours in the graveyard and just stare at the magnificence of nature. But now the scene was ruined by a cabin, barn and paddock that had been built four years before.  
 
    He still shook his head in sadness and a twinge of anger. In order to pay off some large tax bills, his brother, just before he died, sold off much of the family land, including the plot where the family cemetery was located. It had been bought by a woman from Boston, who’d immediately proceeded to put up a luxurious cabin and barn for her chickens, ducks, goats and mare. Win had been furious, but by the time he found out, it was too late. He’d descended on the woman, and although he found her cold and impervious, he did at least manage to extract an agreement that she would allow him to come as often as he wanted to tend the family cemetery. It was the only concession she made. Soon stories began to circulate in the small town of Allagash that she was forbidding everyone to trespass on her land, even though locals had been hunting and fishing there for years. Henry Harding was in outright revolt against the old woman, taking her to court over violation of their century’s old rights of way that lay across her property. 
 
    Win called her a ‘crispy critter’, one of those environmental types that took the idea of a virgin wilderness too far. It was said she wouldn’t allow so much as a twig to be taken off her property. Nevertheless, so far he’d managed not to offend her, and he planned to keep it that way. As much as a proud man like him loathed to admit it, she had him over a barrel. If he wanted to continue to tend to the family cemetery, he needed to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    The old man was huffing and puffing by the time he got over the hill. He stopped once more to catch his breath and gazed over the meadow, pointedly ignoring the woman’s cabin that lay to the left of the trail that passed by the cemetery and looped down towards her home. Thankfully, his destination was to the right, bordering the forest not too far from the path.  
 
    He turned that way now, hoping he wouldn’t need to do too much clean-up. In the distance, he heard the sounds of something crashing against something else, its eerie echo reverberating around him. 
 
    Bang. Bang. Bang. 
 
    He stopped and looked around. It was then he noticed the gate to the cemetery blowing back and forth in the swift breeze that blew up the valley towards the forest. The plot was surrounded by an old and rusted wrought iron fence that had been placed there at the end of the 19thcentury. The gate itself was usually closed; there was no need for locks since there wasn’t anything of value to steal.  
 
    As he approached, he wondered how the gate had come loose. The latch was tight. He always made sure it was securely fastened each time he left.  
 
    This could only mean one thing. 
 
    Someone had entered the cemetery. 
 
    Damn it. He hoped to God kids hadn’t knocked down the tombstones in a sick attempt at ‘having fun’. It would take him forever, and use stamina he didn’t have anymore, to fix the twenty or so gravestones. 
 
    A few yards from the cemetery, he caught sight of something that made him slow his step. Something that was out of place. Something that didn’t belong. 
 
    The thought of potential vandalism was instantly forgotten as he suddenly felt apprehensive. Not afraid, but wary of how this was going to affect his life. His first thought was to turn around and pretend he hadn’t seen anything. He was 78 years old, for chrissakes. He didn’t need any hassles. And this promised to be a doozy. Yet, being the man he was, Win pushed himself forward, praying that what he was seeing wasn’t quite what he was seeing. 
 
    He walked through the gate and stood for a long time, staring down at the tombstone in the oldest part of the cemetery. He didn’t need to read the epitaph – he knew it was the grave of the founder of the family in Maine, a tough ornery logger with the outrageous name of Pictorius Sackett. However, it was what was lying beside old Pictorius’ gravestone that made him uncharacteristically curse under his breath. 
 
    A pair of bright red Wellingtons looked vaguely obscene in the muddied patch of snow. What struck Win as even more obscene was the body still attached to them. 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Twin Ponds, Maine  
 
    Twenty-four hours later  
 
      
 
    Sheriff Cammie Farnsworth stared at Doctor Samuel Westerfield in disbelief. Forty five minutes ago, she’d been asleep in a warm bed, nestled next to the man she loved. Ten minutes ago, she’d been dozing in her armchair, lured out of that warm bed by the sounds of what turned out to be a deer walking around her property. Now she was standing in her living room, still in her pajamas, staring slack jawed at an uncharacteristically unkempt Doc who was demanding she go to Allagash. Immediately. With him. Because his aunt had been killed. 
 
    Doc was a member of one of Boston’s oldest and richest families. He was accustomed to getting his own way. Being wealthy, as well as serving as the town physician and county coroner, ensured that when he issued an order in his clipped, John F. Kennedy-esque accent, it was obeyed immediately. But his implacable demand that Cammie drop everything and accompany him to the northern reaches of the State of Maine was making her head spin. And causing her temper to slowly ignite. 
 
    Allagash was a small town at the entrance to Maine’s vast pristine forests. Located at the juncture of the Upper St. John and Allagash rivers, it made tiny Twin Ponds look like a major metropolitan city. There wasn’t much up there, except woods and more woods. 
 
    “What do you mean your aunt has been killed?” she asked , willing herself to fully wake up and comprehend what he was saying. 
 
    “Murdered. Slain. Snuffed out. Executed. Obliterated. Done in,” Doc retorted.  
 
    Jace Northcott, Cammie’s live-in boyfriend, saw the telltale signs around her mouth that she was about to erupt. He knew how much she hated to be abruptly awakened, and Doc had done an excellent job of abruptly awakening both of them. His abrasive tone wasn’t helping matters any either. Anxious to stave off Armageddon, he stepped in between Cammie and Doc. 
 
    “We’re very sorry for your loss , Doc. What exactly happened to her?” Jace’s calm demeanor mollified Doc.  
 
    He plopped his 5 ft. 6 inch frame down on the couch, then looked down at it in surprise. “Good Lord, this couch is an affront. When this is over, I strongly suggest you purchase a new one, or risk facing a lifetime of crippling back pain.” 
 
    This wasn’t the first complaint Cammie had gotten about her lumpy, uncomfortable couch. She really was going to have to buy a new one and soon. 
 
    “I received a phone call from the State Police informing me my Aunt Helen had been discovered shot to death on her property,” he began, his voice shaking slightly as he raked his hand through his thinning ginger colored hair. “She’d sustained a gunshot to the back of the head and seven additional shots to her back and thighs.” 
 
    “Seven?” Cammie echoed. 
 
    “Yes. The coroner concluded the killer used a high caliber pistol, probably a 45, with some type of hollow point bullets.” 
 
    “My God,” she whispered as she flinched in horror. A 45 caliber hollow point bullet was capable of inflicting serious damage. The exit wound on her face, if she had a face left, would have left a hole the size of a baseball. No wonder Doc looked shaken. Someone had not only wanted his aunt dead – they’d wanted her annihilated.  
 
    Doc nodded grimly. “From the position of the body, they believe she was turning away from her killer when she was shot.” 
 
    “So it wasn’t an execution style shooting?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “No.” He took a long, shuddering breath. “It happened yesterday morning. The authorities were only able to reach me an hour ago with the news.” 
 
    He rubbed his knuckles against his chin, the sound of his uncharacteristically unshaven bristles rasping throughout the small cabin. “She was 71 years old, for pity’s sakes,” he said, more to himself than to Cammie and Jace. “Why would anyone do that to an old woman?” 
 
    “Doc, I know Cammie would like to help you, but she doesn’t have jurisdiction in Allagash,” Jace gently pointed out. 
 
    “Geoff Mantree is the lead investigator up there,” Cammie added. “I met him last year. He’s very good.” 
 
    “He was the officer I spoke to on the phone. I’m not questioning his expertise. I’m sure he’s as good as you say he is. We arranged for me to meet with him at his headquarters in Houlton to answer any questions he may have before I continue up to my aunt’s property.” He looked up at Cammie, his owlish eyes bloodshot through his wire rimmed glasses, reflecting his grief and sadness. “I just need you – that is, what I’m asking, what I’d like you to do -” 
 
    Cammie saw his escalating frustration and knew exactly what it was he couldn’t say. “I’ll go pack,” she replied as she grabbed Jace’s arm and physically pulled him into their bedroom where she closed the door. 
 
    “You’re not seriously going all the way up to Allagash, are you? You have no jurisdiction up there and you said yourself this Officer Mantree knows what he’s doing. Besides, can you even take that much time off?” Jace asked as he stood near the bed and watched Cammie pull her old battered suitcase out from the closet.  
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be gone that long. And Rick and Emmy can handle things while I’m away.” She gave him a mirthless smile. “It’s not like Twin Ponds is Crime Central. Thank God.” 
 
    “Why are you going?” He demanded. 
 
    “Because I have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because Doc needs me for moral support.” 
 
    “Then why didn’t he just come out and say so?” 
 
    Cammie gave him a look as she tossed some underwear into the suitcase. “Because he can’t.” She threw up her hand when Jace opened his mouth to protest. “Where Doc comes from, you never show emotional vulnerability. I know it’s silly, but it just isn’t done. It’s all that stiff upper lip nonsense. They consider it weak if you actually show you have emotions.”  
 
    Jace clicked his tongue in disgust. “That’s screwed up, you know.” 
 
    “It is for normal people. But his family isn’t normal. They’re-” She sought the right words to describe them. “Let’s just say that if I had a choice between spending time with Big Foot or spending time with his father, Big Foot would win hands down.” 
 
    “That bad?” 
 
    “Worse. Mr. Westerfield has this air about him. He can make you feel less than dirt with just one look.”               
 
    “Doc does that.” 
 
    Cammie shook her head. “Doc is an amateur next to his father.” 
 
    Jace came over and wrapped his arms around her. “We’ve only been back together a short time and now you’re taking off on me.” 
 
    Cammie sighed. It was true. Five months before, Jace had become unwittingly caught up in a murder investigation involving Eli Kelley, a man who’d been both a hero to Twin Ponds and Cammie’s ex-boyfriend. In the end, she’d caught Eli’s killer, only to face the implosion of her relationship with Jace. It had taken a bizarre and unfortunate series of recent deaths to make them realize that, despite the pain and bitterness caused by Eli’s murder, deep down they still loved each other. Two weeks before they’d decided to give their relationship another try. Now Doc’s fateful knock on their door that morning threatened to interfere with their fledgling reunion. 
 
    “I owe it to Doc,” she tried to explain. “In his unique, cantankerous, pain in the ass way, he’s always been there for me. When I was shot apprehending Eli’s killer, he took me in, no questions asked.” She took a deep breath. “Have you ever seen what a 45 hollow point bullet can do to a person?” Jace shook his head. “It will turn you to mush. I can only imagine what he’s going through knowing what was done to his aunt, who he obviously cared a great deal for. On top of that, he’s going to have to deal with a family he’s convinced hates him because he’s gay. He needs me, if only to act as a buffer between himself and his father. I can’t let him down.” Cammie threw her arms around Jace’s neck and gave him a long kiss. “Please try and understand.” 
 
    He sighed deeply as he slipped his arms around her waist. “I do. I may not like it, but I do understand.” 
 
    “I should be home by the end of the week.” 
 
    “It’s that bad with his dad, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. His dad makes Stalin and Hitler look like loveable pussycats.” 
 
      
 
    Lieutenant Geoff Mantree was located at the State Police Headquarters in Houlton. As part of Troop F, he and his troopers were responsible for maintaining the law in the large Aroostook County, which included the small town of Allagash.  
 
    Having met Mantree at a weekend wilderness tracking class the year before, Cammie was happy to see he remembered her. Tall, well built, with black hair and dark brown eyes, the officer showed them into his office. 
 
    “Thank you for coming in,” he said to Doc. “Good to see you again, Cam. Are you here on a professional basis?” 
 
    Cammie shook her head. “I’m just here as a friend.” 
 
    “Have you been able to find out more about what happened to Helen?” Doc asked. 
 
    “As I told you on the phone, she was found by Win Sackett when he went to do maintenance on his family’s small cemetery plot that is now on Mrs. Carsgrove’s property. Her body was located behind one of the tombstones. All indications are that she was surprised by her assailant. There were no defensive wounds, nor were there signs of a struggle. The coroner believes she was shot first in the back of the head from at least six feet away.” 
 
    “So she trusted her killer enough to turn away from him,” Doc replied. 
 
    “Unless she was ordered to.” 
 
    Doc fell silent, the anguish of hearing that last statement evident on his face. 
 
    “Dr. Westerfield told me about the gunshot wounds,” Cammie spoke up. “The first shot would have killed her instantly. Seven additional shots would indicate that her killer not only wanted her dead. They wanted her destroyed.” 
 
    “I agree. Those shots were done at a much closer range. From the trajectory, the killer stood over her as they fired the gun,” Mantree nodded.  
 
    “Do you have any suspects?” Doc forced himself to ask. 
 
    “We do have one person of interest we’re looking at. Did your aunt ever mention a man by the name of Henry Harding?” 
 
    “Yes, she did.” Doc turned to Cammie. “Helen and Mr. Harding were involved in a lawsuit.” 
 
    “Over what?” 
 
    Mantree interjected. “When Mrs. Carsgrove bought her property four years ago, she forbade the locals from using the rights of way they’d been using for over a century that traversed her land. It caused a lot of hard feelings in the community. Finally Mr. Harding, whose family has been in these parts since the late 1800s, decided to do something about it. He sued Mrs. Carsgrove.” 
 
    “I take it the suit didn’t go well for him?” Cammie asked. 
 
    Mantree shook his head. “Mrs. Carsgrove had him out lawyered and out funded from the get go. Henry had no choice but to declare bankruptcy. His house and lands are about to be repossessed by the bank.” 
 
    “That’s certainly cause for killing Mrs. Carsgrove,” she said.  
 
    “We have no proof yet, but we’re keeping an eye on him.” Mantree turned back to Doc. “When was the last time you saw your aunt?” 
 
    “This past February. I periodically made visits to make sure she was alright. We spoke then about the lawsuit. I urged her to drop it, but she refused. Helen was a fanatical environmentalist. She was adamant in her refusal to allow hunting or fishing on her property.” 
 
    The lieutenant nodded. “She called us several times over the years to report someone trespassing on her land. She was convinced there was hunting and fishing taking place, despite her strict orders.” He paused. “With the exception of Henry, do you know of anyone else who would have wanted to hurt Mrs. Carsgrove?” Doc thought for a moment, then shook his head. “How did you find her demeanor the last time you saw her? Was she nervous? Frightened?” 
 
    “You must have noticed those few times you encountered her that Helen Carsgrove was afraid of nothing.” 
 
    Mantree offered a slight smile. “Yes, she could be a bit formidable.” 
 
    “That’s a polite way of saying she could be obstinate, uncompromising and recalcitrant.”  
 
    Cammie inwardly rolled her eyes. Did Doc really not realize he’d just described himself to a tee? 
 
    Mantree must have realized the same thing because he was smart enough not to respond. Instead, he asked, “I understand she came up here from Boston. Why would an elderly woman choose to live off the grid? It’s a difficult life at best for someone half her age.” 
 
    Doc gave a hint of a smile. “Because she valued independence. She was at a point in her life where she was widowed, her daughter was grown and she could now do whatever she wanted.” 
 
    “It seems to me she could have picked a less remote place in which to be independent,” Mantree replied. 
 
    Doc shrugged. “She always enjoyed the outdoors. She was very athletic and tried to keep that up in spite of her age.” 
 
    Cammie remained silent, but there was something in Doc’s tone of voice that instantly told her he wasn’t being entirely truthful about the reasons Helen Carsgrove chose to live in such an isolated area. The problem was, she couldn’t figure out why he was lying. Or omitting important details. Not willing to say anything in front of the lieutenant in case she was wrong, she decided to save her questions until they were alone.  
 
    “So you don’t believe she may have been running away from something in Boston?” Mantree questioned. 
 
    Doc’s eyes narrowed. “What are you insinuating?” 
 
    “I’m not insinuating anything, Dr. Westerfield. We’re simply covering all bases.”  
 
    “No, my aunt was not running from anything or anyone. She simply wanted to live out the rest of her days surrounded by the nature she loved so much. She’s not the first, nor will she be the last who does that.” 
 
    “Where were you yesterday afternoon?” 
 
    Doc visibly bristled. Cammie prepared herself for the inevitable explosion of scathing insults. It wasn’t long in coming. 
 
    “As I’m sure you’re aware, I am the only physician in Twin Ponds. It’s a position that keeps me inexorably busy. Yesterday, from about noon-time until three in the morning, I was in the midst of delivering Mrs. Ferguson’s fifth child, which is why I did not get your messages until this morning. I’m sure she will provide you with a statement that during her intensive labor, I did not sneak away for five hours, murder my aunt and return to help her give birth to a bouncing eight pound, 3 ounce baby boy she named Justin in honor of his grandfather.” 
 
    He’d delivered his statement in a staccato voice that sounded suspiciously like a machine gun going off.  
 
    She watched as the two men stared at each other, neither backing down as they silently waged a war of wills. By the tight look on Mantree’s face, it was plainly evident he was not accustomed to dealing with someone who turned sarcasm and condescension into a finely-tuned art form. Realizing this display of masculine posturing could go on forever, Cammie was about to say something to break the stalemate when the lieutenant abruptly turned his attention to some paperwork he had laid out on the desk in front of him.  
 
    “You said you were heading up to your aunt’s home after we finish here?” the lieutenant asked in a tight voice. 
 
    “That’s correct.” 
 
    “I should warn you that when we entered her premises, we saw that her home had been ransacked. We should have fingerprint results in a few weeks.” 
 
    Doc blinked in surprise, his irritability disappearing. “How bad is it?” 
 
    “There were papers strewn about, drawers emptied, clothes thrown on the floor. The family photographs that were on top of her piano looked as though they’d been thrown to the rug and deliberately smashed. The most extensive damage was to the portrait of your aunt and I believe your late uncle. Someone took a knife to her face and slashed it several times.” Doc’s face paled as Mantree continued. “It would be helpful to our investigation if you would provide us with a list of items you believe may have been stolen from your aunt’s home. We understand how difficult this is, but we also need you to identify the body.” 
 
    Doc gave a dazed nod of his head. 
 
    Mantree asked a few more cursory questions, took Doc’s fingerprints for elimination purposes since he’d admitted to visiting Helen’s home, then led Doc and Cammie down to the coroner’s office. 
 
    As Clarke County’s coroner, Doc was on a first name basis with many of the men in the surrounding counties who made their living dissecting the physical aftermath of the cruelty human beings were capable of inflicting on each other. Usually he was the one who was solicitous and compassionate to the families of the victims, knowing their shock would be with them for the rest of their lives. Being on the receiving end now, he found himself surprisingly irritated and impatient. He just wanted to get this over with and escape the walls that seemed to be closing in on him. He steeled himself for what he was about to see, convinced that he could handle it. 
 
    He was wrong. 
 
    Surrounded by the familiar smells of formaldehyde and death, Doc observed as the coroner pulled the body out of the refrigerated vault and unzipped the body bag. Unable to stop himself, Doc audibly gasped as he took an involuntary step backwards. Standing next to him, so did Cammie, her stomach clenching in sickening horror. 
 
    There was nothing left of Helen’s face except bone and flaps of skin where her forehead and chin would have been. 
 
    With his features drained of color and his hands shaking at the gruesome sight, Doc had no choice but to identify his beloved aunt by the clothing and jewelry the coroner had removed from the corpse, as well as by the distinctive scar on her knee sustained when, as a young girl, she’d been rammed up against a fence by a difficult to handle horse. 
 
    When they were done, Cammie followed a withdrawn and ashen Doc back to his Navigator where he sat staring out the windshield in numbed silence. She climbed in next to him, refraining from speaking to allow him to try and gather himself together as best he could. After twenty minutes, faced with the prospect of turning into a human popsicle in the increasingly cold vehicle, she leaned over and whispered, “Doc, we can go up to Allagash another day.” 
 
    Her voice seemed to rouse him. Taking a deep breath, he adamantly shook his head. “No. I prefer to get this over with.” 
 
    He turned on the Navigator, and thankfully the heat, and they began the three hour trip to Allagash. 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    It turned out Helen Carsgrove didn’t actually live in Allagash. Instead, Cammie was surprised to find that she lived in the middle of a large meadow several miles outside the tiny town that was the gateway to Maine’s north woods. Now she understood why Mantree had wondered what would compel a blue blooded Bostonian to move to such a remote area. Looking about her at the dense wilderness, she wondered the same thing herself. 
 
    Standing with Doc inside the small cemetery where Win Sackett found the body, she recognized the signs that the forensics team had been there. She studied the outline on the ground where Helen had collapsed behind one of the oldest tombstones. Nearby was a neat pile of rocks whose purpose she only realized when she saw here and there the beginnings of a stone border in front of some of the tombstones.  
 
    It was a peaceful place and one, if she’d lived here, she might have been drawn to. The view across the rolling meadow, with the swift running stream cutting through the landscape, was spectacular. However, knowing what she knew about the difficult relationship Helen had with her neighbors, she found herself silently questioning what had compelled the woman to enter this lonely little cemetery. Did she make it a habit of visiting the burial site of someone else’s family? Or, more ominously, had she been lured here? 
 
    Yet why this particular spot? And why lure her all the way up here in the first place? Wouldn’t it have been easier to simply kill her in her home? 
 
    Helen’s cabin was the epitome of remote living. There wasn’t another cabin for miles around. The winds that blew up and down this hill were strong enough to carry away any screams if she’d been attacked in her home or barn. By choosing to be so inhospitable to her neighbors, it could have been weeks or months before anyone came looking for her. Instead, she’d been killed out in the open. In the only spot where her body had the potential of being found. Why? Was the killer trying to send a message by killing her where they had? At the same time, could it have been a murder of opportunity? Whoever killed Helen obviously hated her. The shot to the back of the head would have been enough to end her life. The seven additional shots were overkill. Was it possible the killer had stumbled onto Helen in the cemetery and taken advantage of the moment to kill her? There were no weapons found on her. She’d had nothing to defend herself with. Unless Doc was hiding the fact that Helen had been a martial arts expert, she’d been as vulnerable as anyone could be. Had words been exchanged which enraged the killer, causing them not only to murder, but to destroy her?  
 
    A stiff wind blew up, shaking the trees that stood behind the cemetery, its mournful howl echoing in her ears. Despite the calendar announcing it was spring, the temperatures this far north were still cold, causing Cammie to burrow into her parka. 
 
    She glanced at Doc out of the corner of her eye. He was standing very still, staring down at the spot where Helen’s body had been found. Anyone who didn’t know him would think he was holding up remarkably well. But she knew him as well as anyone could. She saw the tightness around his jaw and noticed how tightly he kept his fists clenched in his Peruvian alpaca gloves. 
 
    He’d been unusually quiet during the three hour drive - not surprising considering how badly shaken he’d been after viewing Helen’s body. Allowing him time to process the situation, Cammie occupied herself with reading a copy of the coroner’s report they’d been given before leaving Houlton.  
 
    It reiterated what Doc and Mantree had already told her. Helen Carsgrove was 71 years old at the time of her death. The trajectory of the seven additional bullets fired into her body indicated she was on the ground and already dead when shot. The coroner estimated she’d been dead for at least an hour before Win found the body. Viewing the scene, Cammie concurred. With the proximity of the cemetery to the deep forest, if she’d been dead any longer, the predators would have had a feast on her corpse. 
 
    She turned her head and looked out over the valley. Maybe she was overthinking the situation. It was always possible Helen simply liked the view from up here. It really was beautiful. And serene. And something straight out of a picture postcard. If you discounted the wind that blew up in such gusts that it threatened to knock both Cammie and Doc over, she could almost believe that was why Helen had come here. And despite the fact that the cemetery housed the remains of the Sackett family, it was on Helen’s land. She had every right to come up here as often as she liked. 
 
    “I’m going to head down to the cabin,” Doc suddenly said. “Are you coming?” 
 
    “I’ll be there in a minute. I just want to soak this all in a bit longer.” 
 
    “If you burrow any deeper into your parka, you’ll end up coming out the bottom.” 
 
    She had to hand it to him. Despite his grief, he was still a mothering hen where her health was concerned. 
 
    He let himself out through the gate and began the trek down the hill towards Helen’s cabin. 
 
    Alone now, Cammie slowly walked back and forth among the tombstones, trying to read what was and wasn’t there. As a police officer in Seattle way back when, she’d gotten into the habit of remaining at the crime scene after everyone had gone. It was only then, with just her thoughts to keep her company that Cammie would attempt to feel her way through what had occurred. She’d always believed that a traumatic event left a scar behind, a tear in time and space that anyone who was sensitive or aware enough could pick up on. It never told her who the murderer was, though that would have been nice. Instead, it allowed Cammie to walk with the victim in their last moments, getting into their heads, their emotions, their terror and their fear as they realized they were about to die.  
 
    She strode over to where she believed Helen would have been standing just before the fatal shot. Turning, she saw the proximity to where she was to the gate. It was a straight line. Whoever had entered the cemetery would have been able to walk right up to Helen without making their way around any of the gravestones. With the wind howling the way it was, it was very possible not to hear someone approach. Yet someone had. By foot since there were no tire treads or tracks to indicate a vehicle had come this way. Once again, she was brought back to the question she’d been asking herself since arriving here. 
 
    Did Helen really make it a habit of walking up the arduous hill from her home to this windswept cemetery? Was it really the view that brought her up here? 
 
    Or was she here because she was meeting someone? Someone she knew? Someone she trusted enough to turn her back to? Despite Mantree’s allegation that she may have been ordered to turn around, Cammie doubted it. From what Doc described, Helen was a woman who gave orders. She didn’t take them. And hearing Doc portray her as combative and difficult – a personality much like his, in fact – Cammie had no doubt Helen would have thrown herself at her murderer rather than meekly turn away. No, Helen had known her killer. And never suspected what they were capable of. 
 
    She shivered as another gust of wind came up and slammed into her. Damn, it was cold. The friggin’ wind alone would have kept her from coming up here on a regular basis. Sighing, she pulled the knitted hat Emmy had made her down lower over her ears before wrapping her arms around herself. Maybe Helen was a glutton for punishment and liked to test herself by taking on the wind and the long ass walk uphill.  
 
    Seeing that Doc was halfway to the cabin, she thought it best to join him. She wasn’t getting any answers freezing her butt off up here and remembering how he’d reacted when told about what had been done to Helen’s portrait, she didn’t want him to be alone when he entered the ransacked house. Turning on her heel, she started to leave the cemetery when she saw an old man approaching. He was almost at the gate when he stopped and noticed her for the first time.  
 
    “You must be Win Sackett,” Cammie said as she walked towards him. He eyed her warily and she was grateful she hadn’t worn her parka with the Sheriff Department logo on the sleeve. Although she was not with Doc in any official capacity, she’d instinctively known that if an opportunity came up to question a witness, she was going to take it. It was in her blood. Jace and Doc would have called her nosy. She preferred to call herself curious. In any case, the Sheriff’s logo would only deter anyone from opening up to her.  
 
    Seeing the old man now, she pointed over her shoulder. “I’m Cammie Farnsworth and that little figure down there is Doctor Samuel Westerfield. He’s Helen Carsgrove’s nephew.”
Win turned his dark brown eyes to the receding figure of Doc. “Bad business what happened to her,” he mumbled. 
 
    Cammie opened the gate and stepped aside for Win. “You’ve done a great job taking care of this place.” He walked through the gate and put down the bag he’d flung over his shoulder. He shrugged, but said nothing. “It must have been difficult losing your family cemetery. At least Mrs. Carsgrove allowed you to still maintain it.” He remained silent. “I’ve heard she was a very difficult woman.” 
 
    “She kept to herself and I kept to myself. She didn’t bother me and I didn’t bother her.” He lifted his shoulders. “She seemed nice enough.” 
 
    Cammie chuckled. “It’s admirable of you not to speak ill of the dead, but you know and I know that she didn’t exactly make any friends up here. Not when she wouldn’t allow anyone to hunt and fish her land -- land where you and your friends used to hunt and fish before she showed up. Then there’s poor Henry Harding. She got him so wrapped up in lawsuits, he’ll be lucky to get out with his underwear intact.” Surprise showed in Win’s eyes. “People like that are a real pain in the ass, aren’t they? They’re not even from around here, but they come in all high and mighty and start lording it over everyone else. Telling everyone how to live their lives, making sure everything is done the way they think it needs to be done. I see it all the time back where I’m from.” 
 
    “And where’s that?” he asked. 
 
    “Twin Ponds. You heard of it?” 
 
    Win nodded. “Been through there a few times.” He paused. “How do you know Miss Carsgrove’s nephew?” 
 
    “He lives in Twin Ponds now. He’s our town doctor.” “You related to him or something?” 
 
    “Nope. Just a friend. The death of his aunt has been hard on him. I’m here for moral support.” Win nodded in a knowing way. Cammie looked around her. “This certainly is a beautiful place. It must have been tough for everyone when Helen refused to allow you to use the rights of way you’ve been using for years.” 
 
    She wondered if Win would respond to her statement. She’d met many old time Mainers who were wary of strangers and refused to answer any questions except with a yes or no. To her relief, the old man seemed to be one of those men who liked to talk. At least a little.  
 
    “She didn’t make it easy.” 
 
    “Did you ever have any confrontations with Mrs. Carsgrove?”  
 
    “I couldn’t. Not if I wanted to continue to take care of my family’s burial plot. I’m the last one alive of that generation. Don’t know who’s going to do it after I die. Probably nobody. But at least she saw what it meant to me, so she allowed me to come onto her property to do what I needed to do. But that was all. She was one of those environmental crazies. No hunting. No fishing. Wanted everything pristine-like. Yet she’s living in a house made of wood. Where did she think the wood came from?” 
 
    “So you’ve always taken care of your family’s cemetery?” 
 
    Win nodded. “Only one year I didn’t do it. That was last summer. I had a gall bladder operation and couldn’t make the trip, but I got my son to take over until I could get on my feet again.” 
 
    “Maybe he’ll take over some day?” 
 
    “Doubt it. He’s got a family, a job. He just did it as a favor to me, knowing how much this place means to me.” 
 
    “Hopefully he’ll be able to help you finish bordering the gravesites with the rocks.” 
 
    Win snorted. “That was his cockamamie idea. Thought it would look pretty. Shoulda known it would never get finished. In fact, I can’t think of any project that boy has ever started that he’s finished.” 
 
    “Did you ever see Mrs. Carsgrove up in your cemetery?” 
 
    “Sometimes she’d be here when I arrived.” 
 
    “What would she be doing?” 
 
    “Nothing much. Just standing over there near the pile of rocks, looking out over her land. As soon as she’d hear me, she’d take off towards her cabin. Not so much as a hello or a nod. Just turn her back and walk that quick walk she always had.” 
 
    Cammie knew that walk. It was the same walk Doc used. It seemed these Westerfields were incapable of strolling. Everything had to be done in a rush, as though they somehow knew time was a commodity they couldn’t take for granted.  
 
    “So she honestly didn’t get along with anybody?” She asked. 
 
    “No she didn’t. Not us, not the wardens, not the state police.” 
 
    “You must have been happy then when Henry decided to sue her.” 
 
    Win snorted. “He was a fool.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” 
 
    He looked at her as though she were an idiot. “Henry was never going to win. She’d make sure of that with her fancy lawyers and all her money. We all tried to tell him that, but as usual he refused to listen.” He shook his head. “Now he’s facing living in a tiny bedroom in the back of his daughter’s house smack dab in the middle of Augusta, surrounded by concrete streets and traffic, away from the land and forest he grew up in and loved and cared for.” He looked up at Cammie. “People up here generally get along cos we have to. It’s harsh during the winters. We help each other out. But Mrs. Carsgrove just made enemies. It’s as if she enjoyed it. Now I know my neighbors. And I can tell you there ain’t nobody up here who would have killed her. Yeah, she made us mad as hell. And yeah, Henry is about to lose everything he owns. But neither he or any of us are killers. If we were, she woulda been dead a long time ago.” 
 
    He had a point.  
 
    “Well, thank you for taking the time to talk to me,” she said.  
 
    “Tell the nephew I’m real sorry for what happened.”  
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She jogged down the hill, trying to reach the cabin before Doc opened the door. She met up with him just as he was coming around the barn and paddock. 
 
    “What happened to Helen’s animals?” she asked as she noticed how empty and quiet the area was. 
 
    “Win Sackett took care of finding homes for them.” 
 
    “I just met him up at the cemetery.” 
 
    “No wonder it took you forever to get down here. I’m sure you questioned the bejesus out of the poor man. Did you find out anything?” 
 
    Cammie laughed. “I’ll tell you about it later.” 
 
    The police tape was still up on the large wraparound porch. Scooting under the yellow tape, she saw four cushioned wicker chairs set up around a wicker glass topped coffee table. From where she stood, she heard the sounds from the nearby stream, its water forcefully rushing past as a result of the spring melt. She compared the view from the cemetery to here and had to admit, it was more panoramic from the hill. Nevertheless, the rumbling from the stream was soothing and almost hypnotic and she found herself preferring the porch than battling the toppling winds.  
 
    Studying the cabin and barn, Cammie saw how beautifully constructed the buildings were. They were of the finest materials and the craftsmanship was exquisite. Helen may have lived off grid, but it was a very comfortable off grid existence.  
 
    She saw Doc had the keys out, but he appeared hesitant to unlock the door and enter. She came over to him and placed her hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “I’m right here with you,” she said. 
 
    He nodded. Then taking a deep breath, he let it out slowly. Approaching the door, he broke through the police tape that made a cross in front of the door. Unlocking it, he put his hand on the knob, paused for a long moment, then entered. 
 
    Both he and Cammie sucked in their breaths as they stood on the threshold. Mantree hadn’t been exaggerating. The drawers from a small writing desk located near a large Franklin stove were thrown to the floor, its papers scattered everywhere. Photographs that had once adorned the top of the white Steinway piano that sat beneath the picture window overlooking the meadow were scattered about haphazardly, shards of glass from the broken frames littering the vivid colors of the Aubusson rugs. Sheet music from the piano was also strewn about the room as though someone had swept their hand across the piano stand and sent them flying. 
 
    “Jesus,” Doc whispered as he took it all in. Cammie shut the door behind him, then turned her focus back towards the destruction. Her eyes immediately rested on the portrait of Helen and her husband that lay propped up at an angle against the wall opposite the stove.  
 
    Seated in front of her standing husband, with her hands demurely folded in the lap of a flowing green dress, Helen’s face had been slashed several times, the tattered pieces of canvas hanging limply. Cammie found it interesting that her husband, with his stern features staring back, remained untouched, as did the other pieces of abstract art that hung on the surrounding walls. It was Helen who had been attacked, Helen who had been hated enough for someone to extinguish her very likeness. There was a deep seated rage at work here. This was not random. This had been deliberate. Which made it more horrifying. 
 
    She saw Doc glance at the painting, then quickly look away in anguish. This was the second time he’d had to witness his aunt’s face destroyed. It was no wonder he couldn’t bear the sight of it. In an effort to keep himself occupied so he wouldn’t break down, he set about getting a fire started in the stove. Using the wood neatly piled next to the Franklin, he soon had the flames roaring, taking the edge off the cold temperatures in the house.  
 
    Cammie walked into the living room, noting that the cabin was much smaller than Doc’s. Yet the fine eye to detail was evident. There were broad wooden beams spanning the ceiling. A spiral stairway to the right of the front door led up to a loft where Cammie guessed lay Helen’s bedroom. The living room furniture, spared the slashing knife, was plush, much like Doc’s was. The small kitchen, equipped with the best in camping appliances, was tucked near the rear of the cabin. There was white dust all over, left by the forensics team.  
 
    She approached the piano and looked down at the littered pictures, still in their shattered frames. She turned her head this way and that to better study the photos that faced up towards her. One in particular caught her attention and she bent down to pick up the one framed photograph that hadn’t been broken. She brought it over to Doc. “Is this Helen?” 
 
    Sitting in a wing back chair he’d hauled up to be nearer to the warming flames, it took him a moment to focus on the picture she held out to him. He gently took it in his hands and traced a fingertip over her face. “Yes. This was taken at the family summer cottage in Bar Harbor. I believe she was 21 at the time. Beautiful, wasn’t she?” 
 
    She looked over his shoulder and studied the black and white photo. It showed a woman in the prime of her youth. She was wearing a pair of tennis shorts, showing off her long, athletic legs. She stood with her hands on her hips, laughing at the camera.  
 
    Cammie was struck by her confidence, her love of life. She had a scarf tied like a headband around her shoulder length brunette hair and behind her stood a huge shingled house. The sheriff was bemused by his description of the structure. A cottage to her meant two rooms, but to people of Doc’s social strata, a cottage was the size of a football field.  
 
    “There’s something about her,” Cammie murmured as she continued to study the photo. 
 
    “I think I can tell you what it is,” he said as he handed her back the photo. “Have you ever seen pictures of Jacqueline Kennedy?” 
 
    “Of course. Who hasn’t?” 
 
    “Have you ever noticed how she always seemed to have such an enigmatic smile? It was as if you never quite knew what she was thinking behind the lovely smile.” 
 
    Cammie looked down at the photo again. “And Helen was the same?” 
 
    “Yes. She was a deep woman, Cammie. Fiercely intelligent and sophisticated, just like Jacqueline, who, by the way, was a dear friend of Helen’s. Yet, no matter how much time one spent in her company, I don’t think anyone truly knew her. She kept the essence of who she was hidden behind her beautiful smile. Maybe it was the age she grew up in. Despite the revolution of the 60’s, women in our social set were taught to take a step back, be supportive of their husbands and, most importantly, never outshine them. They were there to be the perfect adornment.” 
 
    “Thank God times have changed.” 
 
    She pulled up a rocker opposite Doc and after taking off her parka, sat down to enjoy the warmth of the stove. She looked at him and saw how drawn he looked. He had his hands tightly clasped in his lap as his gaze swept the room.  
 
    “Helen so loved this house. It was more than a home. It was a sanctuary. Of course she’d had other houses built and remodeled throughout her life, but this one was special. To see what someone did…” He let the words trail off. 
 
    Sensing this was the perfect opportunity to explore what she’d felt during Doc’s conversation with Mantree, she sat back in the rocker and rested her head against its cushioned back. 
 
    “What was Helen like?” Cammie asked quietly. 
 
    Doc took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Helen was the epitome of a society woman. She went to the proper finishing schools, had the proper beaus, did a year in both London and Paris. Married the proper man. Was involved in the proper charities. That’s why the family was shocked when she bought this piece of property four years ago and announced she was going to live here.” 
 
    “What prompted such a decision?” 
 
    “Her husband had passed away two years before. I think it finally occurred to her that she could finally live a different sort of life.” 
 
    “So who was this proper man she married?” she asked. 
 
    “Frederick Glaston Carsgrove. We all knew him as Freddy.” 
 
    “When did she and Freddy get married?” 
 
    “In 1966, when she was twenty years old, and he was twenty-five.”  
 
    Cammie glanced back at the portrait, at Freddy’s bushy eyebrows, salt and pepper hair and light blue eyes that seemed to bore a hole right through her. “He’s a bit intimidating. Was he as vivacious as Helen?” 
 
    “God, no. He was the complete opposite. Very upstanding, very conventional. Very sanctimonious. In other words, incredibly boring. His idea of fun was to discuss, in excruciating detail, the day’s financial news. When they speak of hell, it isn’t fire and brimstone. It’s sitting at the dinner table with Freddy Carsgrove.” 
 
    “Why did Helen marry someone like that? Her pictures make her appear so full of life.” 
 
    “Because he was my father’s best friend. The two had gone to Harvard together and Father thought this an excellent marriage for Helen. Uniting the two families and all that cock and bull. My grandfather, who allowed absolutely no opposition once he’d made up his mind about something, agreed. Even if Helen wished to refuse, she didn’t stand a chance going up against those two men. Not at that time in her life, anyway.” 
 
    “Did she mourn Freddy when he died?” 
 
    Doc shook his head. “To be honest, I think she was glad to be rid of him. No more dinner parties where she had to smile through the same, insipid conversation year after year. No more listening to him pontificate on everything, as though he held the monopoly on world opinion.” He leaned forward in the chair and stared at the flames through the glass door. “You have to understand. In our world, you are expected to perform a certain way, be a certain type of person. Exhibit the most exquisite manners, no matter what’s really going on behind the scenes. Helen was the master of all that. I suspect that somewhere along the way, she grew tired of the façade. When Freddy died, she no longer needed to pretend. She’d done her part. Now she could live out the rest of her life the way she wanted to. I imagine the appeal of this place was that she could do what she wanted, when she wanted, away from the prying eyes of her social equals and, more importantly, of her family.” 
 
    “Her need to live life her own way sort of sounds like you.” 
 
    “I didn’t have her patience. Oh, I tried for a little while. But my sin was worse.” He gave a sad shake of his head. “The funny thing is that if I had been a womanizer, my philandering would have been more readily accepted. But just the idea that I preferred the company of men…well, there was nearly a second Boston Massacre the night my father found out.”  
 
    “Was Helen as difficult as everyone says she was?” 
 
    Doc glanced at her. “So that’s what you and Win Sackett talked about.” 
 
    “Sort of.”  
 
    She gave him a run through of her discussion with Sackett. He listened quietly and when she was done, he sat back in his chair and crossed his leg. “Helen was always an opinionated woman. She grew more forceful in her beliefs and ideas as she grew older.” 
 
    “As in the confrontations and lawsuit she was involved in with Harding?” 
 
    Doc absently rubbed his chin with his knuckles. “She was fanatical about the environment. She and I discussed it many times over the years, but she refused to compromise. She saw it as her moral duty to protect the woods and rivers from wanton fishing and hunting. I tried to impress upon her the undeniable fact that she was 71 years old, living in a harsh environment. At some point, she was going to find herself unable to carry on living her life the way she was accustomed to doing. I explained that what she considered wanton hunting and fishing was, in many instances, a means for the local people to feed themselves and their family. I wanted her to understand that instead of constantly fighting with her neighbors over her unreasonable demands that they no longer use the rights of way over her property, it would be best for her to try and get along with them. You never know when you’ll need their help. But she stubbornly refused to listen. She felt she was in the right and that was that.” 
 
    Hmmmm. Sounds awfully familiar, Cammie thought to herself. 
 
    “She didn’t appear frightened or worried someone might take a pot shot at her?” 
 
    “It never entered her mind. She could be quite indomitable.” 
 
    “I know you didn’t like it when Mantree brought up the possibility of Helen running away from something in Boston. But between you and me, was there something that prompted her to move all the way up there, besides her love of nature? I mean, it is gorgeous. But I couldn’t live a life completely off the grid. Not up here.” She grinned. “In Hawaii, maybe. Or Fiji.” 
 
    For the first time Doc smiled. “You’re right. She could have afforded to live anywhere in the world, including someplace warm and tropical. But as I said earlier, she grew tired of who she was. I think she wanted to find out, before she died, who she could be. And this, for better or worse, was the place she chose to do that.” 
 
    “Do you know if Helen made it a habit to go up to the Sackett’s family cemetery?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that myself. It isn’t easy living the way she did up here. You’re constantly working to ensure your survival. Helen wasn’t a woman who wasted time thinking about the past or worrying about the future. She was very much a here and now sort of woman. I can’t fathom what she was doing up there.” He absently passed his hand through his hair. “After talking to Mantree and seeing what was done to her home and to her, I’m of the conclusion that Harding could very well be guilty. He’s losing his home that has been in his family for generations. If that doesn’t push a person over the edge, nothing would.” 
 
    “If he’s guilty, Mantree will prove it.” Cammie looked about her. “How did you get along with her?” 
 
    He lifted his shoulders. “I appreciated her honesty. And she appreciated mine. The most refreshing thing about Helen is that I never felt judged by her. We accepted each other for who we were, not what society or our family thought we should be.”  
 
    “Did she have any children?” 
 
    Cammie watched Doc’s jaw tighten. “She has a daughter, Lily.” 
 
    “You don’t like her, do you?” 
 
    “She is a very disagreeable woman.” 
 
    Cammie caught his eye. “Is Lily the real reason Helen left Boston?” 
 
    Her gut told her that played a large part in Helen’s decision to come to this isolated spot. However, if she’d hoped Doc would open up and reveal the dynamics of the relationship between Helen and Lily, she was left disappointed when he answered, “I’ll let you be the judge of that.” Offering him a quizzical look, he added, “After we leave here, we’re heading down to Boston. There’s the planning of her funeral, some business pertaining to her estate, and a myriad of other things that must be attended to. I don’t think, that is, it will be difficult-” 
 
    “I understand,” Cammie interjected. And she did. Even though a part of her was disappointed she wasn’t going to be getting back to Jace as quickly as she’d hoped. To hide her regret, she stood up. 
 
    “Do you mind if I take a look around?” 
 
    “I thought you said you don’t have jurisdiction up here.” 
 
    “I don’t. But maybe there’s something here forensics missed.” 
 
    He cocked an eyebrow at her. “It’s an addiction, isn’t it? This need to pull apart a person’s life?” 
 
    She smiled, but refused to answer, using Doc’s habit against him of remaining silent when he didn’t want to answer a question. Instead, she pointed at the room. “Don’t forget to check to see if anything was stolen. We can swing through Houlton on the way to Boston and drop off the list with Mantree.”  
 
    Doc nodded as his eyes sadly roamed the room. “I have absolutely no idea where to start to clean this mess up. The house will have to be sold. As for her things…” 
 
    Cammie noted he was talking more to himself than to her. Taking advantage of his preoccupation, she set about inspecting the cabin. 
 
    Despite forensics already processing the scene, old habits really did die hard as Cammie slipped on a pair of latex gloves that she always carried in the inside pocket of whatever parka she was wearing. She wasn’t sure what exactly she was looking for, though a note saying so-and-so wants to kill me would have been helpful.  
 
    Sensitive to Doc’s emotional state, she quietly and efficiently picked her way throughout the downstairs, opening cabinets, looking underneath knick-knacks, all the while side stepping the papers that lay strewn all over the rug and hardwood floor. Occasionally she would glance down at them, but they looked like bills and junk mail that found its way even to this remote area. She knew it would take too long to go through all that paper, so she tamped down her desire to do so and continued to poke her head here and there. 
 
    The downstairs revealed nothing, except for the obvious anger directed towards Helen Carsgrove. It didn’t look so much as though the place had been ransacked for robbery purposes; rather it looked as though the perpetrator had continued their murderous rampage until they’d grown exhausted, or there was nothing left to break. 
 
    Shaking her head at the malicious destruction, Cammie went up the spiral staircase to the loft. There, she found Helen’s closet door open and her clothes thrown over the two dressers flanking the queen size bed that took up the middle of the small room. The drawers to the dressers themselves were hanging open and their contents spilled onto the carpeted floor. Cammie thought it interesting that despite someone ransacking the furniture, the bed remained untouched. Its frame was made of white brass, and the bedspread was a rich copper colored brocade with songbirds delicately stitched onto the material. She resisted bouncing up and down on the mattress to see how it compared with Doc’s bed from paradise she’d slept in during her recovery from a gunshot wound a few months ago. Noticing the many similarities between Doc and his aunt, she wouldn’t be surprised if this bed was every bit as comfortable. 
 
    She poked her head in the bathroom, a bit disappointed that Helen hadn’t installed a multi-headed shower from heaven. Then again, living off the grid precluded using so much water, especially if she was catching rain water or having it brought to the house. Nothing appeared to have been disturbed; all was orderly and neat. She opened the medicine cabinet and found a couple of bottles that contained what looked like dried grass and seeds but which, on closer inspection, were homeopathic ingredients for everything from headaches to muscular aches and pains. Not surprising since it couldn’t have been easy on Helen’s 71 year old body to be hauling everything herself, in spite of whatever physical shape she was in. Cammie wasn’t sure she could have managed this place all by herself and she was half Helen’s age. 
 
    Turning away from the bathroom, she was about to return downstairs when her eyes strayed back to the bed. She stood there contemplating it for a long moment before shrugging her shoulders.  
 
    “I’ve got nothing to lose,” she murmured to herself. As she started towards it, she heard Doc’s step on the stairs. 
 
    “Are you done violating Helen’s privacy yet?” he asked. 
 
    “Almost. Did you find anything missing?” 
 
    “Yes. A few small pieces of sculpture, an original photograph signed by the famed photographer Alfred Stieglitz, and a tea set purported to have been owned by one of our ancestors who fought in the Revolutionary War.”  As he spoke, she shoved her hands under the mattress. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he uttered in disbelief as he saw what she was doing. 
 
    “You’d be surprised at the things I’ve found under a mattress in the course of some of my investigations,” she responded. 
 
    “I don’t even want to know what they were.” Finding nothing, she stood up and began to systematically remove the pillowcases from the five decorative pillows Helen had propped up against the headboard. “Good God, is nothing sacred to you?” Doc asked, aghast. 
 
    “Don’t you think it strange that whoever came up here left the bed untouched?” 
 
    “They obviously didn’t think they’d find anything, unlike you.” 
 
    Lifting the last pillow, Cammie started to pull the pillowcase off when she heard the rustling of paper. “There’s something here,” she announced. Doc came up beside her as she withdrew a well-worn envelope. There was no writing on it.  
 
    “What is that?” he asked. 
 
    Because of its fragility, she carefully opened the envelope, withdrew a cream colored note and slowly unfolded it. It was obvious the note had been read and reread countless times. The handwriting was fading in places, but still legible. 
 
    Cammie scanned it. “It looks like a love letter written to your aunt on October 15, 1976. It’s signed ‘Rob’.” She looked at Doc. “I thought you told me her husband’s name was Freddy.”
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cammie was surprised that Doc wasn’t more surprised. She tried to study him without outright staring at him, but his face remained impassive. She turned back to the note and began to read it aloud. 
 
      
 
    My love for you is undying. I am bereft when you are not in my arms. I honestly count the minutes – the seconds – until we are together again. I know it’s a waste of time to think on the past. The past contains only regrets. I live for the here and now when we are together where we belong. Where we have always belonged. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Shakespeare obviously has nothing to worry about,” Doc quipped when she was done.  
 
    “Did you know she had a lover?” she asked.  
 
    He chuckled. “Haven’t you yet learned that in the world of Boston’s Beacon Hill, we never discuss things like that?”  
 
    “But this sounds like she was having an affair.” 
 
    “She was obviously discreet about it. And that is the name of the game. As long as you are discreet, you can live as many alternate lives as you want.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I grew tired of the pretense.” 
 
    “So you don’t know who this Rob is?” 
 
    “It could be a number of Robs. It’s not an uncommon name.” 
 
    “Whoever this Rob is, he obviously meant a great deal to her. You can tell how often she’s read this letter. She even kept it near her in bed.” 
 
    “Well, my dear, whoever this Rob is, he may be dead by now. Or so decrepit, it doesn’t matter.” He cocked an eyebrow. “Unless you think he killed my aunt?” 
 
    “You can’t rule anything out.” 
 
    They returned downstairs where, diving into another inside pocket of her parka, she withdrew a paper bag and carefully placed the letter inside it. 
 
    “Do you have a forensics lab inside that coat of yours?” Doc asked sarcastically. 
 
    “Lesson number one in law enforcement. Always be prepared.” 
 
    “I think that’s the Boy Scouts.” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Doc looked around the room. “I suppose I should tidy some of this up, but I’m just not up for it right now.” 
 
    Cammie understood. They tamped down the stove, locked up and climbed into the Navigator. 
 
    “Thank God I decided to make reservations for us at a nice little inn outside of town. Having seen what’s left of Helen’s home, I could not have stayed there. Our inn is on a lake. I thought we’d both enjoy that. Bring a little bit of Twin Ponds up here with us,” Doc said as he swung out of the driveway and started back towards Allagash. 
 
    They’d cleared Helen’s property and were on an unpaved road. Doc was driving slowly through the deep muddy ruts that could easily send the Navigator bouncing off the road if he hit them too fast. While he kept his focus solely on the road in front of him, Cammie kept an eye up ahead. She immediately noticed an old, rusted truck idling by the side of the road.  
 
    As they drew nearer, a man emerged from the truck and began waving his arms at them. He was short and wiry, with a balding head, dressed in well-worn jeans and a jacket that was frayed along its bottom edge. 
 
    “He must have broken down,” Cammie replied as Doc slowed to a stop.  
 
    He was about to roll down his window and ask if the man needed help when the stranger suddenly pounded his fists on the driver’s side window, causing Doc to quickly jump back from the door.  
 
    “Are you here to gloat?” he screamed, his spittle spraying against the glass. “Is that why you came up here? You want to watch me lose everything because of that bitch who had no right to come here and act like she was better than all of us?”  
 
    “My God!” Doc exclaimed. “Who is this madman?”  
 
    “Do not get out of the car,” Cammie ordered as she turned to open the passenger side door. 
 
    “Are you insane?” Doc cried out as the man continued to pummel the window. “You can’t go out there.” 
 
    “You can’t, but I can.”  
 
    Before Doc could protest any further, Cammie slid out of the vehicle. She kept the Navigator between herself and the ranting man as she stood near the hood. “I think you’d better calm down, Mr. Harding,” she said calmly, but with unmistakable steel in her voice. 
 
    “How am I supposed to calm down? Huh? Tell me, how am I supposed to just be okay while the bank comes in and takes my house that has been in my family since 1897?”  
 
    “No one is here to gloat.”  
 
    He turned his wild eyes towards her. “That’s her nephew, isn’t it? Another fucking rich bastard coming up here where they don’t belong.” He pounded on the hood of Doc’s Navigator. “I’m tired of you and your kind thinking you can waltz up here and tell us how to live our lives. She deserved to die. She had it coming. And I’m glad someone had the balls to do it! If you’re smart, you’ll drive away and never come back!” 
 
    Cammie was loathe to pull her gun and make a volatile situation even more volatile. But he wasn’t giving her much of a choice. 
 
    “Step away from the vehicle, Mr. Harding and no one needs to get hurt.” 
 
    “Fuck off!” 
 
    This time she did withdraw her weapon. “I’m not going to tell you again, Mr. Harding. Step away from the vehicle now.” He turned and saw her weapon for the first time. “What the-” he sputtered. 
 
    “I’m Sheriff Cammie Farnsworth.” Hearing that she was law enforcement sliced through his fury. He took a few steps back. “Now I’m going to get back into the vehicle and we are going to leave peacefully. I recommend you do the same. Is that understood?” 
 
    Still staring at her gun, Harding nodded. Cammie slowly made her way back to the Navigator where she slid inside. “Drive away slowly, Doc,” she ordered. 
 
    Once they were well away from Harding, they both took a deep breath. 
 
    “If I didn’t think he murdered Helen before, I do now,” Doc replied. She turned to look at him. His face was the color of chalk, and his hands were visibly shaking on the steering wheel. She thought it best to keep silent, because the truth was, she just wasn’t sure about Henry Harding. 
 
      
 
    Doc was so unsettled by the encounter with Harding that he drove straight to the inn. As was the case in many small towns, word had already spread about the confrontation and it was reflected in the innkeeper’s face as they signed in. He wasn’t rude. But he wasn’t friendly either. Doc didn’t seem to notice. He took his key, went up the stairs and shut himself up in his room, leaving Cammie alone. It was then she noticed that she was hungry. She knew the inn had a dining room, but if the innkeeper’s demeanor was any indication, she wondered if she could eat a meal without running the risk of being poisoned. Or having her food saturated with the cook and his staff’s spit. 
 
    Lovely , she thought to herself as she took her key and went upstairs to her own room. It was comfortably furnished with a canopy bed, and a small loveseat and chair overlooking the lake. She threw her suitcase onto the bed, and immediately dialed Mantree’s number, telling him of the encounters, both with Win and with Henry.  
 
    “Will Dr. Westerfield be pressing charges against Henry?” the officer asked. 
 
    “He hasn’t said anything. As you can imagine, he’s still shaken up. But I’ll do my best to talk him out of it. I think Harding has enough to worry about right now.” She paused. “Between you and me, Geoff, and despite what I saw today, do you honestly think Henry is capable of murdering Helen?” 
 
    There was a silence on the other end of the phone as Mantree considered her words. “Henry has always been a quiet guy. The kind that never rocks the boat. But he’s been pushed to the edge. In fact, I think he’s already gone over the edge. Do I want to believe he did it? No. But is it possible he did? Yes.” 
 
    Cammie hung up and quietly considered his words. Mantree knew these people better than she did. If he thought Harding was capable of murdering Helen, who was she to question it? Still, somewhere deep inside, her gut was telling her that all was not as it seemed. 
 
    As she sat on the loveseat and thought about the day, her stomach started growling loudly. The last meal they’d had was a quick breakfast in Houlton and she was starving. She scoured her suitcase and parka, hoping she might have stashed an energy bar, a bag of chips, anything that could stave off her hunger. Unfortunately, the only thing she found was a lone Tic-tac buried in a corner of her suitcase under her bra. She stared at it forlornly before popping it into her mouth. As much as she hated the prospect, she was going to have to suck it up and go down to the dining room to eat. Hopefully the staff would have discovered by now she was a sheriff and leave her food alone. 
 
    Just as she expected, all eyes were on her as she made her way to a table nearest the kitchen. From here she could peek in and make sure they weren’t adding anything extraneous to her meal.  
 
    Her waitress turned out to be a young, high school student who wasn’t affected by the wariness and standoffishness of the rest of the staff. Bouncy, cheery and with a wad of gum in her mouth, she came up to Cammie and flipped her shoulder length dyed purple hair over her ear. Cammie glanced at her nametag and saw that her name was Patty. 
 
    “So you’re a sheriff,” she replied as she looked Cammie up and down. “That’s pretty cool. You got a gun?” 
 
    Cammie smiled. “Of course.” 
 
    “You ever kill anyone?” 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “Doubly cool. So what can we get you?” 
 
    “What do you recommend?” 
 
    “Chef makes a great roast turkey dinner. I know it’s not Thanksgiving or anything, but it’s awfully good. And his mashed potatoes are to die for.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll have that.” Just as Patty was about to take off, she asked, “Do you mind if I ask you a question?” 
 
    The girl shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
    “What did you think of Helen Carsgrove?” 
 
    “I never met her, but everyone knew she was kind of bitchy. I mean, honestly, what did it matter if a couple of guys shot at squirrels and rabbits to feed their families? It’s not like they’re endangered or anything.” 
 
    “So you don’t think anyone up here killed her?” 
 
    The girl shook her head. “Heck, no. If someone up here really wanted her dead, they would have killed her a long time ago. And they sure as shit wouldn’t have left her body hanging around. That was pretty stupid.” 
 
    “What about Henry Harding?” 
 
    Patty rolled her eyes. “Henry is harmless. He’s as much a murderer as I am.” As if realizing what she’d said, she quickly added, “Not that I am, or anything. I can’t even stand to see roadkill.” She glanced over her shoulder. “I better get your order in. Ralph is giving me the stink eye and I like having extra money for clothes and makeup.” 
 
    She turned and entered the kitchen. Cammie ignored Ralph’s stink eye as she looked out the window. Patty had echoed Win Sackett’s sentiments. Yet, she’d had cases where people had killed for a lot less than losing everything they owned. Still, as much as it would have been easy and convenient for Harding to be guilty, her gut still told her he could very well be innocent. 
 
    To her surprise, the meal turned out to be excellent, even after a careful inspection. She was able to ignore the looks of staff and customers while she ate. But once she was done, she thought it best to beat a hasty retreat. No sense tempting fate any more than was absolutely necessary. She left Patty a hefty tip – a girl could never have enough nice clothing and make-up - and walked out of the dining room, smiling at Ralph and the others as she left.  
 
    Climbing the stairs to her room, she absently wondered that if Henry wasn’t Helen’s killer, was it something in her past that had stalked her to Allagash? Through experience, Cammie knew that many times murders started years before the actual act. Had Helen inadvertently set the wheels in motion by something she’d done in Boston? Despite the tone of the love letter, had something gone terribly wrong between Helen and Rob? Had Rob followed her all the way to Allagash and killed her in a fit of rage? 
 
    She entered her room, sat down on the queen sized bed and called Jace. She spoke to him for a few moments, then went over to Doc’s room which was down the hall from hers. She knocked on his door and was promptly let in. 
 
    His room was a mirror image of hers – with the same view of the lake. The flat screen TV was turned on to a 1930s Cary Grant movie. The volume was turned down low, though Cammie thought she recognized the film. 
 
    “You know, they say Cary Grant was gay,” she said, pointing to the screen. “He supposedly had a long term affair with Randolph Scott.” 
 
    “They both had excellent taste then.” 
 
    She sat down in a nearby chair while Doc threw himself across the bed. 
 
    “How are you doing?” she asked. He shrugged. She shared what she’d learned during dinner. He sniffed contemptuously when she was done.  
 
    “Of course the girl is going to say that. They’re going to be loyal to one of their own. Yet you saw how out of control Harding was. I’m convinced that if I wasn’t inside my Navigator, he would have torn me apart.” 
 
    “Hopefully, Mantree will find what he needs to arrest him. That is, if Henry is guilty.” 
 
    “How can you not think he’s guilty? My God, you had to draw your weapon!” 
 
    It was her turn to shrug. “I keep thinking about that love letter we found. I think it’s connected, though I don’t know how yet.” 
 
    “That letter is 41 years old. I’m sure it has nothing to do with what happened to Helen. In fact, it’s a waste of time to drop it off with the State Police. It’s only going to lengthen our already long trip to Boston.” He glanced at her. “Have you made your peace about travelling down there?” Before she could stop herself, surprise showed on her face. “You’re not the only one who’s observant, you know. I understand how accompanying me is cutting into your reconciliation with Jason.” 
 
    Doc was the only person who called Jace by his given name. It always sounded so strange to Cammie’s ears. 
 
    “Doc, you’re my friend. I’m going to be there for you just as you’ve been there for me. Besides, my gut is telling me part of the answer to what happened to Helen is in Boston. The sooner we get there, the sooner we can figure all this out.” 
 
    “Must I remind you for the umpteenth time that this isn’t your case? You’re only going to Boston to act as a human shield for me.” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s an interesting way of putting it.” 
 
    “It’s the truth. You have no idea what awaits us down there.” He paused for a long moment, then added in a morose whisper, “God help us all.”  
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    Boston, Massachusetts 
 
     Mid-April  
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been a year and half since Cammie lived and worked in this city by the sea that had been founded in 1630 by John Winthrop and his not very merry band of fellow Puritans. Although more than 300 years had passed since Winthrop and his group set out to build their ‘city upon a hill’ that would serve as an inspiration to the Old World, there was still an insularity to Boston – areas where you were considered an outsider if you hadn’t been born and raised there. 
 
    Despite that, Cammie had spent three years, walking every street and alleyway in her work as a private investigator. She’d grown to love walking its sidewalks, from the North End all the way to Southie, savoring the different ethnicities, accents and foods of its varying close-knit neighborhoods.  
 
    Now she wanted to scream. 
 
    She’d forgotten how bad Boston drivers were. In fact, they had the dubious distinction of being the worse drivers in the nation. With cars cutting them off right and left, squeezing into the tiny space Doc left between himself and the car in front, tailgating them unmercifully, she was on the verge of tearing her hair out. It didn’t help that once they reached the outskirts of the city, Doc had suddenly turned into one of these crazy Boston drivers. To be fair, in order to survive, he’d had to turn a bit aggressive. But as with everything else in his life, Doc overcompensated, and was now dodging pedestrians, slamming on his brakes, cursing up a blue streak and miraculously maneuvering the Navigator in and out of traffic as though it were a tiny Fiat rather than an enormous behemoth.  
 
    After uttering strangled cry after strangled cry, she finally covered her face with her hands, unable and unwilling to deal with the onslaught of people, cars honking and the general bedlam of a large metropolitan city. By the time Doc pulled onto Mount Vernon Street in Beacon Hill where his parents lived, she was as pale as a ghost and was convinced her hair had turned white. 
 
    “Are you alright?” he asked innocently as he turned off the Navigator. “You look rather pasty.” 
 
    “I think I saw my life pass before my eyes at least ten times,” she replied, checking her hair in the vanity mirror to make sure it hadn’t indeed turned white. 
 
    “You’ve been up in Twin Ponds too long. You’ve forgotten what city life is like.” 
 
    Cammie silently swore that if she got through this visit, she’d never leave Twin Ponds again. 
 
    She got out onto the quiet tree lined street. To the right and left were brownstones that dated back to the early to mid-1800s. Before her was a wrought iron gate behind which stretched a long walkway that led up to a large, imposing Federal style brownstone. Carved above the front door was the name ‘Westerfield’.  
 
    This was the neighborhood once populated by the Boston Brahmins, as the top of the elite, wealthy and educated members of Boston society were nicknamed. Although many of their stately residences on the south slope of Beacon Hill had been converted to small apartments and condominiums, and the barns where chic carriages and handsome horses had once been kept were now garages, the area still retained an air of stepping back in time to an era of elegance and gentility.  
 
    The Westerfields, in contrast to many of the old moneyed families who had long ago fled to the suburbs, still kept the entire brownstone as their home.  
 
    Cammie smiled as she breathed in the warm spring air on this bright sunny day. It was still cold up in Maine – the temperate weather wouldn’t arrive for a few weeks yet. Down here though, she and Doc had shed their parkas; she was wearing a long sleeve black sweater that was already starting to feel a bit warm. A light breeze blew up that riffled through her auburn curls, adding to the pleasure of the warmer temperatures.  
 
    Careful not to trip on the uneven sidewalks that bulged up here and there from the roots of the old, imposing trees that lined the street, she started towards the gate. She was about to open it when she realized she was alone. She looked back and saw Doc still sitting in the Navigator. She understood his reluctance - she shared it. They weren’t about to enter his family’s home. They were about to enter the lion’s den. But the sooner they got this over with, the sooner they could do what they’d come down here to do and get back to Twin Ponds. 
 
    She walked back to the Navigator and opened the driver door. “I’ll be right behind you all the way,” she replied as she pulled at his sleeve. 
 
    “I was hoping you’d be in front of me.” 
 
    “Come on, we’ll face the barbarian horde together.”  
 
    She managed to get him out of the vehicle. Together, they passed through the gate and down the walkway where the shrubs were just beginning to flower. Here and there, large forsythias were already covered in yellow flowers, and the grass on the square, brick lined lawn was turning a bright green.  
 
    Cammie rang the doorbell. It took a few moments before the door opened and a short, stout woman with grey hair and a lined face, dressed in a flowered print dress, smiled at the sight of Doc.  
 
    “Doctor Westerfield! How wonderful to see you,” she exclaimed in a broad Boston accent. 
 
    “Mabel. How are you?” 
 
    “I’m doing fine.” She stepped aside and they entered into the foyer. “I was sorry to hear about Mrs. Carsgrove.” 
 
    “Thank you. It was a shock. Tell me, is my father at home?” 
 
    “Yes, he is. He’s in the library. Shall I tell him you’re here?” 
 
    “No, thank you. We’ll just pop down to his sanctum sanctorum.” 
 
    “His what?” Cammie whispered as they began to walk down the immensely long, thickly carpeted corridor, past the antique furniture and lush flower arrangements strategically placed here and there.  
 
    “His holy of holies. His sanctuary. The one room in this entire mausoleum where he enjoys playing the lord of the manor with impervious ease.” 
 
    His voice was brittle and Cammie imagined the scenes that must have played out between father and son in that room.  
 
    She’d been to the Westerfields’ home once before, shortly after meeting Doc when she’d saved him from a mugging. It had intimidated her then, walking along the wood paneled corridor with the portraits of long dead Westerfields staring down at her disapprovingly, knowing, somehow, that she didn’t belong there. She wondered if this was why the corridor was so long. Not only did it heighten the intimidation factor by making one feel as though they were walking towards their own execution, there were enough stuffy looking ancestors to fill an arena.  
 
    Knowing what to expect, Cammie was determined she wouldn’t feel that way again. However, as she followed Doc, that feeling of being completely out of place began to creep in. Maybe it was the portraits of the men, dressed in their dark Victorian coats, sporting huge mutton chops, all sharing the same, severe, unforgiving stares. Or the blonde women in their tightly corseted gowns, all bearing an uncanny resemblance to each other and watching her with a haughty eye. Whatever it was, Cammie was overcome with the desire to turn around and get the hell out of there.  
 
    Doc was hurrying along the corridor, as if he too wanted to get in and get out as quickly as possible. Although she was taller than him by at least two inches, she had to practically trot to keep up with him. Near the end of the corridor, he stopped at a door to his left and lifted his hand to knock. Catching up to him, Cammie noticed his hand was shaking slightly. He took a deep breath, threw back his shoulders, adjusted his expression so he looked passively non-committal and gave a sharp rap. 
 
    “Come in,” came a low, gravelly voice. 
 
    Let the games begin. 
 
    Doc opened the door and they entered. 
 
    Eliot Gardner Westerfield was seated at an immense, antique oak desk that dwarfed everything else in the room. Behind him was a large window in which the sun shone through, making it appear that he was encased in light. Like an old world prophet. Which, Cammie was convinced, was the effect he wished to convey. The walls were decorated with built in shelves and were filled with books, many of them with old fashioned bindings and gold lettering. 
 
    In front of the desk were two red wing back chairs, facing, appropriately, the master of the household. It was the room of a powerful man, his masculinity and authority crackling in the air.
He had his head bent over some papers spread out before him and he appeared to be more interested in those than in the two people standing before him.  
 
    Cammie felt the power of the man seated at the desk. He was very fit with a straight posture, his face lined, but still looking younger than his 75 years of age. His head was balding, with just a wisp of white hair above each ear. He was dressed in black slacks with a grey cardigan sweater over a white shirt. His face showed a cold, inflexible man accustomed to barking orders and having them instantly obeyed.  
 
    Determined not to be cowed by him, she deliberately walked over to the bookcase nearest to her and began to browse the titles. Many were works of philosophers such as Aristotle and Erasmus. Sprinkled here and there were tomes dedicated to recording the history of the Westerfield family, which if she recalled what Doc had told her, stretched back to before the Revolutionary War. She sensed rather than saw Westerfield look up, his reprimand radiating throughout the room. She’d be damned if she waited in obsequious silence, waiting for his highness to speak. 
 
    Doc appeared not to be affected by his father’s rudeness. Accustomed to it, he waited patiently, his eyes focused on a faraway spot above his father’s head, lost in his own thoughts.
After what seemed like hours, Mr. Westerfield put his pen down and stood up.  
 
    “I expect you’re here about Helen,” he replied without preamble.  
 
    Unlike Doc, whose accent was more like John F. Kennedy’s, Westerfield spoke in a slight pseudo-British accent that brought to mind the cadences of President Franklin D. Roosevelt. Compared to the refined accents flying around the room, Cammie sounded, at least to her own ears, like a fishmonger’s wife. 
 
    “Yes.” The old man looked pointedly at Cammie. Doc stepped forward to make the introductions. “This is Cammie Farnsworth. You met her once a few years back. She’s the sheriff in Twin Ponds.” 
 
    He raised a bushy eyebrow. “Sheriff?” 
 
    “I’m not here in an official capacity,” she hurried to explain. 
 
    “Then why are you here?” 
 
    “Because I asked her,” Doc stepped in, his tone as icy as a Twin Ponds blizzard.  
 
    The two men stared down each other in what seemed to be another battle in a long, ongoing war. Despite herself, Cammie watched the two of them, wondering who was going to win. In the end, Doc broke the silence. “Has there been any discussion on what type of service we’ll be having for Helen?” 
 
    Westerfield shook his head. “Lily hasn’t said anything.” 
 
    “I’ll speak to her,” Doc replied. 
 
    He ignored Doc as he turned his attention back to Cammie. “Is there any more news on Helen’s death?” 
 
    Cammie was about to explain that she was not investigating the murder of his sister – that she had no jurisdiction either in Allagash or here in Boston. But one look at him and she realized it would be a waste of breath. Instead, she shared what little she knew.  
 
    “The authorities have a person of interest.” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Westerfield said. “The man Helen was involved with in her frivolous lawsuit.” 
 
    “Why do you call it frivolous?” Cammie asked, despite herself.  
 
    “What else would you call it? My sister had no business instituting such a thing. Then again, she was always unnecessarily litigious. Unable and unwilling to see another’s point of view. I knew it would one day backfire on her. I just never expected it would take her life.” 
 
    Cammie fought to keep her face neutral. It was amazing how these Westerfields were so expert at describing themselves without even realizing it.  “So you were contacted by the Maine State Police,” she continued. 
 
    “Yes. They appeared to be calling everyone in the immediate family. Though why they would bother us…” He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “Sometimes a murder starts years before,” she found herself saying. 
 
    Westerfield glared at her. “Are you trying to insinuate that one of us may have killed her?” 
 
    Cammie refused to back down. “I’m not saying that at all. I’m simply saying that a responsible investigating officer will speak to everyone who knew the victim. What you think is trivial or unimportant may eventually help to solve the crime.” 
 
    Westerfield stared at her. She stared back. It was Doc who broke the stalemate. 
 
    “The coroner should be releasing Helen’s body within the week. It would be beneficial to have all the plans in place – the service at King’s Chapel, followed by the burial in Mount Auburn Cemetery.” 
 
    “I assumed Helen would have preferred to be buried in the wilderness she chose to live in.” 
 
    Cammie glanced to Doc. She saw his jaw tighten, his eyes smoldering in anger as he regarded his father. 
 
    Come on, Doc! Tell him to take a hike. You can do it! 
 
    She knew Doc’s temper matched his father’s. But whether it was the years of habitually kowtowing to Westerfield, she saw Doc wavering. She itched to grab him and shake him and yell at him not to back down. To finally stand up to the old shit.  
 
    Any potential fireworks were avoided when the door suddenly swung open and a short, thin woman breezed into the room. Her hair was a whitish blonde, perfectly done up in an old fashioned French twist. She was dressed in an electric blue dress and around her neck, she wore a simple strand of pearls that matched the button pearl earrings in her dainty ears.  
 
    “Darling, Mabel told me you were here,” she said in a clipped accent reminiscent of Westerfield’s as she swept up to Doc and coolly kissed his cheek. 
 
    “Hello, Mother.” He turned to Cammie and made the introductions. Unlike her husband, Mrs. Westerfield approached Cammie and extended her hand in a warm handshake. 
 
    “Oh yes, I remember you, Ms. Farnsworth,” she replied, unlike her husband who probably thought of Cammie as something to scrape off the bottom of his shoe. “I am so appreciative of you travelling such a distance with Samuel.” 
 
    “Please, call me Cammie.” 
 
    “And you must call me Shirley.” She turned back to Doc. “Will you be staying for lunch?” 
 
    “I’m afraid not, Mother. We only came by to let you know we’d arrived. I still need to visit Bitsy and Lily.” 
 
    “Of course.” She shook her head. “What a sad situation.” 
 
    “Yes it is.”  
 
    “Poor Helen. She may have had her faults, but no one deserves to be killed in such a ghastly way.” 
 
    Deciding this was the perfect moment to make a clean getaway before Westerfield spoke up, Doc grabbed Cammie’s elbow and propelled her towards the door. “We must be on our way,” he replied over his shoulder. 
 
    “Will you be staying after the funeral?” Shirley called out. 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s impossible. I must get back to my patients.” 
 
    “Promise me then you’ll both have dinner with us before you go. I’ll have cook make your favorite - seared New Zealand Elk Tenderloin with Parsnip Mousselin!” 
 
    He didn’t stop pulling Cammie along until they were back outside on Mount Vernon Street.  
 
    “New Zealand what?” she asked as he remotely opened the Navigator doors. 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Basically an elk steak with whipped parsnips.” 
 
    “You never told me elk steak was your favorite.” 
 
    “It isn’t. It’s actually Father’s. But it was never worth the aggravation of telling her that.”  
 
    She shook her head. “My parents may have been fucked up, but I’ll take them any day of the week over yours.” 
 
    He gave her a withering look. “Now you understand why it’s not easy being me.” 
 
    “I’m surprised you’re as normal as you are. Normal, of course,” she added with a mischievous grin, “being a relative term.”
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was one in the afternoon. Doc and Cammie were seated in a small French bistro on Charles Street, down the hill from where the Westerfields lived. Doc had ordered lunch though, after the confrontation with his father, he’d didn’t have much of an appetite. He now sat across from Cammie, listlessly picking at his rabbit and shallots in white wine. She, on the other hand, pretty much inhaled her mussels steamed with white wine, shallots and herbs. When she was done, she attacked the delicious slices of French baguette. They were perfect - crunchy on the outside, soft on the inside. Doc eyed her moodily as she ate away in contented bliss. 
 
    “Please don’t embarrass me by licking the plate.”  
 
    “Sorry, but when am I going to eat such a fabulous meal again? Jace may be a good cook, but he’d never come up with something so scrumptious.” 
 
    It was a well-known fact that Cammie was an atrocious cook. Once they began living together, Jace had to take over cooking duties if only to save their cabin from going up in flames. 
 
    He sniffed. “You would have been the one prisoner on death row who actually enjoyed her last meal before an execution.” 
 
    “Hey, he’s not my dad.” 
 
    “Thank you for that.” 
 
    “What’s his problem with Mantree interviewing him over the phone? Doesn’t he want his sister’s murderer caught?” She asked between bitefuls of the amazingly delicious crusty bread. 
 
    “This murder is distasteful to him. Not so much because it’s his sister, but because of the unwanted attention it’s going to elicit. It’s already in the Boston papers.” 
 
    “What does he think the papers are going to uncover? That his sister liked the woods? That she lived off grid?” 
 
    Doc didn’t answer. Instead, he continued to move his food around on his plate. 
 
    Cammie reached out and placed her hand over his. “Look, we can’t get away from the fact that your father is a pain in the ass who is still acting like it’s the 1800s and he’s the crowned prince. I’ll do my best to make sure he doesn’t get in the way of screwing up your plans for your aunt. And if he continues to interfere, or starts to insult you, I’ll just shoot him.” 
 
    “You’re a true friend.”  
 
    “Tell me, who is this Bitsy you mentioned?” 
 
    “Her name is Bitsy Monroe. She was Helen’s best friend ever since their days together at Finch College in Manhattan. If anyone truly knew Helen, it was Bitsy. When we’re done here, I thought we’d stop by and visit.” 
 
    “I thought you needed to see Lily about Helen’s funeral arrangements.” 
 
    Doc uttered a dramatic sigh. “Lily should never be visited on a full stomach. We’ll see her after we see Bitsy.” 
 
    “Is her name really Bitsy?” 
 
    “No. It’s Bernice. But as far back as I can remember, she was always called Bitsy.”  
 
    “Oh, you rich people with your funny names,” Cammie laughed. 
 
      
 
    Bitsy lived in a luxurious condo overlooking the Charles River Esplanade, the state-owned park situated on the south bank of the Charles River basin. Cammie remembered jogging along the waterfront, taking in the fresh spring air as fellow Bostonians jogged, biked and roller skated beside the shoreline, while dozens of white-masted sailboats pirouetted back and forth along the Charles. In the summer, concerts were held at the Hatch Shell, including the famous Fourth of July concert, performed by the Boston Pops which culminated in the 1812 Overture, complete with real cannon fire and ending with a spectacular fireworks display.  
 
    Entering the Victorian era building on Beacon Street, they rode up an elevator which deposited them right into Bitsy’s apartment. The maid welcomed them into the living room where Bitsy sat on the sofa beside her marble fireplace. 
 
    “Samuel, my boy!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “Don’t get up,” he ordered as he came to her and sat down. She took his hands and daintily kissed his cheek.  
 
    Like Doc’s mother, Bitsy was dressed in a beautiful green dress, with the requisite pearls around her neck and her hair perfectly curled in a whitish blonde pageboy cut. On her gnarled left hand she wore a diamond that Cammie swore had to be the size of Rhode Island. On her right, she sported a huge square blue sapphire surrounded by tiny diamonds that sparkled in the light.  
 
    “I’m so sorry about Helen,” she said in the same clipped accent Shirley spoke in. “Such a tragedy.”  
 
    Doc made the introductions. Bitsy turned her light blue eyes towards Cammie and studied her for a long moment. Finally she asked, “Are you Samuel’s new beau?” 
 
    Cammie almost choked. Doc immediately swooped in. “She’s a very dear friend, Bitsy. In fact, she’s the sheriff in the small town in Maine I now live in.” 
 
    Once again, Bitsy quietly studied her. “You are a police officer?” she asked, slightly surprised. 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “I’ve never had a police officer in my home before.” 
 
    And obviously none of Doc’s beaus in her home either. 
 
    Cammie sat down in the chair opposite Bitsy. “I’m not here as a police officer. I’m simply here as a supportive friend to-” She almost said Doc. Instead she said, “—Samuel.” 
 
    “Then you must also consider me a friend,” Bitsy replied. “Would you care for some tea or coffee? Perhaps some pastries?” 
 
    “Thank you, no,” Doc responded. “We just finished having lunch at Le Petit Provençal.” 
 
    “An excellent choice. But then again, you were always such an expert at picking just the right restaurant.” She looked at Cammie, her eyes twinkling. “I bet he chose the most exquisite wine.” Cammie nodded. Bitsy sat back and clapped her hands together joyfully. 
 
    “Samuel was telling me you and Helen met in college,” Cammie asked, unable to repress not only her natural curiosity, but her investigative curiosity. 
 
    “I felt as though I’d always known her. As soon as we met our first day at Finch, we became instant friends. We were quite inseparable.” 
 
    “What was she like?” 
 
    Bitsy giggled and Cammie saw how beautiful and coquettish she must have been in her younger days. “Helen wasn’t afraid of anything. She was always daring our little group to try things we’d never tried before – such as climbing in the dorm windows after curfew, smoking behind the gymnasium. The first time I ever became inebriated was when Helen stole some port from the head mistress’s office and insisted we finish the bottle. I became so ill, I’ve never touched a drop of port again. Oh yes, she was quite the impish troublemaker. Of course that all changed when she married Freddy.” 
 
    “Really?” Doc asked, surprised by this. “Why?” 
 
    “You remember him, don’t you Samuel? You had to have the patience of a saint to be married to such a tedious individual. I know I shouldn’t speak ill of the dead. He adored your aunt and took very good care of her. He placed her on a pedestal.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound so bad,” Cammie said. 
 
    “Perhaps not. But it’s a very lonely place to be. Especially when you are expected to be perfect. That’s probably why she took to disappearing.” 
 
    Both Doc and Cammie exchanged perplexed looks. “Disappearing?” Doc echoed. 
 
    “Yes. Every year, she would simply up and disappear. It would never be for very long – a few weeks at the most. Then she’d reappear as though nothing had happened and she’d take up her duties once again as Mrs. Carsgrove.” 
 
    “Did they happen at any particular time of the year?” Cammie asked, intrigued by what she was hearing. 
 
    “Usually just before summer. It was as if she needed this time to prepare herself for the endless summer parties she would throw for Freddy’s clients in their home on Cape Cod.” 
 
    “What did you make of these disappearances?” 
 
    “Oh, I perfectly understood them. As I said earlier, it’s not easy being perfect. She needed time to be un-perfect, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea where she went and what she did when she disappeared?” 
 
    Bitsy shook her head. “I asked her once and she simply smiled that strange, enigmatic smile she had that told you, without words, that you were wasting your breath asking a question she was never going to answer.” 
 
    Cammie took her time trying to formulate the next question. “Do you think she was alone when she took these unexpected trips?” 
 
    To her surprise, Bitsy threw her head back and laughed. “Are you trying to ask me if she had a lover? Oh my, I hope she did. She certainly earned it.” 
 
    “What was your impression when she suddenly decided to move to northern Maine?” 
 
    “I thought she was mad. Who in heaven’s name would willingly live in the boondocks? And in a home without running water? How utterly ghastly! But that was Helen. Despite knowing her the majority of my life and sharing a deep friendship, I think I always knew that I didn’t really know her. I don’t think anybody truly did. And that’s the way she preferred it.” 
 
    A thought occurred to Cammie. After mulling it over for a few moments, she decided to take a chance. “Have you ever heard of a man named Rob who was a part of Helen’s life?” 
 
    Bitsy tilted her perfected coifed head and considered the question. “There were several Robs that moved in our social circle. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “We found a letter in Helen’s house that was written to her by a man who simply signed himself ‘Rob’.” 
 
    “Interesting,” she murmured. 
 
    “The letter was written forty-one years ago,” Doc replied. “Whoever he was is probably dead by now.” He then gave Cammie an exaggerated look. “I’m afraid my friend here finds it impossible to restrain her, how shall I put this, curiosity.” 
 
    Cammie blushed as Bitsy laughed. “I’m afraid I can’t help you. However, when I spoke to that nice officer on the phone, he mentioned a possible person of interest.” 
 
    “Yes. It’s the man who brought the lawsuit against Helen,” Doc explained.  
 
    Bitsy clicked her tongue. “I don’t know why Helen insisted on getting herself involved in these lawsuits. They only cost money and leaves so many hard feelings.” 
 
    “Mr. Westerfield mentioned she was rather litigious,” Cammie spoke up.  
 
    Bitsy nodded. “She spent years in the courts trying to make the beach in front of her summer home on Cape Cod private. But that was Helen. So loving and thoughtful one moment, then impervious and rather severe the next.” Bitsy looked at Doc and smiled. “Then again, none of us are perfect. At least in private.” 
 
    “I need to confer with Lily on the funeral arrangements, but if there’s anything you believe Helen would have liked, I’d like your input as well.”  
 
    “Thank you, Samuel. I’m pleased that you thought of me.” 
 
    “You were Helen’s best friend. I’m sure your presence in her life made her extremely happy.” 
 
    “That would be nice if it were true.” 
 
    Doc gave her a bewildered look. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Bitsy shook her head sadly. “My dear, Helen was the most unhappiest woman I ever knew.” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t elaborate and the conversation soon turned to reminiscing about old friends and the many good times they’d all shared over the years. Cammie remained silent, bemused at all the nicknames their social set had for each other such as Pumpy and Guffie. For a few moments, she was able to see into the life of privilege and wealth as Bitsy shamelessly name dropped as she and Doc spoke of yearly visits to the Mediterranean or the Scottish Highlands, staying with Lady this and Lord that.  
 
    Once again, she found herself comparing Doc’s early life to hers. She considered herself lucky if her parents brought her to Bangor. However, after watching the dynamics between Doc and his father, she realized that although her childhood would have been considered dirt poor by their standards, she still preferred her life up in Twin Ponds. It wasn’t the Mediterranean or the Scottish Highlands, but there had been moments of love and nurturing and feeling safe with her parents. Of having her father cheer her on when she played hockey with the Night Hawks or talk her through a devastating loss that she felt could have been avoided if she’d only played harder. Even those moments had been few and far between. But they were there, in her heart and in her memory. And they were priceless.  
 
    Doc had nothing like that. His memories were filled with harsh criticisms and bullying and constantly being told he wasn’t good enough. That he was an embarrassment to the Westerfield name. Cammie’s father had turned remote through his drinking. Eliot had been born remote. 
 
    As she vaguely listened to another story, she realized that Doc may have grown up knowing what it was like to be wealthy. But she had grown up knowing what it was like to be hugged and encouraged. Who then, between the two of them, was truly the richer one? 
 
    When it was time to leave, Bitsy walked them to the elevator where she gave Doc a hug.  
 
    “It was so good of you to stop by and see me,” Bitsy replied. She turned to Cammie and shook her hand. “And it was such a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I’ll spend the rest of the afternoon making a list of what I think Helen would have wanted for her funeral service. Then we’ll spend the rest of the week watching Lily shoot down every one of them.” Instead of being offended at such a prospect, Bitsy laughed. “Then again, one must be considerate of her, especially now.” 
 
    “It must be awful losing her mother like that,” Cammie commiserated. 
 
    “Her mother and her two husbands.” 
 
    “Two husbands?” Cammie asked, doing a double take. 
 
    “Oh my, that came out wrong, didn’t it? Lily wasn’t married to them at the same time. That’s illegal, isn’t it? What I meant to say is that last year, Lily’s ex-husband disappeared. Then about a month before Helen died, her current husband Charles died in a tragic accident.” Bitsy shook her head. “There’s only so much bad luck a human being can take. Therefore,” she added, giving Doc a pointed look. “We must be a little extra patient with her.” 
 
    Cammie wanted to question Bitsy more about Lily’s husbands, but she could tell by the expression on Doc’s face that he didn’t want to get into it. They said their good-byes and rode down the elevator. 
 
    The two stepped out of the building into the bright sunshine and warm breezes on Beacon Street.  
 
    “Seems your aunt is more elusive than even you imagined,” Cammie said as they walked towards Doc’s Navigator. “I bet she was meeting the mysterious Rob when she pulled these disappearing acts.” 
 
    They sat in the vehicle. But instead of turning on the ignition, Doc just sat there, pensively staring out the windshield.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “I never knew how unhappy Helen was. Nor did I know what a daredevil she was in her younger days. Every time I saw her, she acted with decorum and grace. It’s hard to picture her climbing into dorm windows after lights out.” He shook his head. “God, what did she give up in the pursuit of being the perfect wife?” 
 
    “Probably the same thing you did in trying to be the perfect son.” 
 
    “It certainly wasn’t always easy for us.” 
 
    Cammie turned and looked at Doc. “You just said ‘us’.” 
 
    He suddenly looked embarrassed, as though he’d said something he instantly realized he shouldn’t have said. He hesitated, then said, “I have a brother.” 
 
    Her jaw dropped. “You never told me that.” 
 
    “You never asked.” 
 
    “Well, I’m asking you now.” 
 
    “His name is Horatio.” 
 
    “Is he older or younger than you?” 
 
    “Younger by two years.” 
 
    Cammie studied Doc’s expression before rolling her eyes. “Don’t tell me he’s the favorite.” Doc shrugged. “Jeez, your childhood really is like something out of a Dickens novel. Is he here in Boston?”  
 
    “No. He lives in Wyoming where he takes care of the family ranch.” 
 
    “Family ranch?” 
 
    “Helen wasn’t the only one concerned with the environment. He runs an organic cattle operation near the Big Horn Mountains.” 
 
    “Do I really want to know how big this ranch is?” 
 
    “Oh, about 20,000 acres give or take a stray acre or two.” 
 
    “Is he anything like your father?” 
 
    “On the contrary. I think you’d like Horatio. He has a wonderful sense of humor. And unlike me, he’s tall and rather good looking.” 
 
    “Is he gay too?” 
 
    “Far from it. He took to heart the saying ‘sowing your wild oats.’ Unfortunately, he won’t be able to make the funeral. He had a riding accident last month and is nursing a broken leg. He’s sending a large bouquet of flowers though – blue and white hydrangeas which were Helen’s favorites.” 
 
    “Before you sideswipe me again, do you have any other siblings I should know about?” 
 
    He shook his head. She was about to ask him about Lily and her husbands when the look of distress on his face caused her to reconsider.  
 
    For as long as she’d known Doc, he’d always been circumspect when it came to his family and his life in general. There was so much about him she didn’t know. Although she understood how much it meant to him to have her here, it also meant that his life was on full display, a fact that she was sure he was finding exceedingly uncomfortable. Rather than subject him to more nosy questions – and these were nosy since she couldn’t come up with an excuse to say they were part in discovering who killed Helen -- she instead suggested they call it a night. “It’s been a long day and I’m pretty tired. We can get a hotel room and get a good night’s rest. From what I’ve heard, it may be best to visit Lily tomorrow when we’re wide awake and on our toes.” 
 
    “Actually, Horatio has graciously allowed us to stay in his apartment over on Atlantic Ave.” 
 
    “I thought he lived in Wyoming.” 
 
    Doc swung out onto Beacon Street and started down the street. “He does, but he keeps an apartment here for the quarterly meetings he flies in for with Father and the accountants on the workings and finances of the ranch. It has three bedrooms and overlooks Boston Harbor. Plenty of room for two vagabonds from Maine.” 
 
    Because of Boston’s one way streets, and the beginning of the afternoon commute, it took them forty-five minutes to go a few miles. Once again Cammie was struck by how much she’d changed since moving to Twin Ponds. This never would have bothered her before, but now she was ready to jump out of her skin as they sat, not moving, on Storrow Drive, the winding, narrow highway that snaked along the shores of the Charles River.  
 
    Under Doc’s disapproving eye, she turned the radio on to a local rock station and sang as they crept along. She couldn’t be sure if her singing had anything to do with it, but Doc careened off the next exit and took several side streets to get them to Horatio’s apartment that much quicker. Finally, after several turns that she’d long ago lost track of, they pulled into what had once been a fish pier, but now housed beautiful red brick condos right on the harbor. Doc pulled into a parking spot in front of the building closest to the water and shut off the Navigator. 
 
    They took their bags out of the trunk and got onto the elevator to the top floor of the three floor building. When Doc opened the door to the apartment, Cammie’s eyes widened at the opulence before her. There was a step down into a vast living room that dwarfed her tiny two room cabin back home. The far wall was all glass which gave a gorgeous view of Boston Harbor and East Boston located across the water. The furniture itself was modern and comfortable, and on the walls were original works of abstract art that were reminiscent of the paintings she’d seen in Helen’s home. The floors were a dark hard wood over which lay thick Persian rugs. Although Horatio only visited four times a year, it was obvious someone came in and kept the apartment immaculate.  
 
    The condo was an open floor plan. Doc dropped his bag and went immediately to the other side of the polished concrete counter which delineated the kitchen from the living room. There, he withdrew a bottle from the wine fridge. He took out two delicate looking wine glasses from a nearby cabinet, opened the bottle and filled the glasses with red wine.  
 
    Cammie moved to the window and looked out at the spectacular view. A moment later, Doc came up beside her and handed her the glass of wine.  
 
    “One never tires of the view,” he said as he joined her looking out at the dusk just settling over the city, the nightlights reflecting in the water. 
 
    “As much as it must have been difficult growing up the way you did, you still had this,” Cammie said as she spread her hand out towards the vista. Doc nodded. “It’s hard to imagine this place is only used four times a year. If I lived here, I don’t think I’d ever leave,” she chuckled. 
 
    “Here’s to Boston Harbor,” Doc said, raising his glass. “The world may change, but the waters keep flowing.” They clinked glasses and Cammie took a sip of a wine that was exceptionally tasty. Not too dry with a hint of fruit. If nothing else, this trip was going to leave her with a taste for very fine wine. And food. 
 
    “I’ll call Lily and tell her to expect us tomorrow,” Doc replied. 
 
    “Listen, I know how much you hate to talk about your family, but I’d like to be prepared. Especially if I have to shoot someone for insulting you. What’s all this about Lily’s first husband disappearing and the second one dying? Is she some kind of black widow?” 
 
    “I could tell it was killing you not to ask when Bitsy brought it up.” 
 
    “I can be sensitive to your emotions, you know.” 
 
    “Then why are you asking now?” 
 
    Cammie smirked. “Because it’s killing me not knowing what happened.” 
 
    Doc barked out a laugh. “Now that’s the Cammie I know and love.” He took a sip of his wine. “Lily’s first husband Tom founded a charity down in Peru. At first he tried to run it from up here, but after their divorce, he moved down there permanently. About a year ago, he went into one of the more remote areas of the Amazon jungle and never emerged. A search party was organized, with his family offering a sizeable reward for any news of his whereabouts, but no trace of him was ever found. It was sad, really. He was a good man.” 
 
    “What about husband number two?” 
 
    “Charles was what we would call an adrenalin junkie. The more dangerous the sport, the more he had to try it. Mind you, this is a man who climbed Everest twice. Last month he went out to San Francisco on business. He rented a speedboat and took off. Several hours later, when he hadn’t returned, a search was conducted. They found the speedboat flipped over near the Farallon Islands, but there was no sign of Charles.” 
 
    “Why does that name sound familiar?” 
 
    “Because it’s probably in every TV nature show on sharks.” 
 
    “That’s right. That’s one of the best places to see and conduct research on the great white shark.” 
 
    “Exactly. So it’s not surprising that his body wasn’t found.” 
 
    Cammie grimaced. “Jeez. One husband dies in the Amazon jungle and the other turns into shark bait.” 
 
    Doc glanced at her. “Very graphically put.” 
 
    “No wonder Lily isn’t exactly the poster child for being warm and fuzzy.” 
 
    “She was a bitch ever since she was a child. These accidents have only made her bitchier. And, unfortunately, more dramatic.” He sighed. “On a good day, she can put the old silent film actresses, with their swooning and melodramatic hand gestures, to shame.” To illustrate his point, he put his hand to his forehead and fluttered his eyes. Cammie laughed out loud.  
 
    “Other than that, what else can you tell me about her?” 
 
    Doc’s mouth settled into a thin line. “All I will say is that, in some respects, she is exactly like her mother.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Cammie awoke to the sun streaming in through the windows. She never thought she’d ever find another bed from paradise, but then again, she was hobnobbing with the rich. Beds like this were a dime a dozen for them. Though, come to think of it, she could now afford one of these as well.  
 
    Her ex-boyfriend Eli Kelley had left her $500,000, as well as his two Stanley Cup rings in his will. Living on a shoestring budget for most of her life, she still hadn’t quite wrapped her mind around the fact that she could now buy things she’d only salivated about in the past.  
 
    This bed was one of those items she could now afford. The thought appealed to her. 
 
    Doc had given her the bedroom with the view of the harbor and as she climbed out of bed, she smelled the enticing aroma of bacon and eggs wafting through the condo. She quickly jumped into the marble shower with the several jets that was a contender for the shower from heaven at Doc’s own luxurious cabin in Twin Ponds. Considering they were going to Brookline, one of the more affluent sections of Boston, she decided to forgo jeans and slipped into a pair of beige chinos and a white shirt over which she put on a black sweater. Glancing at herself in the mirror, she laughed. By God, she was beginning to resemble a Boston socialite. If you overlooked the unruly auburn curls that she could never quite tame. And the undecidedly non-patrician face.  
 
    She left the bedroom and made her way across the living room towards the kitchen. Doc was standing at the counter, reading the news from his iPad as he ate an omelet he’d made. In Twin Ponds, Doc never sat still for very long. He always ate standing up as he read the news, cooked his meals and prepared the mud that, in Cammie’s mind, passed for coffee. She was happy to see that he seemed more like himself this morning. She knew how difficult it was for Doc to revisit a life he thought he’d left behind, returning to the harsh judgments from his father. But a good night’s sleep appeared to revitalize him. She decided to test the waters by teasing him. As she sat down at the counter, he slid a mug of coffee towards her and a plate filled with home fries, bacon and scrambled eggs. 
 
    “Is this that mud you like to drink?” she asked.  
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Am I not suffering enough being here without your uneducated aspersions on the best coffee on earth?” 
 
    Cammie inwardly smiled. The Doc she knew was back.  
 
    “It looks like you made enough to feed an army,” she said as she dug into her breakfast. 
 
    “You’re going to need every ounce of strength today.” 
 
    “I already met your father. How bad can it be?” 
 
    “I think Custer said something similar as he rode into the valley of the Little Bighorn.” 
 
      
 
    As a one-time private investigator, Cammie thought she knew most of Boston’s neighborhoods, but as Doc maneuvered his Navigator through winding, tree lined streets, she had to admit, she’d never seen this part of Brookline. Only a few large houses were visible over the tall shrubs that acted as fences, while the rest were set back so far they couldn’t be seen from the street. 
 
    This was the suburb where football great Tom Brady and his model wife Gisele lived. This was the suburb where the most expensive house in Massachusetts was put up for sale at $90 million. For tourists, this was the suburb where John F. Kennedy had been born and where the house of his birth still stood, with original artifacts for them to ooh and aah over. 
 
    It was home to that part of society that, before meeting Doc, Cammie would never have had access to.  
 
    Finally Doc turned into a driveway flanked by two large pillars on top of which sat a reclining lion carved in stone. They drove down alongside an immaculately kept lawn until they came in sight of an enormous, Italian-styled villa that brought to mind the mansions of Newport, Rhode Island. The driveway curved around a bubbling fountain in front of the massively ornate front door. Rather than drive around the fountain, Doc parked near the entranceway. 
 
    “Welcome to Merriweather Farm,” he said as he turned off the car. Cammie could only stare at the size and lavish carvings on the outside of the home. Doc glanced at her. “Yes, it is a bit overdone, but that’s Lily for you.” 
 
    “Wow. This looks like one of those huge English country estates.” 
 
    “The original owner was English, but it was the rage at the time to build Italian inspired villas.” 
 
    They got out of the car and walked up the short steps to the door. Doc rang the doorbell. 
 
    “How many bedrooms does this place have?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “Nine, I believe.” 
 
    “Does she have any children?” 
 
    “Thankfully no.” Cammie gave him a puzzled look. At that moment the door swung open and a woman stood there. 
 
    “Would you please tell Mrs. Evans that Dr. Westerfield and Ms. Farnsworth are here to see her?” 
 
    The woman nodded and allowed them to enter. Although within the last twenty four hours, Cammie had stood in some of the most lavish homes imaginable, she nevertheless stifled a gasp as she found herself standing in a huge marble foyer. In the center of the foyer stood a round antique table on top of which stood a large bouquet of fresh flowers. On either side of the large room were square columns which had large fern trees planted in ornate pots in front of each column. Directly across the entranceway was a clear view to floor to ceiling windows, outside of which Cammie could make out Italian statues strategically placed around a rectangular shaped fish pond. The entire room was designed using the finest Carrera marble. To the right of the foyer stood a grand curving staircase that led upstairs.  
 
    “This is like living in a museum,” she whispered to Doc. 
 
    “It was built in the 1920s to impress.” 
 
    “Then I’d say it’s done its job. I can’t believe it’s just Lily rattling around this humongous place. I’d need a trail of breadcrumbs to find my way around.” 
 
    “It’s all about appearances, my dear. And Lily is an expert at that.” 
 
    While Cammie looked about her, marveling at the richness of the foyer, Doc tapped his foot impatiently. Five, ten, then fifteen minutes passed. Doc grew more and more frustrated. “I hate when she does this,” he seethed under his breath. Cammie, who had wandered over to look out over the gardens, turned back in time to see Doc throw his hands up in the air.  
 
    “This is ridiculous. I will not stand here and be insulted any longer. I have better things to do with my time,” he exclaimed as he started towards the front door. Cammie hurried across the foyer, careful not to slip on the marble floor. 
 
    “Doc, we can’t leave.” 
 
    “She’s kept us waiting a quarter of an hour. There is no excuse for that. I specifically phoned and told her what time we were coming. This is just one of her endless games she insists on playing.” 
 
    “You need to get the funeral arrangements finalized. So we either wait and do it now or come back another day. Since we’re here already…” 
 
    Doc rolled his eyes. “Five more minutes. If she hasn’t come down, I’m going upstairs.” 
 
    As if she knew she’d pushed Doc a bit too far, footsteps were heard on the stairs. A moment later, a tall, very thin woman appeared. She was dressed in a pair of black slacks and a black sweater that was tightly cinched at the waist. As she drew closer, Cammie could smell the scent of a light perfume. She noticed the perfect makeup on the woman’s face, as well as the perfectly cut blonde hair that curled inwards around her jawline. There wasn’t a wrinkle on her too smooth face.  
 
    For someone who’d lost two husbands and a mother in a short period of time, Lily Evans didn’t look too heartbroken. Of course, Cammie thought cattily, the botox could be interfering with the physical effects grief ravaged on one’s face.  
 
    “Samuel,” she greeted breezily as she bent slightly at the waist to kiss first Doc’s right cheek then his left. “I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting. I was on the phone with Louis. It’s simply impossible to get an appointment with the man, but I finally managed to do just that.”  
 
    Doc didn’t buy her excuse for one moment. He knew how much Lily lived for her extravagant entrances. Today was no exception.  
 
    “Lily, this is Cammie Farnsworth.” 
 
    Lily raised a perfectly curved eyebrow. “Oh yes, you’re the sheriff from wherever it is you live.” 
 
    “Twin Ponds,” Cammie offered. 
 
    “Are you here to investigate my mother’s murder?” 
 
    “No, I’m not here in any official capacity. I’m here as Samuel’s friend, that’s all.” 
 
    “My, Samuel, you do have some rather interesting friends.” She turned on her heel. “Let’s go upstairs to the sitting room where we can talk. I’ve had Maria set out coffee and tea.” 
 
    Cammie followed the two upstairs. As she came up to the landing, she once again had to be careful not to let her jaw drop as she took in the rich setting. There was a marble fireplace in the large room. Two comfortable couches were on either side of the fireplace. In the center between the two was an oblong glass coffee table on which another large bouquet of freshly cut flowers was placed. The hard wood floors were a very dark brown, over which thick rugs were placed. They walked past the living area into another room. It was smaller and Cammie could tell this was a woman’s room. The walls were a light yellow, and the furniture was pale orange and green striped. There was a writing desk set near the window that looked out over the wide expanse of emerald green lawn. It was hard to imagine that this estate was right in the middle of a bustling city. Beyond the lawns lay traffic and highways and lots of people. Here, one was completely isolated from all that. In fact, it was hard to grasp that they were only 6 miles from downtown Boston. 
 
    “Would you prefer tea or coffee?” Lily asked as she sat down on the sofa in front of a silver tea set. 
 
    “Coffee,” Doc practically barked. Cammie saw he was still upset at having been kept waiting and prayed he wouldn’t cause any trouble. 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    She was about to say tea, but after what she’d been through in her last case, she opted for coffee. She only hoped this coffee wasn’t the thick mud Doc liked to drink. She was a coffee in my milk type of coffee drinker and preferred it lightly roasted.  
 
    She watched as Lily expertly poured the coffee into delicate teacups. “One lump or two?” she asked. Doc refrained. Cammie said one. Lily took a pair of tongs and took the sugar cube from a bowl and put them into Cammie’s teacup. “Milk?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” She poured a tiny amount. When Cammie asked for a little more milk, Lily’s eyebrow went up and Cammie immediately thought she had committed a serious social faux pas. Nevertheless Lily did as she asked and gave her the cup. She politely took a sip. 
 
    Damn. It still tasted like crap. She was going to have to convince a horrified Doc to take her to Dunkin Donuts to get a decent cup of coffee when they left here. 
 
    “I’m very sorry about the death of your mother. I’m sure you two were very close,” Cammie offered by way of polite condolences.  
 
    “She was my mother,” Lily answered. 
 
    “When was the last time you saw her?” 
 
    Her light brown eyes widened slightly. “I thought you said you weren’t here in any official capacity.” 
 
    Cammie smiled self-consciously. “You’re right. I apologize. It’s just habit.” 
 
    “I have already answered questions from the Maine police. I’ll tell you what I told them. The last time I saw Mother was at her birthday party in September. You remember that, don’t you Samuel? You were there as well.” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied tersely. 
 
    “I’d arranged a small party in her honor at the Ritz. It was a lovely time. It’s simply shameful that one of those people up where she chose to live killed my mother.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Cammie asked. 
 
    She turned a cool, disdainful eye to Cammie. “I don’t expect you to understand, Ms. Fennelworth…” 
 
    “That’s Ms. Farnsworth,” Doc quickly corrected her. 
 
    Lily didn’t blink an eye. “Do excuse me. Ms. Farnsworth,” she replied. “My mother had no business moving up to the middle of nowhere. However, she would not be dissuaded. She refused to comprehend how she could become an object of much envy. From what I understand, people up there are not, je ne sais quoi, well off.” 
 
    “You mean poor?” Cammie responded, mentally rolling her eyes at the woman’s ridiculously pretentious manner. 
 
    “Yes.” She took a sip of her tea. “The police said her home had been ransacked. It proves whoever killed her was looking for money or something of value they could sell.” 
 
    “The killing itself was brutal. It spoke of someone who was enraged at Mrs. Carsgrove.” 
 
    A slight smile graced Lily’s lips. “Well, Mother could be a bit…difficult.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “She always believed she knew what was best for everyone. I’m sure that didn’t change when she moved to …” She waved her hand in the air. “Whatever it was she moved to.” 
 
    “Did you know about the lawsuit she was involved in?” 
 
    “I did not, but it wouldn’t surprise me. Mother was not above using the legal system to get her way.” 
 
    “Yes, the lawsuit on Cape Cod. Mr. Westerfield mentioned that yesterday.”  
 
    “I’m all for the environment. But not when it impinges on a person’s right to enjoy nature.” She sighed. “But Mother could never understand that.”  
 
    Before Cammie could respond, Doc broke in. “I see you’ve recovered nicely from your accident.” 
 
    “Yes, I have.” 
 
    “Accident?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “It was a silly mishap,” Lily responded. “Charles and I were in St. Moritz’s for the holidays. I was having my skis waxed, and the fool applied the wrong wax. I practically flew down the ski trail. I only managed to stop by throwing myself over onto my side. I suffered minor bruises and a twisted ankle. It absolutely ruined my winter. I had no choice but to cancel my yearly shopping trip to Fortnum & Mason. That’s in London, you know,” she added, looking pointedly at Cammie. 
 
    “You’re lucky you didn’t hit a tree,” Doc said. Cammie glanced at him from beneath her lashes, knowing very well he would have loved it if she’d hit a tree.  
 
    “I’d like to offer my condolences on the death of your husband,” Cammie replied, ignoring her insult. 
 
    Lily’s expression changed to one of deep sadness. She took a hitched breath that, as an experienced investigator, Cammie knew was fake. In fact, she was prepared to swear on a Bible that Lily’s sorrowful demeanor was faked.  
 
    “Poor Charles. He was always pushing the envelope. I was afraid something was eventually going to happen to him. It’s just so dreadful.” She took out a handkerchief and dabbed at non-existent tears. Cammie suppressed the urge to clap at the wonderful performance. 
 
    “I hoped we could talk about Helen’s service,” Doc replied, ignoring what he considered an overly melodramatic piece of bad acting. 
 
    Lily glanced up at him through her lashes. “I appreciate your need to bring a friend, but I would have preferred to conduct this privately.” She looked to Cammie. “No offense intended.” 
 
    The way Lily said the word ‘friend’, it sounded more like she was accusing Doc of bringing a call girl with him. Seeing the look on his face, Cammie shifted her weight on the sofa, ready to throw herself at him if he decided to launch himself across the table at Lily. Instead, he snarled, “For Chrissakes Lily, quit the melodrama. We’re here to discuss the burial of a dead relative, not to plan the robbery of the crown jewels of England.” 
 
    With the two cousins glaring at each other, Cammie tried her best to diffuse the situation. She stood up. “I can certainly leave the room…” 
 
    “You’ll do no such thing,” Doc snapped. “Lily, let’s just get this over with. It’s painful enough as it is without any more added theatrics.” Lily glowered at him, but said nothing. “Following family tradition, I expect we’ll be having the service at King’s Chapel, followed by the burial in the Westerfield family plot at Mt. Auburn Cemetery. I’ve asked Bitsy to come up with any additional things she’d think Helen would have wanted. I’ve spoken to the coroner and it appears they’ll be releasing her body by the end of the week. I’ve made arrangements to have her flown down here to Carlton’s. They’re expecting us to come by and pick out a casket.” Cammie watched as Lily expertly brought her emotions under control. She took a sip of her tea, then offered Doc an impervious look. 
 
    “You’ve been quite busy, haven’t you?” she asked. Before Doc could reply, she added, “All your hard work has been quite unnecessary however. I’ve decided to have her cremated.”  
 
    Doc’s eyes widened. “Have you lost your senses? That isn’t how things are done in our family.”  
 
    “That may not be the way the family does things. But she’s my mother and that’s my decision.” She stared at Doc, almost daring him to contradict her. 
 
    Doc’s eyes narrowed in barely restrained anger. “Where do you propose to bury her ashes?” 
 
    “I haven’t decided whether they should be strewn on the beach at Cape Cod or up in Maine. She equally loved both places.” Lily pointedly looked at her watch. “I really must fly. I have a pressing engagement.” She glanced at Doc. “I’ll be sure to let you know my final decision within the next few days.” She stood up and started to sweep out of the room when she stopped and turned back to face Cammie. “Uncle Eliot told me about your conversation with him. I advise you that if you are even slightly entertaining the idea that one of us killed Mother, you will be hearing from our lawyers.” 
 
    “Why do you think I’d be looking at you?” Cammie asked calmly. 
 
    “It would be a feather in your cap, wouldn’t it? Better us than an odious little farmer who no one has or ever will have heard of.” 
 
    With a turn that would have put a ballerina to shame, she exited the room. Doc put his coffee down and turned to Cammie. “Pleasant, isn’t she?” 
 
    She guffawed. 
 
    It wasn’t until they were safely in the Navigator that they discussed what had just occurred. 
 
    “I knew that would be a waste of time,” Doc replied as they started down the long driveway. 
 
    “Actually, it wasn’t.”  
 
    He glanced at Cammie in surprise. “You enjoyed being treated like a peasant?” 
 
    Cammie shrugged. “She’s not the first person I’ve met who needs to feel superior in order to feel good about herself.” Doc cocked an eyebrow but she continued. “She’s very good at keeping her mask in place. That is, until you two got into it over little ol’ me.”  
 
    “It was either that or reach across the damned tea set and throttle her,” Doc grumbled.  
 
    “Is she really the jetsetter she tries to come across as?” 
 
    “Yes. For as long as I’ve known her, Lily can’t settle down in one place before she’s itching to go on to someplace else.” 
 
    “Why do you think she’s like that?” 
 
    “I think she’s terrified of being bored.” 
 
    “What was Charles like?” 
 
    “I actually liked Charles, believe it or not. Though I did question his taste in wives. He had a very dry sense of humor and was very good at what he did.” 
 
    “What exactly did he do?” 
 
    “He was a very high priced attorney who looked after the wellbeing of the rich and famous. He had a special talent, which is what made him so successful and wealthy, of helping to hide the scandals and foibles of the well to do.” 
 
    “Would you characterize their marriage as a happy one?” 
 
    “He understood her. But he loved her and turned a blind eye when Lily became a bit overwrought. Their marriage probably lasted as long as it did because they spent a great deal of time apart. When he wasn’t consumed with his career, he was, as I explained last night, an adrenalin junkie par excellence. Since his work allowed them to maintain their grand lifestyle, Lily didn’t quibble over their long absences away from each other.”  
 
    “Sounds like Lily wasn’t the only terrified of being bored,” she mused. “It’s interesting how she sidestepped my question about her relationship with her mother. ‘She was my mother’ tells me more than if she’d said, ‘I loved my mother’.” 
 
    Doc chuckled. “You’re right on that score. Theirs was a contentious relationship. Helen could be as rigid as her daughter, although Lily has turned it into an art form. She was closer to her father, who indulged her every whim.” 
 
    “A daddy’s girl, then?” 
 
    “Very much so. She learned early on how to wrap a man around her little finger. It was Helen who tried to put the brakes on her. She felt Lily was too spoiled. I suspect that was one of the reasons Lily liked to travel. She cannot stand to be criticized and Helen was always criticizing her, demanding she stop being such a princess.” 
 
    Cammie laughed. “No wonder you got along so well with Helen.” 
 
    “Lily was devastated when her father died. I imagine that’s why she involved herself so quickly with Charles. He was fifteen years older than she was.” 
 
    “So it was a daddy fixation?” 
 
    “In a way. He indulged her the way Freddy did. Charles was an ardent pilot who owned his own plane. He would fly her at the drop of a hat for a romantic dinner in the Caymans or Bar Harbor.” 
 
    “What did you mean last night when you said she is, in some respects, exactly like her mother?”  
 
    “They both suffered from this need to be perfect. Or at least to appear that way to the outside world. Helen finally got tired of it and moved up north. Lily however is still in its throes. You saw the way she dressed, her make-up, nail polish, her home. Even in the way she served the coffee.” 
 
    “That’s exhausting,” Cammie replied. She looked over to Doc. “And potentially lethal.” 
 
    “How?” he asked as he sped up to pass a slower moving vehicle. 
 
    “As you said, Lily’s lifestyle is important to her. Would she kill at the risk of losing it all?” 
 
    “Now what makes you ask a question like that?” 
 
    Just as Cammie was about to answer, Doc honked the horn and swerved to avoid someone who tried to cut him off. She grabbed onto the dashboard, deciding that would save her quicker than taking the time to make the sign of the cross. 
 
    “Did you notice her answer when I asked whether she knew anything about her mother’s lawsuit against Henry Harding?” 
 
    “She said she knew nothing about it.” 
 
    “Yet a few moments later, she referred to Henry as ‘that odious little farmer who no one has or ever will have heard of’.” She turned in her seat and looked at Doc. “I never told her who the other party in the lawsuit was. So why did she lie?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Are you accusing Lily of killing her mother?” Doc asked.  
 
    “I don’t know yet. But it’s awfully suspicious that she felt the need to lie about what is basically an inoffensive lawsuit. At least to her.” She paused as she glanced out the window at a passing bicyclist, praying he’d be smart enough to keep out of Doc’s way. “Do you know who her attorney was for this lawsuit against Harding?” 
 
    “No. But I can easily find out.” 
 
    “I’d appreciate that.” She paused. “So do you think the birthday party at the Ritz was really the last time Lily saw her mother?” 
 
    “As you saw for yourself, we don’t exactly plan our social calendars together.” He frowned at her. “I know being suspicious is part of your nature, but don’t you think you’re overdoing it here? First you accuse Lily of murdering her own mother, then you’re suspicious because she neglected to tell us she knew about the lawsuit with Harding.” 
 
    Although her gut told her something was off about the whole thing, she didn’t want to argue with Doc about it. “Yeah, you’re probably right. You know me. I see shadows around every corner.” She waited a few moments, then asked, “You didn’t exactly sound enthralled over the idea of Helen being cremated.” 
 
    “Of course I’m not. No one in our family has ever been cremated. We’ve always had the funeral at King’s Chapel and the burial at the family crypt. I can only imagine the scandal that’s going to cause.” 
 
    “At least you can stay out of the middle of that mess. It’s between Lily and your family.” 
 
    “You’re right. It is.” He glanced at her. “If that visit didn’t exhaust you, I’d like to pay a visit to Horatio’s daughter. Her name is Abigail, but we all call her Abby. She was very close to Helen. In fact, some of those abstract paintings you saw in Helen’s cabin and Horatio’s apartment were painted by her. I suppose I should ask if she wants me to return Helen’s to her.” 
 
    “Hopefully Abby didn’t take after her grandfather or Lily.” 
 
    Doc smiled. “She got the best of us. She’s very sweet and caring. A little high strung perhaps, but that’s to be expected when you consider her mother was a woman you would categorize as very high maintenance. Both she and my father were appalled when Abby left Harvard Law School to become an artist. Of course Helen, Horatio and I supported her ambitions.” 
 
    Cammie shook her head. “That’s silly. There were lots of socialites who became artists. Gertrude Vanderbilt Whitney comes to mind. Didn’t she found the Whitney Museum of Art in New York?” Doc’s eyes widened. “I’m not the intellectual midget you think I am,” she huffed when he glanced at her in surprise.  
 
    “Apparently not. Anyway, she lives in a loft apartment near the Seaport District.” 
 
    Cammie mentally prepared herself for the half hour ride. Doc didn’t disappoint. He swerved in and out of traffic and made it to Abby’s apartment building in twenty minutes. 
 
    The Seaport District was the newest neighborhood in a city known for its insular neighborhoods. At one time, this part of the city was all warehouses and wide empty lots, but for the past several years, it had become a center of business, upscale apartments and restaurants at the tip of Southie – the traditional Irish section of Boston.  
 
    Doc parked the car in a small parking lot around the corner from Abby’s apartment on A Street. The area still looked like it was inhabited by old warehouses, but once they entered the building where Abby lived, the décor took on a more refined look. She buzzed them in and they took the elevator to the top floor where, much like Bitsy’s, the elevator opened up to a large, brick walled, open loft apartment. From the windows, there was a view of Boston Harbor and its collection of small islands on the horizon.  
 
    In one corner of the spacious room, Abby was standing in front of a large easel. She wore a smock covered with bright splashes of paint over a pair of black capris. There was a resemblance to Doc in her coloring and petite height. Her long light brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she smiled when she saw Doc. 
 
    “Uncle Samuel!” she cried out as she put the paint brush down, removed the smock and literally raced across the room to throw her arms around his neck. 
 
    “Abby!” he said as he took her hands and held her away from him. “You look exceptionally well.” 
 
    “I am! Guess what? I’ve got two art shows this year. Isn’t that awesome? I’ll show you what I’m going to exhibit.” 
 
    “Let me introduce to Cammie Farnsworth,” he said as she began to lead him away. 
 
    “Hi, Cammie!” 
 
    “Hello, Abby.” 
 
    She dragged her uncle to the canvas. “I’m just about done. What do you think?” 
 
    Cammie came up beside Doc and looked at the canvas. It was a watercolor of a tree overlooking the ocean. It was a moody painting, with the skies done in dark grays, greens and blues. The ocean behind the painting was choppy and angry, also done in muted, brooding colors. The tree, however, was illuminated in yellows and golds. To Cammie’s surprise, it spoke to her, reflecting her recent experiences. Even during the darkest days, there was always hope that a sliver of light would cut through the murkiness and show a better way. It brought tears to her eyes that she quickly blinked away. 
 
    “You’ve changed your style,” Doc said. 
 
    “Yeah, I decided to try something different.”  
 
    “I love it,” Cammie announced. 
 
    Abby’s eyes brightened. “You really do?” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    “I agree. It’s very atmospheric, while at the same time, it completely draws you in,” Doc added. 
 
    “Oh thank you! That’s exactly what I was trying to capture.” She turned to Cammie. “So you’re the famous sheriff of Twin Ponds. Uncle Samuel is always talking about you.” 
 
    “Is he now?” Cammie asked, turning an arched eye at the embarrassed Doc. 
 
    “Yes. He says the town would be lost without you.” 
 
    “Why don’t we sit down?” Doc interjected quickly as Cammie inwardly laughed at his discomfort. Uncle and niece sat down side by side on the comfortable red couch while Cammie sat across from them on a canvas chair.  
 
    “We just came from Lily’s,” Doc explained. 
 
    “I pity you,” Abby laughed. 
 
    He chuckled. “I was hoping we could have a mature discussion about Helen’s funeral service. But I suppose hoping for that is like hoping for world peace.”  
 
    As perky as Abby had been two seconds before, at the mention of Helen’s name, she suddenly burst into tears. “It was so horrible. Why would anyone want to kill Helen? She was such a wonderful person!” 
 
    Unlike Lily’s lackluster performance, Abby’s grief and sorrow was real. And poignant. She took a tissue out of her pocket and wiped her eyes. “I’m so sorry. Every time I think of what happened to her, I just completely lose it.” Doc draped his arm around her shoulders as she struggled to get herself under control. “Can I get you anything? A coke? I’ve got some salad fixings,” she sniffed into her tissue. 
 
    “That’s alright,” Doc replied, even as Cammie’s stomach began to growl.  
 
    “Samuel said you were very close to your Aunt Helen,” she asked in the hopes conversation would cover up the grumblings in her belly. 
 
    “Besides Uncle Samuel and Daddy, Helen was the only one who encouraged me to paint. I know she could be difficult with people, but she was never that way with me.” 
 
    “Did you ever visit her up in Allagash?” 
 
    Abby nodded. “As a matter of fact, the painting I’m working on now was inspired by a visit she and I took to Bar Harbor last year. It was my twenty-first birthday present from her. We had such a lovely time. I just can’t believe she’s gone--” Her eyes began to tear up again. 
 
    Doc gave her shoulders an affectionate squeeze. “I know this is difficult.” 
 
    “Who would want to kill her?” She responded. “Who would want to do this to an old woman?” 
 
    “Did she ever talk to you about her relationship with the locals?” Cammie gently asked. 
 
    “Ever since I heard about her death, I’ve been thinking about that, trying to remember if she ever said anything to me. We talked about so much, it’s hard to recall anything specific. About the only thing I do remember is the last time I stayed with her at her cabin. It was two years ago, I think. Mummy was giving me such a hard time about my art. I just had to get away so I spent a week with Helen. I remember when I arrived, she was on the phone and I could tell she was upset.” 
 
    “Did you overhear any of it?” Doc asked. 
 
    She nodded. “I heard her say something like, ‘you’re never going to get away with that. I’ll sic my lawyers on you,” or something to that effect. When she saw me, she said she had to go and abruptly hung up.” 
 
    “You never found out who she was talking to?” 
 
    Abby shook her head. “It was obvious she didn’t want to get into it, so I just let it go.” Her eyes watered again. “Oh God, maybe if I’d been insistent…maybe if I’d demanded she tell me who she’d just threatened…” She began to sob. 
 
    Doc leaned over her. “Sweetheart, if Helen didn’t want to talk about something, you only would have made her angrier by asking. You can’t feel guilty over a conversation that happened two years ago.” 
 
    Cammie knew she should let this all go. She wasn’t the investigating officer. She was only here to help her friend out. But she couldn’t help it. Doc was right. She was addicted to gathering information about people, no matter how small or insignificant. She had to ask questions the same way she had to breathe. It was a necessary part of her life. She therefore waited until Abby calmed down before she asked, “How would you describe Helen’s relationship with her family? With her brother, her daughter?” 
 
    Her question earned her a glare from Doc, which she ignored. She kept her focus on Abby. 
 
    “She never talked about them, but at family reunions, I could see that her relationship with Grandpapa was about the same as mine with Mummy. It’s not that we don’t love each other, but it’s so difficult sometimes. I know Grandpapa was upset that she was encouraging my art. He thought I should finish my degree at Harvard Law.” She made a face. “As if. As for Lily, I don’t know anybody in the family that gets along with Lily. She’s so—so-” 
 
    “Full of herself? Pretentious? Ridiculous? A drama queen?” Doc offered.  
 
    She laughed through her tears. “Yeah, pretty much. The only time Helen ever mentioned Lily was one night when we were having dinner at Ramon’s in Bar Harbor.” 
 
    “How is Ramon?” Doc asked. 
 
    “He’s wonderful. His son just had another daughter.” 
 
    “So that makes two granddaughters?” 
 
    “Yes. Anyway, I was telling her about the latest argument I’d had with Grandpapa over not returning to law school. She rolled her eyes and said that Grandpapa could be just as difficult as her daughter Lily. ‘It’s in the genes’, she said. Then she added that it was no wonder her husband had left her.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Cammie spoke up. “I thought she and Charles were happily married.” 
 
    Abby shrugged. “Before I could ask her about that, she changed the subject. She could be so secretive sometimes. It drove me crazy.” 
 
    “So either of you don’t know when this separation happened?” They both shook their heads. “Abby, did Helen ever mention a man named Rob?” 
 
    Abby thought for a moment. “I have a second cousin named Rob.” 
 
    “How old is he?” 
 
    “Fourteen.” 
 
    After another glare from Doc, Cammie thought it best to refrain from asking any more questions if she didn’t want to find herself spending the night on a park bench. Instead, as Abby and Doc caught up on family gossip, as well as her upcoming art shows, Cammie tuned them out while she ruminated over the interesting little tidbits she’d heard, not only at Lily’s home, but here with Abby.  
 
    When they were back in the Navigator, Cammie turned to Doc. “I’m curious about the possibility of Charles leaving Lily. I know, I know,” she said as she saw Doc’s look. “But I just can’t help myself.” 
 
    “You seriously need some counseling. There must be a group of Nosybody Anonymous somewhere in the white pages.” He paused as a mischievous smile played across his lips. “Though I do have to admit, I’m a little intrigued myself. The only person who might be able to shed light on that is Bitsy. Although Helen could be circumspect about her own little secrets, I know she unburdened herself about Lily with Bitsy. Tell you what, why don’t we grab some lunch? I could hear your stomach rumbling a mile away. Then I’ll give her a call and see if she’s up to seeing us again.” 
 
    As Doc pulled out of the parking lot, Cammie glanced up at the building they’d just come out of. “Doesn’t anyone in your family live in a basement studio apartment?” 
 
    Doc gasped in horror. “Whatever for?” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    They drove a few short blocks to a steakhouse that opened out to the harbor. Surrounded by businessmen and women in high powered suits and their ever present cellphones, Doc and Cammie were shown to a table next to the floor to ceiling windows. Looking around at the expensive clothing and jewelry surrounding her, Cammie was happy she’d opted for her pseudo-preppy outfit. She would have looked completely out of place in her usual jeans and sweatshirt. Then again, this entire trip had her feeling pretty much out of place. As much as she cared for Doc, she couldn’t wait until this was all over with so she could return to Twin Ponds where she belonged.  
 
    That thought brought a smile to her face as she took a moment to watch the seagulls on the other side of the glass swooping up and down near where they sat.  
 
    When she’d lived in Boston a little over 18 months ago, the last place she thought she’d ever feel at home in, much less return to was Twin Ponds. She’d left a lot of heartache behind when she’d turned her back on her hometown sixteen years before, vowing never to step foot in it again. Yet, somewhere deep inside, it had never ceased calling out to her; its forest and ponds beckoning her to give them one more chance – to convince her that what she’d left behind could be healed and moved past. If only she had the courage. 
 
    The last six months had shown her how true that was. She was finally in a place, not only in her life but on the map, where she could truly say she was happy. It had taken a lot of surrendering and ‘sitting in her own shit’ as her friend, the wise shaman and healer Paul Langevin would say. “Only you can heal you,” he told her. “I can give you the tools, but you need to do the work.”  
 
    He pointed out she basically had two choices. Continue to hold onto the baggage of the past that was guaranteed to continuously trip her up and keep her from any chance at happiness, or find the courage and determination to dig in, look at her issues, forgive whoever and whatever needed to be forgiven – including forgiving herself, and let it go.  
 
    Looking at both options, and knowing how close she’d recently come to dying, she knew which one she had to choose. It hadn’t been easy. At times, she’d been ready to give up. It was easier to keep kicking the baggage under the bed than face it. But after reconciling with Jace, she knew she didn’t want to keep dodging all her issues surrounding relationships that would be lying there between them until they were healed. 
 
    There were yet a few things she needed to work on. She and Jace were still in the stages of cautiously circling each other, not quite ready to truly let go and be themselves after the anguish they’d recently put each other through. But they both knew it and were slowly working to get back to a place of believing that no matter what life threw at them in the future, they would always have each other’s back. 
 
    Glancing at Doc, she could only hope that he’d find the courage to move past his own heartaches, and embrace the happiness and peace that lay in that quirky little town up north in the middle of nowhere.  
 
    “You know,” Doc said, breaking into her thoughts. “I’ve been thinking about Helen’s statement about Lily’s husband leaving her. At first I thought she was referring to Charles. But she may very well have been referring to Tom Hightower, Lily’s first husband.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “Although they were married quite a while ago, Tom’s pretty much been written out of the family.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t recall the particulars.” 
 
    “You honestly heard nothing about that?” Cammie persisted, unable to believe that Doc, who lived for gossip, couldn’t remember the details. Especially when it involved a woman he obviously detested. 
 
    Doc hesitated for a long moment before answering. “I was at my lowest point with my parents, and with my life in general. I’d just divorced wife number three which caused a great deal of friction between Father and myself, so I was a bit preoccupied to give much thought to Lily’s relationship or lack thereof with Tom.” 
 
    “Well, as you said last night, Lily has always been a bitch. Maybe Tom’s trips to Peru were a way to get away from her. Once they got divorced, could be he wanted to make sure to keep as much distance between them as he could by settling down there permanently.” 
 
    “It’s possible. Tom came from a family that wasn’t as wealthy as ours, but still very well off. I do remember Freddy preferring she marry someone of our social set, but she was determined to have Tom. It was a grand wedding, celebrated in one of the showier mansions in Newport. If memory serves, they were happy for about six months. Then the cracks began to show.” 
 
    “What cracks were those?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “To be blunt, Tom was too nice for Lily. He allowed her to push him around shamelessly. He seemed unable to stand up for himself. She could be quite cruel with her putdowns, especially in front of other people. I think Lily grew tired of living with a man she considered weak. But as for what happened specifically between them, as I said to you earlier, I was busy with my own drama to pay attention to her drama, especially since Lily always seemed to thrive on drama. All I know is that she and Tom married in 2008 and were divorced by 2011. Right after that, she met Charles. They dated for about six months before running off to Hawaii to get married.” 
 
    “So Charles was more of a man than Tom was?” 
 
    “He stood up for himself. And whenever Lily went off on one of her emotional tantrums, he would simply leave the room until she calmed down.” 
 
    At that moment, his cell phone rang. He looked at the display and groaned. 
 
    “Who is it?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “My mother. I’m sure she’s calling to ask about dinner tonight.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind seeing if any other interesting snippets come to light.” 
 
    He shot her a look. “I’m sure you wouldn’t,” he responded drily. “However, I need to work up to dinner with the folks. Lily was enough for one day. I’ll phone Mother later.” He muted the ringer and shoved the phone in his pocket. “Now, back to our discussion. If I had to venture a guess, I’d say that once Tom moved to Peru, it was a case of out of sight, out of mind. No sense trying to keep in touch with someone they were never pleased to welcome into the family in the first place, especially when that person opted to move to a third world country. But I have to admit, you’ve piqued my curiosity. After we finish our lunch, I’ll call Bitsy.” 
 
    The waiter arrived with the food. As they were being served, Cammie felt that familiar twinge of gut instinct, the same twinge that told her there was more to Helen moving up to Maine than to simply experience a different lifestyle. Once again, she knew Doc wasn’t being entirely forthcoming with her. A surge of frustration flared up that she found difficult to quell. She’d spoken to Jace last night just before falling asleep, and as she’d hung up the phone, an ache arose that almost suffocated her. She missed him so much, it hurt. And here was Doc, playing some sort of weird head game with her. Yet, even as she thought this, she knew she was being too hard on him. It was plainly evident how much he cared about Helen. And dealing with his relatives ranked up there with dealing with the different circles of Hell in Dante’s Inferno. Reluctantly, she came to the conclusion that, despite her addiction to gathering information, she really was here solely as moral support for him. She’d have to suck it up for a few more days before they could thankfully return home and resume their lives.  
 
    As they placed the plate of scallops and lobster tails in front of her, at least she could take comfort that she was being incredibly well fed.  
 
    Maybe hanging out with Doc wasn’t so bad after all. 
 
      
 
    After finishing their lunch, Doc called Bitsy, who eagerly invited them back to her apartment. Traffic was surprisingly light, preventing Doc from performing acrobatics with his Navigator, much to Cammie’s relief. Soon they were back in her sun filled living room. 
 
    “Thank you for seeing us,” Doc said as they settled onto her couch. 
 
    “I never get tired of seeing you, my boy,” she smiled. Once again she was perfectly made up, with her hair just so, wearing a lovely maroon dress enhanced by a diamond broach. 
 
    “Mrs. Monroe-” Cammie began. 
 
    “Oh please, you must call me Bitsy. Everyone does, you know.” 
 
    “Cammie was curious about Tom Hightower,” Doc explained.  
 
    “Oh, he was such a dear boy. Elegant. Sophisticated. Much like Lily’s husband Charles was, only younger.” 
 
    “What did Helen think of him?” 
 
    “She thought the world of him and believed he was too good for Lily. You see, Lily had and, I’m sure still has, a volatile temper. Oh you don’t see it very often, but it’s there. Helen used to tell me how she would throw vases and all sorts of objects across the room, never caring about the damage or cost. She inherited that unfortunate trait from both Helen’s grandfather and father. Oh my, Helen’s father was fierce. Used to scare me to pieces when I was younger!” 
 
    “Yes,” Doc agreed. “He was rather forbidding.” 
 
    “Eliot is very much like him,” Bitsy replied, before turning back to Cammie. “Tom tried to please Lily, but it seems it was never enough. Oh my, it used to be excruciating to watch her rip him apart verbally at our summer picnics. I could never understand why she insisted on doing that in front of everyone, nor why he never defended himself.” 
 
    “I only recall a few instances in which that happened,” Doc murmured. 
 
    “Oh, it became a given that each time there was a get together, she would destroy him.  Of course, during those years, you were dealing with your own troubles with Eleanor. I hope you don’t mind me saying so, Samuel, but I never thought she was the right woman for you.” 
 
    If you only knew, Cammie thought to herself. 
 
    “He was so besotted with Lily, he let her walk all over him. I know he was absolutely devastated when she told him she wanted a divorce.” 
 
    “Do you know why?” 
 
    “One never really knows what goes on behind closed doors, but I suspect she was jealous of his charity. You see, during his college days, Tom paid a visit to Peru and was very much taken by its people and their culture. He saw the poverty and wanted so much to help. He was such a sensitive boy. He simply hated seeing anyone or anything suffering. He started a charity down in the Amazon rain forest that provided education to the economically disadvantaged. It meant everything to him. Of course being the conscientious person that he was, he took periodic trips down there to oversee the day to day management. Lily refused to accompany him and began to see his trips as time taken away from her. I believe she offered him an ultimatum – the charity or her.” Bitsy shook her head. “It was devastating to poor Tom. How could he possibly choose between the two things he loved most?” 
 
    “He obviously did make a decision,” Doc replied. 
 
    “Actually, Lily made it for him. She presented him with the divorce papers one day and that was that. Helen told me he was so distraught over the breakup of his marriage that he moved permanently down to Peru. He couldn’t bear the thought of running into Lily, or worse, seeing her with another man. It was easier to remove himself from the scene.” She uttered a long sigh. “It was so heartbreaking when he passed away. But at least he died doing something he loved.” 
 
    “Bitsy, do you know what Lily’s reaction was to the news of Tom’s disappearance?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “I’m afraid I don’t. I’d like to think she may have been a little upset over the death of a man she’d once loved. But the reality may have been that she’d moved on to Charles. Tom was a part of her past. And Lily is a woman who does not live in the past.” 
 
    “Do you think Helen liked Charles?” 
 
    “Oh I’m sure she did. He could be so charming and debonair.” 
 
    “Do you think Helen’s move to Allagash had anything to do with Lily’s marriage to Charles?” As Cammie asked this, she was surprised to see Doc scowl at her. She instantly realized this was what her instinct had been trying to tell her in Mantree’s office during his interrogation of Doc when he’d asked why Helen had moved to Maine. Yet why he would be upset over her finding this out left her perplexed. Was it just another instance of him not wanting to reveal any more of his family’s goings on? Or was there a darker reason? 
 
    Bitsy, who missed seeing Doc’s facial expression, put a well-manicured finger up to her lip as she carefully thought about Cammie’s question. “You know, I wouldn’t be surprised if it did. Now that Lily was married and living her own life, I’m sure Helen felt it was her time now to live whatever type of life she wanted.” 
 
    “Do you happen to have the name of the charity Tom started?” 
 
    “I’m afraid I don’t. But I’m sure you can find it on the internet. You can find everything on the internet these days, can’t you?” She gave Cammie a mischievous smile. “I hope I was able to satisfy your curiosity.” 
 
    Cammie laughed. “Yes, you did.” 
 
    “I think I would have made an excellent investigator,” she replied. “There’s something about delving into people’s lives, finding out what makes them tick, their motivations, the endless ways they can make their own lives miserable.” She laughed. “Then again, that’s just being a busybody, isn’t it?” 
 
    Doc raised his eyebrow at Cammie. “There is a fine line,” he replied before turning his attention back to Bitsy. They stood up and he took her hands to say good-bye. Instead, she held onto him tightly and looked into his eyes. 
 
    “Your mother called me. She wants so much to have you come to dinner tonight.” Doc said nothing. “If you think it will be easier, I’ll come too. Your father usually behaves himself when I’m around.” 
 
    To Cammie’s surprise, he suddenly leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “You are a wonderful woman, Bitsy.” 
 
    Bitsy blushed, obviously pleased with his compliment. “Then shall I call her and tell her we’ll all be there tonight?” 
 
    “Of course,” Doc responded. 
 
    When they got back out onto the street, Doc looked Cammie up and down. “Did you bring anything other than jeans?” 
 
    She looked down at herself. “Well, these are chinos, so they’re not technically jeans.” 
 
    He snapped his fingers. “Come on, we’re going shopping. Newbury Street is just around the corner. Since we’re off to the slaughter tonight, we might as well look good as we’re being drawn and quartered.” 
 
    He grabbed her arm and began to pull her down the street. “But Newbury Street is so overpriced!” she complained. 
 
    “It will be my gift for putting up with my father tonight.” He glanced at her again. “As for your hair…” He shook his head mournfully. “Hopefully he won’t notice it. Too much. Perhaps we can find a stylish kerchief to tie around it.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. Twin Ponds was looking better and better. 
 
      
 
    Cammie had never been much of a shopper. Always bound by the smallness of her bank account, she preferred to get in and get out. Even now, with $500,000 to her name, she still wasn’t much of a shopper. However shopping with Doc was an experience all by itself.  
 
    Doc was known to slip into lingerie and bunny slippers after a day catering to patients or conducting autopsies in the lab in the basement of his luxury cabin that the locals had taken to calling the Crypt. If there was anyone who knew anything about women’s fashions, it was Doc. 
 
    They walked up and down the very fashionable Newbury Street, entering many of their pricey boutiques. Doc had an eye for color and he knew exactly what looked best on Cammie. Everything he had her try on, she had to admit, looked fabulous. She’d lost all the weight she’d gained living with Doc while recovering from her gunshot wound and each outfit she modeled for him accentuated her lithe 5 ft. 8 inch figure. 
 
    By the time they were done, she was in possession of a beautiful gold burnished dress that highlighted her auburn hair and sexy curves. They completed the outfit with a pair of low black heels and shimmery black stockings. He’d also insisted on buying her a flattering lavender colored cashmere sweater to offset a pair of skinny black jeans he told her she simply must have. Never one to hesitate in indulging himself, he bought exquisitely embroidered items of lingerie, as well as sweaters and corduroys to wear while seeing patients. 
 
    As grateful as she was for his fashion expertise, she did put her foot down when he suggested she wear a strand of pearls with her new dress. 
 
    “Haven’t you noticed that all the women we’ve spoken to look alike?” Cammie puffed as she juggled all their bags while walking towards the Navigator. “They all have that blonde pageboy haircut and they all wear pearls. It’s like talking to the Stepford wives.” 
 
    “Well, high society isn’t all that big.” 
 
    “If you think you’re going to turn me into one of those ladies, complete with the strand of pearls and a stiff smile plastered on my face, you’re nuts.” 
 
    To her surprise, Doc laughed. “You’re right. I’d never change you, Cammie. You are a wonderful woman, warts and all.” 
 
    She didn’t know if there was an insult in there somewhere. Later though, when she stood in front of the mirror back in Horatio’s apartment, dressed in her new dress, shoes and stockings, she had to admit, she looked pretty good. Turning this way and that, she felt a slight ache when she imagined Jace’s reaction to seeing her in such a beautiful outfit. Knowing him, it wouldn’t stay on her very long. She smiled warmly at the thought.  
 
    While Doc was getting ready, she sat on the balcony overlooking the harbor. It was just growing dark and the city lights were already twinkling across the water in East Boston. The breeze was warm and refreshing and she took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. Taking out her cell phone, she called Emmy. “How’s life up in Twin Ponds?” She asked when she heard Emmy answer. 
 
    “Oh Sheriff, when are you coming back? It isn’t the same without you here.” 
 
    Emmy Madachuck was the Twin Ponds Sheriff Department’s dispatcher/receptionist. At just twenty-two years old, she was responsible, reliable and intensely loyal to both Cammie and her deputy Rick Belleveau. Cammie knew she couldn’t do her job without her.  
 
    After almost losing Emmy recently in a bizarre set of murders, Cammie had wondered if the young woman would quit and seek a quieter way of making a living. She couldn’t blame her if she had and she carefully watched for any telltale signs of lingering trauma Emmy might be experiencing. To her credit, Emmy refused to leave the Sheriff’s Department and seemed to bounce back from a harrowing incident that would have deeply affected anyone else. She was obviously made of sterner stuff and Cammie’s admiration, pride and affection for Emmy grew deeper. She felt a pang in her heart as she realized how much she missed Emmy and Rick, wanting nothing more than to be back with them in her office, sharing coffee, cookies and town gossip.  
 
    “I’m hoping to be back in a few more days. We still have the funeral to get through.” 
 
    “How is Doc holding up?” 
 
    “He’s had his moments, but on the whole, he’s doing better than I expected.” 
 
    “Have you found out anything on who might have killed Doc’s aunt?” 
 
    Cammie smiled. “Now you know I’m not here in any official capacity.” 
 
    “No offense Sheriff, but you not asking questions is like me not baking or knitting. It just can’t be done.” Both women laughed. 
 
    “Okay, you got me there. As a matter of fact, the reason I’m calling is that I was hoping you could do some research for me when you get into the office tomorrow.” 
 
    Unknown to most inhabitants of Twin Ponds, Emmy was an accomplished hacker. If there was anyone who could find out anything on Tom, it would be her. 
 
    “Sure, no problem.” 
 
    “See what you can find on a man named Thomas Hightower. He started a charity down in the Amazon rainforest within at least the last fifteen years. I’m sorry I don’t have the name of the charity. Last year, he went missing in the jungle down there. Can you also find out whatever you can on a man named Charles Evans? He died in a boating accident out near the Farallon Islands in California last month.”  
 
    “Wow. What weird ways to die. Is Doc’s family under some kind of curse or something?” 
 
    “I think the curse is called ‘tempting fate one too many times’. If you find anything, send me a text and I’ll call you back as soon as I’m able.” 
 
    “Do you think they had anything to do with Mrs. Carsgrove’s death?” 
 
    “I doubt it since both were already dead by the time Helen was murdered. But I’d like all the bases covered, just in case.” 
 
    “What’s Doc’s family like?” 
 
    Cammie paused. “Now I understand why Doc is as ornery as he is.” 
 
    She heard Emmy giggle at the other end. They said their goodbyes and she hung up just as Doc opened the slider door and came out onto the balcony. In his hand, he held two glasses of wine. He was dressed in a dark blue suit, light blue shirt and a black and silver tie. 
 
    “You look very spiffy,” Cammie smiled as he handed her one of the glasses. 
 
    “And you look very civilized. You ought to wear dresses more often.” 
 
    “At the next Twin Ponds cotillion, I’ll be sure to wear one.” 
 
    “Smart ass.” 
 
    “Aren’t we starting the drinking a little early?” 
 
    “I need something to fortify myself with.” He lifted his glass to her. “Let us eat, drink and be merry for in a few hours, we die!”  
 
    “Have you never heard of negative energy attracting more negative energy?” she teased as she watched him down the wine in one gulp. 
 
    “Sweetheart, you’re about to find out what negative energy truly is.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Cammie was growing up, she and her mother adored watching the British costume dramas on the PBS stations. They loved watching Upstairs, Downstairs, The Forsythe Saga and anything by Jane Austen. Now she reprimanded herself for not paying more attention to the dining room scenes. She had an array of silverware in front of her that she had no idea what to do with. Nor was there an instruction manual shoved under her plate, though she did look just in case. She always thought a simple knife and fork would do the job, but apparently up on Beacon Hill, they needed several knives and forks to eat their meals with.  
 
    Already feeling a bit befuddled, she was also constantly jumping whenever the maid silently came up behind her to serve. She was terrified of spilling something on the delicate linen napkin and the maid’s silent maneuvers weren’t helping any. 
 
    Trying not to look like a complete idiot, she had no choice but to watch Doc and imitate him whenever he picked up one of the utensils. Her observations were hampered by the fact that he was seated across from her so whatever he did, she had to do it in reverse on her side of the table.  
 
    Looking down at the several knives next to her porcelain plate, she wondered which one could cut through the tension that was so thick, it threatened to suffocate her.  
 
    She and Doc were seated at the end of the ornately carved, rectangular shaped oak table. Next to Doc was his mother, while Bitsy sat next to Cammie. Seated next to them at the head of the table was Mr. Westerfield. At first, the conversation was light, focusing on the family’s plans for their upcoming August vacations. Each time Cammie glanced at the old man under her lashes, she was struck by the perpetual scowl on his face. Even talking about something as enjoyable as sailing with the wind at your back failed to bring a smile to his face. It was as though lightheartedness was banished from his make-up. 
 
    Trying her best not to succumb to the negativity oozing from his end of the table, she half listened to their conversation about yachting and elaborate lawn parties while daydreaming about making love with Jace under the stars. Once it got warmer. And once black fly season ended. But after black fly season ended, mosquito season began. And sometimes those mosquitoes were the size of a tank. 
 
    Damn it. I can’t even think about sex without this tension messing up my happy thoughts. 
 
    It was then she caught Westerfield and Doc staring at her, not realizing she had a sappy grin plastered on her face as she thought about a naked Jace. Between their strain and disapproving gazes, she cleared her throat and resumed paying attention to the dinner conversation. Heaven forbid someone should be happy at this table while the War of Scowls was underway. Yet, perhaps because they were accustomed to it, Shirley and Bitsy babbled on, oblivious to the underlying friction strumming around the dining room. 
 
    “How did you ever get into law enforcement, Ms. Farnsworth?” Shirley asked, when the vacation topic died out.  
 
    Cammie quickly considered how best to answer the question. The truth was that she’d sworn never to be a victim again. But one look around the table and she knew that was definitely not the right thing to say. It had too much emotion attached to it and, as she’d come to see, emotion was a four letter word in the Westerfield household. Scanning her brain quickly for an appropriate response, she finally said, “I was living in Seattle and trying to find a job. I saw an ad for the police academy and decided to apply. They accepted me and the rest is history.”  
 
    Whew. Short, sweet and to the point. 
 
    “And how did you end up in Twin Ponds?” 
 
    “I was born and raised there, actually.” 
 
    “There’s no place quite like home,” Bitsy piped up. 
 
    “No, there isn’t,” Cammie agreed quietly. 
 
    “We went to see Abby,” Doc replied, noting Cammie’s discomfort at being the center of attention. “She has two gallery shows coming up.” 
 
    “You call that art?” Westerfield spoke up, his voice shattering the pleasant air the women had tried to create. “It’s simply blots of paint on a canvas.” 
 
    “Actually, her art has grown,” Doc replied, ignoring his father’s sharp tone. “Rather than imitating Pollack’s splashes of color on canvas, she’s creating moody pieces that actually cause an emotional reaction. I was quite surprised and taken by her artistic evolution.” 
 
    Westerfield rolled his eyes. Before the old man could speak, Shirley broke in. “I’ll have to call her and see when her shows are.” 
 
    “Will you be going?” Westerfield asked icily. 
 
    “I think it’s important that her family be there to support her,” Shirley spoke up, either ignoring or accustomed to his harshly judgmental tone.  
 
    He harrumphed, but remained silent.  
 
    “If you don’t mind, I need to use the ladies room,” Bitsy announced as she stood up. Looking at Cammie, she smiled. “I’ve always had a bit of a princess bladder.” 
 
    After leaving the room, Westerfield lifted his grey eyes and looked at Cammie.  
 
    “Have you heard anything more about this person of interest the police up in Maine mentioned, Ms. Farnsworth?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t.” 
 
    “They seem to be taking forever to arrest that man who was suing my sister.” 
 
    “Investigations are not usually so cut and dried,” Cammie tried to explain. “I’m sure when and if they make an arrest, it will be because the evidence is there to support the arrest.” 
 
    “I hope you still aren’t considering the ridiculous possibility that one of us committed this terrible crime.”  
 
    “I have no opinion one way or the other.” 
 
    “Oh that’s right,” he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “You’re not here on an official basis.” 
 
    “Just what is that supposed to mean?” Doc interjected quickly, his icy tone matching his father’s.  
 
    “For someone who is not here in an official capacity, she is acting as though she is actively investigating this murder. At least Lily thought so. She phoned and told me how she felt as though she were being interrogated in her own home. Really, Samuel. After everything she’s been through…” 
 
    Hoping to avoid an explosion, Cammie quickly asked, “I’m not investigating the murder, but I am curious about one thing. We found a letter addressed to Helen from a man named Rob. Do you know who that is?” 
 
    For a moment, she detected a look of surprise, then distaste quickly cross Westerfield’s features, before disappearing behind the scowl.  
 
    He knows who Rob is. 
 
    Her suspicions were confirmed when he bypassed her question and continued his conversation regarding Lily. 
 
    “I’m afraid she was quite upset by your visit. It’s bad enough that her mother was murdered in such a despicable manner, but on the heels of losing Charles, to have you two bombard her with distasteful questions-” 
 
    “We did not bombard her,” Doc responded defensively. “Lily has and always will be a drama queen. Whatever we spoke about came up in the course of a friendly conversation.” 
 
    “I thought you were going over there to discuss the funeral.” 
 
    “We did.” Westerfield opened his mouth to continue his tirade when Doc added, with a vengeful twinkle in his eye, “You’ll be happy to know she’s decided to cremate Helen.” 
 
    Shirley and Westerfield sucked in their breath. 
 
    “That’s—that’s not how we do things in this family!” Westerfield thundered, repeating Doc’s words almost verbatim. “I absolutely forbid it. No one has been or ever will be cremated in this family. She will be buried, as is customary, in the family vault in Cambridge.” 
 
    Doc shrugged. “You’ll need to bring that up with her. She’s quite made up her mind. The only sticking point now is whether to spread her ashes on the Cape or in Maine.” 
 
    Westerfield sputtered as Shirley tried her best to diffuse the escalating emotions. “Don’t upset yourself, dear. I’m sure you’ll be able to make Lily see reason. Ever since Freddy died, she looks to you as her surrogate father. Now, did you hear that Marion is considering giving up her seat on the Symphony’s Board? That would be a shame. She’s been such an asset to them over the years.” 
 
    Things calmed down and the conversation turned to Marion. Cammie noticed how quickly Westerfield overcame his boorish behavior from a few moments before. Now he was engaged in reiterating Marion’s wonderful attributes 
 
    Amazed by his abrupt about face, Cammie finished her glass of wine and found she too had to use the bathroom. She wondered if she could hold it, but afraid the fireworks were only postponed, she thought she’d better go while peace reigned. 
 
    “Can you tell me where the ladies room is?” she asked as she stood up.  
 
    “When you leave the dining room, take a left,” Shirley directed. 
 
    Cammie came out into the hallway and breathed a sigh of relief. The tension in the dining room was excruciating. She wished she could leave and get a burger anywhere in the city, but there was no sense making a volatile situation even more volatile by sneaking out the front door without saying good-bye. Nor could she, in good conscience, abandon Doc. Even if he was enjoying goading his father over what would happen to Helen’s remains. 
 
    Shaking her head at the sheer exhaustion caused by Doc and Westerfield’s battle of one-upsmanship, she walked down the corridor and found the bathroom. Unfortunately, it was still occupied by Bitsy and her princess bladder.  
 
    Having to really go now, Cammie searched around, but couldn’t find either another bathroom or someone to ask where another was located. With her bladder ready to burst, she had no choice but to run upstairs, hoping to find one at the top of the stairs.  
 
    She immediately found herself surrounded by bedrooms. Guessing that each bedroom had its own bathroom, she pointed to each one. 
 
    Eenie, meenie, miney, mo. To whose luxurious bathroom will I go? 
 
    She chose the bedroom to her immediate left. Entering, she clicked her tongue. Of course she’d chosen Westerfield’s bedroom. The dark wood and masculine décor was a dead giveaway that this was his. She quickly found the bathroom, impressed by the huge step in tub and multi jet shower. The vanity was of a rich mahogany with a porcelain bowl atop it as his sink. After taking care of business, she was about to dash back downstairs when she paused. She knew she shouldn’t do it, but she’d never get a chance like this again. And she wasn’t being nosy. She was investigating. 
 
    Making sure there was no one around, she opened the medicine cabinet and began to poke around. It was filled with the usual male toiletries. However, when she moved aside his electric razor, she saw a prescription bottle. Taking a tissue, she moved the bottle towards her so she could read the label. It had been recently filled by a doctor at Mass General, one of the most prodigious hospitals in the country. She raised an eyebrow when she saw it was for lithium.  
 
    “Interesting,” she whispered aloud before she faced the bottle back the way she’d found it. Making sure nothing was amiss, she hurried out of the bedroom and down the stairs. As she neared the dining room, she heard the sound of raised voices.  
 
    “Oh shit,” she muttered.  
 
    Doc and Westerfield were at it. By the sounds of the argument, it was a no holds barred, wipe up the floor with each other type of argument. She stood just outside the door and listened.  
 
    “I specifically asked Cammie to come here as my friend. There was never any ulterior motive.” 
 
    “She’s certainly acting as though she’s investigating. Imagine, asking us all these personal questions. Unless she is simply satisfying a puerile curiosity about our family,” Westerfield answered. 
 
    “She is an excellent police officer who, I will admit, sometimes allows her investigative curiosity to get the better of her. However, if there is anyone who could solve this mystery, it would be her. And you would be lucky if she were so inclined to involve herself, since I would like to think you and Lily want nothing more than to discover who murdered her mother and your sister.”  
 
    “You honestly believe I don’t want Helen’s murderer caught?” 
 
    “I believe your priority is making sure this family is left alone by the media. Catching Helen’s murderer is an afterthought.” 
 
    “I should have known only someone of your ilk would ever say such a horrendous thing.” 
 
    There was a long pause. Then in a frostbitten voice, she heard Doc reply, “My ilk?”  
 
    It was time to get in there. She entered the room just in time to see Doc standing, his face purple with anger. Westerfield remained seated, but the hatred and rage in their eyes as they stared at each other said everything. 
 
    “You know exactly what I’m talking about,” Westerfield seethed. 
 
    Barely keeping control of his emotions, Doc carefully placed his napkin down next to his plate. 
 
    “You mean someone who is not ashamed of their sexuality, despite your outdated, ignorant prejudice? Thankfully I do not need to spend another minute under this roof suffering from your insults and petty narrow mindedness. Thank you for a lovely dinner, Mother. But I must take my leave.” Doc turned on his heel and swept out of the room, almost knocking Cammie over as she stood in the doorway.  
 
    Aghast at the confrontation, she turned to Westerfield. “You’re being unfair, Mr. Westerfield. Samuel loved his aunt deeply. Her death was a tragedy and one he’s having trouble coming to terms with.”  
 
    An icy glower met her words. “Of course,” he spat out before uttering a cold laugh. “I’m afraid, Ms. Farnsworth that, after what I’ve seen of your investigative skills, the murder of my sister will never be solved.” Getting to his feet, he too left the room.  
 
    There was something in the words Westerfield used that sent alarm bells ringing in Cammie’s gut. “What did he mean by that?” she asked, looking at the two women. Bitsy and Shirley refused to meet her eye. Instead, Shirley turned in her seat towards the maid, who stood trembling by the sideboard. 
 
    “Kindly take the elk back to the kitchen. I don’t believe any of us have an appetite to eat it tonight.” This time, she turned to Cammie. “I apologize for my husband’s behavior. He and Samuel…well…” 
 
    “They’re oil and vinegar,” Bitsy finished for her.  
 
    Cammie saw she wasn’t going to get any answers from the two women. “I’m going to find Samuel,” she replied tersely. 
 
    She walked out of the dining room and was about to head down the long corridor towards the front door when she heard the sound of raised voices coming from Westerfield’s library. Crap, the old man was worse than a leech latched onto a host. Angry that he wasn’t letting up in his persecution of Doc, she was about to storm in when the door suddenly flew open and Doc stomped out.  
 
    “Doc, wait!” she cried out, but he didn’t stop. Instead, he hurried down the corridor and out the front door. Cammie had no choice but to follow him. 
 
    The night air was cool and refreshing as Cammie ran outside. She looked up and down Mount Vernon Street, its old fashioned streetlamps casting a yellowish hue over the surroundings.  
 
    Squinting in the gloom, she saw a shadow halfway down the block. Guessing it was Doc, and knowing how fast he normally walked, she sprinted after him, careful not to break her ankle on the uneven sidewalks.  
 
    The back of his jacket came into view, then disappeared as he turned the corner. Thank goodness she’d insisted on low heels, or she would have lost him a long time ago. 
 
    She turned onto Joy Street, noticing the name long enough to realize what a misnomer that was after what she’d just witnessed. There was anything but joy at the Westerfield home or between Doc and his father.  
 
    She saw him cross the street and continue down Joy Street until ducking into what she thought was an alleyway. She frowned as she jogged after him. Just where the hell was he going? 
 
    Reaching a red brick building, she noticed a plaque on its side announcing that this was the African Meeting House, built in 1806 to house the first African Baptist Church of Boston. It was now the oldest extant black church building in America, and a popular tourist attraction.  
 
    She stood there scratching her head as she caught her breath. Why would Doc come here? It made no sense. She was about to move on, wondering if she’d misjudged his direction when she noticed an opening that could be the alleyway she thought she’d seen him take. It was dark, with just one light illuminating what looked like a courtyard.  
 
    Venturing inside, she caught her breath as she found herself in a small, intimate garden. Underneath an ancient tree was a bench where she could just make out the seated figure of Doc. He had his elbows on his knees and he was staring into space. The sound of her heels sounded absurdly loud as she approached and sat down next to him. Not wishing to further disturb the serene silence, she sat back, taking a moment to enjoy this lovely oasis in the middle of a large, bustling city. 
 
    “This is where I used to come whenever I had any disagreements with Father,” Doc suddenly said as he continued to stare into the dark. 
 
    “You must have been asked to pay rent then,” Cammie gently joked.  
 
    Doc shook his head, then pushing his wire framed glasses atop his head, covered his eyes with his hands. 
 
    “Do you have any idea what it’s like to live your life as though you’re always on the outside looking in? To constantly feel as though you don’t belong? That no matter what you do, you will never fit in? You will never be accepted?” He removed his hands and looked up at the entrance to the church. “Maybe this is why this place always drew me in. It was built by free black men as a place where they could belong, where they could share in their culture and beliefs without interference. Without condemnation. Where they could be who they were without judgment by their white neighbors.” He sat back on the bench. “I spent years trying to please him. To be what he wanted me to be. I even denied I was gay to make him happy. I turned my back on potential relationships with good, caring men because I knew being in their company would upset him. Instead, to satisfy his vision of what his son should be, I allowed him to talk me into marrying four times. Four miserable, disheartening and soul crushing relationships that left all of us reeling with dissatisfaction and disgust. And after all that, it still wasn’t enough.” He took a halting breath. “It was never enough.” 
 
    Doc’s face was in the shadows, but Cammie knew there were tears in his eyes. She heard them in his voice. Her first impulse was to throw her arms around him and comfort him and tell him that although she hadn’t been through what he’d been through, she still understood misery and betrayal and soul crushing liaisons that left one wondering if it was worth going on. She knew what it was to put on a façade so the world couldn’t see the truth behind the mask. But as much as Doc may have hated his father, there was still too much of the ingrained revulsion of emotional display in him. She wasn’t sure how hugging him would make him feel. And now was not the time to find out. Instead, she reached out and placed her hand over his. He turned his palm up and grasped her fingers tightly.  
 
    “You’re a good friend, Cammie,” he replied. “You didn’t deserve to be subjected to his poison. I was mad to accept that dinner invitation. I knew how it would end. The same way all dinners with him have ended since I decided to live my life my way and not allow him to browbeat me any further.” He glanced at her through the gloomy darkness. “Let me guess. After I left, he insulted you in some way.” 
 
    “Yeah, pretty much.” 
 
    “I-” His voice caught and he struggled to get it under control. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Cammie shrugged. “Don’t be. He’s the asshole, not you. And I made it a policy a long time ago not to pay attention to assholes.” 
 
    Doc looked at her, then unexpectedly started to laugh. “You’re right. He is an asshole.” 
 
    The laughter seemed to do him good and Cammie felt him relax. Still holding onto her hand, he stood up. “Let’s take a walk. There’s nothing more beautiful than a Boston evening in spring time with a lovely lady by one’s side.” 
 
    To Cammie’s surprise, he pulled her to her feet. Taking her arm and intertwining it with his, they left the garden and slowly strolled through the streets of Beacon Hill. She was shocked to discover that Doc really did know how to walk slowly. 
 
    The night was perfect, with a soft breeze blowing up now and then, accompanied by the muted sounds of passing traffic. They skirted the Boston Common, where centuries before the townspeople had let their cattle graze, and where the first voices in the cause of independence were raised. They passed nineteenth century townhouses that looked out over the Common where once the rich had lived and where now their luxurious rooms were turned into business offices and condominiums. Doc remained silent until they arrived at the corner of Charles and Beacon Street. 
 
    “Do you know, I didn’t realize until this visit to Boston, how much Twin Ponds has become home to me,” he replied as he looked down the row of old fashioned street lamps that illuminated the stores and quaint restaurants along Charles Street.  
 
    “Even though you constantly complain about the cold and snow?” Cammie asked teasingly. 
 
    “My complaining is part of my mystique, haven’t you figured that out yet?” he teased back. 
 
    She knew it was also part of his defense mechanism, but refrained from saying so. Doc was relaxed, seemingly having left the distress of the family dinner behind. She watched as he shook his head in amazement. “Imagine, finding a little piece of paradise in a tiny town no one’s ever heard of, surrounded by trees, trees and more trees. I feel more myself there than anywhere else I’ve ever been.” 
 
    “That’s because no one there needs to judge you or feel superior to you. The townspeople love you because you are you. Maybe that’s why your aunt chose to live in Allagash. Maybe that was her little piece of paradise.” 
 
    “I believe you’re right.” 
 
    They walked a little further, turning into the Boston Public Garden.  
 
    The Public Garden, a park adjacent to the Common, was established in 1837 as the first public botanical garden in the United States. A favorite among Bostonians and visitors alike, it boasted a beautiful lagoon where the famous Swan Boats could be rented on a summer’s afternoon. The daffodils and other early blooming plants were already on display, their colors muted by the darkness of night. 
 
    As they passed by the famous statue of George Washington on horseback, Cammie decided to share with Doc what she’d found back at the Westerfield mansion. It was eating away at her and she wanted his opinion. 
 
    “I hate to bring this up, but I sort of have a confession to make.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell me you stole the family silver when you went to the bathroom.” 
 
    “Nothing that bad. But I did do a bit of snooping. Okay, okay,” she replied when she saw his look. “So I am a bit nosy. Okay, a lot nosy. But you just never know what you’re going to discover.” 
 
    “And what did you discover?” 
 
    By the tone of his voice, she knew he wasn’t angry. On the contrary. He seemed intrigued.  
 
    “I couldn’t use the bathroom on the main floor because Bitsy was using it. And I really had to go. So I went upstairs and went into the first bedroom I saw. Of course it had to be your father’s.” 
 
    Doc raised an eyebrow. “You actually used Father’s bathroom?” 
 
    She shrugged. “When you gotta go…” 
 
    “So what did you find in his medicine cabinet?” 
 
    Cammie chuckled. “You know me too well, don’t you?”  
 
    “It’s exactly what I would have done.” 
 
    “I found a recently filled prescription bottle filled with lithium pills.” She met his eyes. “That’s what’s prescribed for severe bipolar symptoms, isn’t it?” He nodded. “That would help explain his abrupt mood swing at dinner. One minute he was tearing you apart and the next minute he was praising this Marion who wants to leave the Symphony.” 
 
    Doc nodded. “Many people begin to feel better and think they don’t need the medicine anymore, so they take themselves off it.” 
 
    “Did you know he was bipolar?” 
 
    “No. But I’ve suspected it for years. You can only imagine what it was like before lithium.” 
 
    “When I told your father about the love letter, did you notice he never asked for Rob’s last name?” 
 
    “I can’t say that I did.” 
 
    “If it were anyone else, the first thing they would have asked is if Rob wrote down his last name. But your father didn’t. I guarantee you he knows exactly who this Rob is. After you left, he said that after witnessing my investigative skills, I’d never find out what happened to Helen.” Doc cursed under his breath. “No, it was more than an insult. There was something behind those words. Something that didn’t feel right to me. It still doesn’t.” 
 
    They paused in front of one of the many fountains that adorned the Public Garden’s walkways. For the first time since they’d left the Westerfields, she could see Doc’s face illuminated by a nearby streetlamp. “My gut is screaming there’s something else going on. What is it, Doc? What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    Doc stood staring over her shoulder for a long moment, then uttered a long, mournful sigh. “You’re very astute,” he finally said. “You may need to get that gut of yours patented.” 
 
    “It’s my job, despite what your old man thinks.” 
 
    Cammie instantly knew her instincts had been correct. Doc looked as though he’d suddenly aged ten years. He opened and closed his mouth several times as if unable to find the words to answer her question. Finally, he sighed again. He led her over to a park bench where they both sat down. 
 
    “You’re absolutely right. Father did know Rob. He’s dead now but when he was alive, his name was Robert Warren.” 
 
    Cammie blinked at him in surprise. “You’ve known all along who Rob was?” Doc nodded miserably. “And you were never going to tell me?” 
 
    “I honestly don’t believe that letter had anything to do with who murdered Helen. I told you, Rob is dead. He’s been dead for over ten years.” 
 
    Cammie crossed her arms against her chest as she sat back on the bench. “I know this isn’t my case. I’m here as moral support for you and that’s all. But I’ve become caught up in it. I’d really like to know who murdered Helen Carsgrove.” 
 
    “So would I.” 
 
    “Then think of me as an interested bystander. I’ll even go as far as to admit I’m a nosy bystander. But I’m convinced part of the answer to the mystery of who killed Helen is here in Boston. I’ve been feeling it ever since we found that love letter. Only you can help me figure out that part of the mystery. You know all the players. If you don’t have all the answers, you know who to go to get those answers from. But the only way this is going to work is if you are open with me. Maybe between the two of us, we can trace the line of whatever started here and follow it up to Allagash where it ended with Helen’s death. Are you game?” 
 
    Doc turned a weary gaze towards Cammie. He knew this was a pivotal moment. He knew he had a decision to make that would impact the rest of his life. He could remain tightlipped about his past and all the pain it held, or he could be honest with the one person on earth he’d come to trust. He didn’t doubt Lieutenant Geoff Mantree’s investigative skills – he just knew Cammie was better, if only because she had access to information Mantree could never get on his own. In order to solve Helen’s murder, he had to open up the bag of regrets and anger and hurt and let it spill out.  
 
    He had no choice. 
 
    “I am,” he responded. 
 
    “Then tell me about Rob.” 
 
    In a voice unaccustomed to baring the depths of his soul, Doc began. “Rob was the youngest brother of a member of Father’s Harvard fraternity. They all became quite close. On one of his visits to the family home, he met Helen.” 
 
    “She tell you this?” Doc nodded. “She seemed a woman who didn’t like sharing her secrets.” 
 
    “She felt it was important I know.” 
 
    “Huh,” Cammie murmured. “I wonder why. I mean, why should her relationship with Rob Warren be important to you?”  
 
    Doc clasped his hands together and stared down at the ground. “Maybe it was because she knew she wasn’t going to live forever. She wanted – needed me to know the truth. About her. About Rob. About myself.” 
 
    “You?” 
 
    Doc nodded. “You see, Rob was my father. And Helen was my mother.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cammie was thunderstruck. Whatever she’d thought Doc was about to tell her, it wasn’t this. The sounds of the city disappeared and time seemed to stand still as she slowly tried to digest what he’d just said. 
 
    “I didn’t share this with you because I truly believed it had no relevance in Helen’s death. But as I’ve heard you say many times, information that we may consider irrelevant or useless could very well hold the key to an investigation.” He slowly stood up. “Why don’t we head back to Horatio’s apartment? I’ll tell you everything there.” 
 
      
 
    “I found out the truth about my parentage just before you made the decision to return to Twin Ponds to settle your father’s estate. She hadn’t told me sooner because Father – oh hell, now that you know, I don’t need to call him Father anymore, thank Christ. Eliot didn’t want her to tell me. He was afraid of the scandal it would cause. Helen was a married woman, after all. And she’d had an illegitimate child. In those days if it had gotten out, the news would have ruined the family’s reputation. And as you’ve no doubt seen for yourself, the family’s reputation is everything to Eliot. He just wanted it all to go away. If it wasn’t acknowledged, it didn’t exist. Your decision to return home couldn’t have come at a better time for me. Not only could I escape Eliot’s condemnation of my lifestyle, but more importantly, I could keep an eye on Helen. Especially now that I knew she was my birth mother.” 
 
    They were sitting on the couch in Horatio’s apartment , the twinkling lights of Boston at night reflecting in the window that looked out over the Harbor. Cammie had kicked off her shoes and after tucking her legs beneath her, sat listening to Doc’s story. 
 
    “Why didn’t she pretend you were Freddy’s son? Wouldn’t that have been easier than involving that old grouch Westerfield?” She asked. 
 
    “ Freddy had been away for several months on business. It was while he was away that she became pregnant with me. Although Freddy was besotted with her, she couldn’t take the chance that he would reject me. Nor could she jeopardize losing Lily if Freddy decided to play hardball in a custody battle. She therefore took off for a long European holiday with Shirley where she could give birth in complete privacy.” 
 
    “Shirley went along with this?”  
 
    Doc nodded. “She and Eliot had been trying to have a baby, but after suffering several miscarriages, she despaired it was never going to happen. When Helen shared her dilemma, Shirley saw an opportunity to finally have a child of her own. She convinced Helen that by giving me up to them, she could still be a part of my life, albeit as my aunt. The alternative was losing me forever in an anonymous adoption.” 
 
    “Westerfield agreed?” 
 
    “This seemed the best chance he’d have of obtaining what he most wanted – an heir to carry on the family name. It was done very cleverly so no hint of scandal ever leaked out. Shirley and Helen disappeared to Europe for seven months. When they came back, Shirley announced she’d given birth in France to a bouncing baby boy. I’m sure there were those who questioned the circumstances, but as long as Shirley and Eliot treated me as their legitimate son, what could they say? Especially since I did share a family resemblance.”  
 
    “How did you take the news when you found out?” 
 
    “It was revelatory, as you might imagine. The fact that I was not Eliot’s biological son helped put my life in perspective. I now understood my inability to ever feel as though I belonged in the Westerfield household. At first I thought it was because I was gay. But it went deeper than that. A feeling that I was always out of step with everyone else. Now I knew why. Now I knew the truth.” 
 
    “I wondered why you were so concerned about taking care of Helen’s house when we were up there. Legally, that should have been Lily’s job as her only daughter. It also now makes sense why you were so adamant we don’t give Rob’s love letter to Mantree.” 
 
    Doc smiled. “I forget sometimes how observant you are.” 
 
    “So this Robert Warren fellow -- it’s obvious Helen never fell out of love with him.” 
 
    “Helen met Rob at the same time she met Freddy. Unlike the man who became her husband, Helen told me Rob was a man in love with life. He made her laugh and encouraged her to live outside the box.” 
 
    “If Rob was as close to Eliot as you say, why didn’t he encourage that relationship instead of the one with Freddy?” 
 
    “I can sum it up in one word. Money. Rob’s wealth was never going to match Freddy’s. Nor did he strike the family as a suitable husband for their only daughter and sister. Instead of settling down to be a lawyer or banker, Rob loved poetry and hoped to be a writer in the style of Hemingway or Fitzgerald. He was, in other words, a dreamer. Grandpapa and Eliot insisted the match with Freddy was better for her, both socially and economically. She didn’t have the strength of character back then to oppose the two of them so she broke it off with Rob and married Freddy. For the first years of the marriage, she tried her best to be the dutiful wife which included forgetting all about Rob.” 
 
    “That obviously didn’t work. What happened to bring them back together?” 
 
    “According to Helen, it was quite by accident. Freddy was in Europe on business and she’d decided to open up the Cape Cod home early. She’d always loved the ocean and summer came early that year. She was walking the beach one morning when she saw a man approaching. As he drew closer, she realized it was Rob.” 
 
    Cammie smiled. “Awfully coincidental.” 
 
    “She insisted it was, but I’m convinced Rob kept an eye on her throughout the years. Despite her pretense to the world, he knew she wasn’t happy with Freddy. He had superb timing because when they met on that beach, she was at her lowest point. She told me meeting Rob gave her a new lease on life.”  
 
    “Which explains those disappearances Bitsy spoke of.”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you ever meet your father?” 
 
    “Alas, no. It was one of Helen’s biggest regrets that she didn’t tell me sooner – before Rob died. She was convinced we would have forged a close relationship.” 
 
    “Do you think Freddy knew about Rob?” 
 
    “If he did, he never spoke of it.” 
 
    “It seems to me that despite Westerfield wanting a son, he still resented you on some level.”  
 
    “Helen told me he wasn’t bad in the beginning. Then Horatio came along. As happens many times, once Shirley took the focus off the need to get pregnant and occupied herself with me, voila! She found herself expecting.” 
 
    “No wonder Horatio is the favorite.” 
 
    “I was two when he was born, so my earliest memories are of a difficult, contentious relationship with Eliot. My sexuality was the icing on the cake. It became even more combative when Helen removed Eliot as the executor of her will.”  
 
    Cammie held up her hand. “Whoa. Westerfield was removed as Helen’s executor?” Doc nodded. “When was this?” 
 
    “She’d done it soon after telling me she was my mother. However, both Eliot and I didn’t find out until a few months before she died. It unfortunately evoked an argument between us that I still deeply regret. I knew she was goading the beast, not only by removing him as executor, but by telling Eliot she’d finally revealed the truth to me about my parentage. Up until that time, we’d agreed to keep it under wraps if only to save us from listening to one of his endless tirades.” 
 
    “Who did she replace the old man with?” 
 
    Doc smiled sheepishly. “Me. Who better to manage her estate than her only son?” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Cammie replied, shaking her head in disbelief. “I’m sure he took that news well.”  
 
    “In typical Westerfield fashion. He was absolutely furious. She came down to Boston in February to make some changes to her will, after which for reasons I could never fully understand, she went to Mount Vernon to inform him of what she’d done. When aroused, Helen’s temper was as bad as Eliot’s. You can imagine the insults and recriminating words those two threw at each other. She left the house in a huff and, as far as I know, never spoke to him again.” 
 
    “Why should he care if you became executor of his sister’s will? Did he think you were so irresponsible you’d end up blowing it all?” 
 
    “Eliot takes very seriously his responsibilities as head of the Westerfield family. By replacing him with me of all people, he would naturally interpret it as a usurpation of those responsibilities.” 
 
    “In other words, he was pissed you got one up on him,” Cammie replied, her head spinning with Doc’s habit of sometimes using overly fanciful words when plain ones would suffice. 
 
    He smiled. “Yes, he was pissed.” Turning towards her, he watched as her facial expression slowly changed. “You’ve got a weird look in your eyes.” 
 
    “Look, I know he raised you, but have you ever considered the possibility that your uncle, stepfather, adopted dad, whatever the heck he is, might be responsible for Helen’s death?” 
 
    “Impossible! He may be a martinet, but he’s simply not capable of cold blooded murder.” 
 
    “Why not? He obviously has a temper. And with his reputation at stake, how difficult would it have been for him to travel up to Allagash and try to talk her out of removing him as executor? Add to that the fact that he’s bi-polar, I can easily see him going off the deep end and shooting her eight times in a fit of rage after she told him to take a hike.” Cammie unconsciously leaned forward as she warmed to the scenario she was creating. “It would also explain why Helen was shot in the back of the head. The coroner said she was looking away from her assailant when she was shot. You only do that if you have complete trust in the person you’re with. I bet you that despite their tempestuous relationship, Helen never would have imagined in a million years that her own brother would shoot her. And after shooting her in the head, he was still so enraged that he shot her an additional seven times.” Doc involuntarily flinched. “Does Lily know you’re actually her half-brother?” 
 
     “Yes. As usual she put up an ungodly fuss, going so far as to insist we get DNA tests done to make sure Helen wasn’t lying to her.” 
 
    “Why would she think her own mother would make up such a thing?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you if your only progeny was Lily?” Cammie snorted in response. “Helen told me they had another one of their epic battles. And before you ask, I believe this happened when she came down to Boston last February.” 
 
    “So I was right to think that it was really Lily’s behavior that drove Helen to get the hell out of Boston.” He sighed as he gave a nod of his head. “Doc, have you seen Helen’s will yet?” 
 
    “No. She only told me about the change in executor. Whatever else she did, she kept to herself.” 
 
    “I think we need to see it. We need to see what other changes, if any, she made to her will.” 
 
    “I’ll call Vance Loring in the morning. He’s taken care of all the Westerfields’ legal matters for as long as I can remember.” He paused, then glanced at her. “You honestly believe Eliot killed her?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But he certainly had a motive. And depending on what the will says, Lily may have had a motive as well. No matter how many times I go over it, it’s still not making any sense to me why Lily lied about not knowing her mother was involved in a lawsuit with Henry Harding. These are loose ends. And you know how much I loathe loose ends.”  
 
    The next morning, Doc placed a call to Loring’s office. When he hung up, he gave Cammie a thoughtful look.  
 
    “Not knowing I was down here, Loring’s secretary sent a copy of the will to my home in Twin Ponds. Since I obviously haven’t received it, he’s asked me to come down to his office to discuss a few of the codicils.” 
 
    She frowned. “That sounds kind of ominous. Aren’t codicils documents that change or amend something in the original will?” 
 
    “That’s correct.” 
 
    “What did Helen change that the attorney needs to see you face to face?” 
 
    Doc waved his hand impatiently at her. “Sometimes you’re too much of a police officer. He probably wants to go over the particulars since I am the executor.” 
 
    Cammie remained unconvinced, but she decided to refrain from saying anything more. There was no point in provoking an argument with Doc when she had no idea what these codicils contained. Yet she couldn’t help feeling they would prove more important than even Doc realized. 
 
    After eating another ample breakfast prepared by Doc, the two travelled into the heart of Boston’s financial district. They parked Doc’s Navigator in one of the large underground garages near the state government offices. Across the street from the area known as Government Center, she and Doc entered a huge, glass paneled building that stretched up into the sky.  
 
    Dodging barreling employees who rushed past them in order to get to the elevators, by the time they managed to get onto one of the elevators, Cammie felt as though she’d just gone through an obstacle course. Doc pushed the button for the 60thfloor – the top and most likely, the most expensive floor in the building. When the doors opened and they emerged, she saw they were standing in the lobby of the prodigious Pinckney and Adams, one of the oldest law firms in the city known for their ties to Boston’s old moneyed families. 
 
    It was so quiet, Cammie felt as though they were in a library. She was almost afraid to breathe as Doc gave his name to the receptionist.  
 
    If I worked here, I’d have to make some kind of noise at least once a day just to keep my sanity. 
 
    Then again, looking around at the ultra-conservative business wear, serious expressions on everyone’s face and whispered conversations, she never would have lasted an hour employed here.  
 
    A tall, middle aged woman appeared at the receptionist desk and asked Doc to follow her past dark paneled corridors to a corner office that looked out over the historic Faneuil Hall. 
 
    Once the sight of warehouses, Faneuil Hall was now a successful and bustling marketplace in which thousands of tourists passed through every day. 
 
    A white-haired man standing about as tall as Doc bustled out from behind his immense oak desk. He wore pince-nez glasses, a white starched shirt, and a blue and gold bow tie beneath his dark blue suit. Although sprightly, the man looked ancient, with deep wrinkles lining his face and his body bent in a permanent stooped posture. Watching him approach Doc and shake his hand, she wouldn’t have been surprised if he turned out to be Benjamin Franklin or Samuel Adam’s original attorney. 
 
    “Sam, what a pleasure to see you,” he exclaimed in a surprisingly strong, patrician accented voice. “It’s been too long.” 
 
    “Hello, Vance.” 
 
    “And this is the Cammie Farnsworth you mentioned on the phone?” 
 
    “Hello Mr. Loring,” she said as he took her hands in his. 
 
    “Please, call me Vance.” He led them to a large round table that backed up to floor to ceiling oak bookcases that held a vast array of legal books. In the middle of the table was an accordion folder filled with papers. “We can sit here. It’s quite fortuitous you’re in Boston. It saves me having to track you down to give you a copy of Helen’s will. Can I get either of you some tea or coffee?” 
 
    “No, thank you,” Doc said. “We just had breakfast.” 
 
    “Well, it certainly looks like this Twin Ponds agrees with you, Sam. You’re looking very well.” He then added in a more somber tone, “I’m very sorry about Helen. She was a remarkable woman.” 
 
    “Yes, she was.” 
 
    On the way over, Cammie had asked Doc if Vance knew the truth of his parentage. Doc nodded, telling her Helen had shared the news with her attorney when she’d come down to make changes to her will. Loring took the folder and opened it. 
 
    “Although all of this is on the computer, I still prefer handling paper. There’s something rather comforting about seeing in front of you rather than on a screen.” He withdrew a thin packet and began to shuffle through them. “As you know, Helen made you the executor of her will. Last February, she came down to Boston to make what she considered necessary changes to her original testament.” 
 
    “What other changes did she make?” Doc asked. 
 
    Vance took two sheets of paper off the top of the pile and handed them to Doc. “This first page is Helen’s last will and testament. As you can see, she was succinct in what she wanted. The second page contains the three codicils she added in February. A copy has already been filed with the probate courts, as well as distributed to the other beneficiaries. If you’d like, you can read it yourself or I can summarize it for you.” 
 
    “Please, I’d prefer if you tell me what it says.” Vance glanced over at Cammie. “Whatever you say to me, you can say to her. She has my complete trust.” 
 
    Vance nodded. He cleared his throat, then quickly scanned the will. “Originally, Helen split her estate evenly between you and Lily. That included the proceeds from the sales of her home in Brookline and the house on Cape Cod, as well as her considerable investments in the stock market. A copy of her complete financial portfolio is in the packet we’ve prepared for you. There were also bequests to various charities, including the charity run by her ex-son-in-law Thomas Hightower. She included a proviso that the monthly payments of $250,000 to Eliot Westerfield be continued, as well as a one-time payment of $1 million to be given to Abigail Westerfield to aid her in her fledging art career.” 
 
     Doc frowned as he leaned forward in his chair. “Excuse me Vance, but what is this $250,000 monthly payment to Eliot? This is the first I’ve heard of it.” 
 
     “I’ll come to that in a minute. The first codicil had to do with her bequests. In the wake of Thomas Hightower’s unfortunate death, she increased her charitable donation to his charity from $500,000 to $2 million. She also increased her bequest to Abigail by an additional $1.5 million. The biggest change, however, had to do with your inheritance, which is contained in the second codicil.” 
 
    “Mine?” Doc questioned.  
 
    “Yes.” He looked over his pince-nez at Doc. “She wanted you legally recognized as her son. She was well aware of how difficult your relationship with Eliot has always been and believed she should have done something to rectify that. This modification was her way of making up for all the suffering she felt she caused you by not only giving you up at birth, but by not acknowledging you sooner as her rightful son. She therefore reduced the amount she was leaving Lily and left the bulk of her estate to you, which includes the Allagash property and all its contents.” 
 
    Doc sat back in his chair with a thud. He could only stare at Vance in muted shock and surprise. 
 
    “How much exactly are we talking about?” Cammie asked, since Doc seemed unable to speak at the moment. 
 
    “Lily will be receiving $10 million. You will receive approximately $200 million. Helen set up a trust that will allow you to withdraw funds as you see fit.” Cammie audibly gasped as Doc turned ashen. “Would you care for a glass of water?” Vance asked. “I know this is a bit of a shock.” 
 
    “A bit?” Doc croaked. He passed a shaking hand over his brow. “Why in heaven’s name would Helen do something like that? Her original bequest was generous enough.” 
 
    Vance took off his pince-nez and carefully wiped them with a handkerchief he’d withdrawn from his pocket. Cammie guessed this was his way of buying time to formulate exactly what he wanted to say. After putting his glasses back on, he gazed steadily at Doc. “Now, this is just my interpretation of her actions, and from bits and pieces of conversations we’ve had over the years. Mind you, she never said anything outright, nor would she have. She was a very private person. But as you well know, she was also a determined person. Once she made up her mind, there was no changing it. I believe she’d reached a point in her life where she’d grown tired of subsidizing Lily’s lifestyle. She felt she’d given her daughter more than enough during her lifetime. It was your turn now to benefit from her generosity, especially in light of the fact that it was you and not Lily who was always concerned for her wellbeing, both before and after her move to Maine.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize she was supporting Lily. I thought Charles was wealthy in his own right,” Doc said. 
 
    “Simply because one has money doesn’t mean they don’t crave more. And unfortunately, rather than being frugal, Lily seemed unable or unwilling to budget her expenses. She began to think of Helen’s money as her own personal bank account.” 
 
    “What about Eliot? She was supporting him as well?” 
 
    “Yes. He made some rather unfortunate investments a few years ago that left him nearly bankrupt. Helen made arrangements to have $250,000 taken monthly from her portfolio and deposited into his bank account. When she came here in February to add the codicils, one of them specifically dealt with situation. That’s contained in the third codicil. As her executor, she gave you considerable leeway to decide on certain aspects of her estate, such as whether you wanted to continue to use her financial advisor, her accountants, etc. She also left it up to your discretion in the matter of continuing those monthly payments to Eliot. Again, this is just conjecture on my part-” 
 
    Doc raised his hand. “I believe the term is ‘karma is a bitch’.” 
 
    Vance glanced at him before a slight smile played across his lips. “Yes, I believe it is.” 
 
    “When did you send the beneficiaries their copy of the will?” 
 
    “They were all hand delivered yesterday afternoon.” 
 
    Doc glanced at Cammie. “So it’s safe to assume that both Lily and Abby received their copy after our visits.” 
 
    “Anticipating the -- shall we say -- turmoil these changes were going to cause, Helen included a no-contest clause in her will. If either Lily or Eliot try to contest the will, they will be automatically disinherited.” 
 
    “Do you think either of them will go that far?” 
 
    “In Eliot’s case, if you decide to suspend the payments, he has nothing to lose by taking you to court. As for Lily…” He shrugged. He gathered the papers and took out a Mont Blanc pen from the inside of his jacket. “I’ll need you to sign some documents.” 
 
    As Doc signed, Cammie tried to wrap her mind around the fact that her friend had just inherited $200 million. She didn’t know how much he’d had before, though it was obvious he was pretty well off. His cabin was custom built with the finest materials, and the artwork alone looked priceless.  
 
    A tiny flicker of fear flared up in the pit of her stomach – a fear she didn’t wish to acknowledge. Before it could fully take hold, her thoughts were interrupted when Vance took out a last piece of paper.  
 
    “Now, this is an authorization to continue the payments to Eliot.” 
 
    Doc capped the Mont Blanc pen and handed it back to Vance. Taking the piece of paper, he folded it neatly in half. “I need to think about it.” 
 
    The attorney eyed him steadily. “I know how abominably he’s treated you over the years, Sam, but without this allowance, he will be humiliated. He stands to lose his way of life, everything he’s known.” 
 
    Doc returned the lawyer’s look with an expression that put Westerfield’s icy gaze to shame. “I said I need to think about it. Now, I do have one more matter to discuss. Did you know anything about Helen’s lawsuit with one of the locals up in Allagash?”  
 
    Cammie blinked at him, surprised by his question.  
 
    Vance nodded. “She asked if we would represent her. I advised her it would be wiser to get local counsel and recommended a very good firm up in Bangor.” He scribbled on a piece of paper and handed it to Doc. “I’m sure they’re expecting your call.” They stood up and Vance shook Doc’s hand. “Congratulations, Sam. I’m sorry for the loss of Helen, but I applaud her foresight in appointing you her executor, as well as the main beneficiary of her estate. I can think of no one better to watch over her legacy. Don’t hesitate to call us if there’s anything we can do for you.” 
 
    Cammie waited until they were in the privacy in Doc’s Navigator before she turned to him. “You know what this means, don’t you?” 
 
    “That I’m filthy rich and hold Eliot’s future in my hands? That Lily will believe she was screwed over and I wish I could have seen her face when she discovered this?” 
 
    “Besides that. From the very start, Westerfield was adamant that no one here in Boston could have been responsible for Helen’s death. He was pretty upset when he found out we were asking Lily some pretty innocent questions. Now that we know he’s broke and Helen wasn’t going to give him anything in her will, he has the perfect motive to kill her. Who’s to say he didn’t go up there, find out he was getting nothing and became so enraged, he shot her?” 
 
    For the first time that day, Doc smiled. “You know, that does sound quite plausible.” 
 
    Cammie narrowed her eyes. “When I mentioned this last night, you thought it was impossible.” 
 
    “That was yesterday. Today, I’ve gotten a new perspective on things.” 
 
    “Your smile is creeping me out, you know.” 
 
    “I’m simply agreeing with your hypothesis.” 
 
    “Humph.” She looked out the window at the passing traffic as she continued. “The same motive holds true for Lily. She went from thinking she was inheriting $100 million to $10 million. It’s still a lot of money, but that extra zero makes a whole lot of difference to someone who seems to go through money like I go through Emmy’s raspberry cookies.” 
 
    Doc’s grin became wider. “That’s very true. Fancy that.” 
 
    She glanced at him a bit longer, his happy expression really creeping her out now. 
 
    “It’s all conjecture though. There’s no way to prove it.” 
 
    “If there’s a way to prove your theory, I’m sure you’ll find a way to do it. Even if,” he added, breaking out into a hearty laugh, “this isn’t your case.” 
 
    The tiny sliver of fear that had flared up in Vance Loring’s office now threatened to grow to epic proportions. Was Doc agreeing with her to exact revenge against the man who’d made his life a living hell? Or was he agreeing with her because he believed in his heart that Westerfield was capable of killing his own sister in a fit of blind rage? 
 
    The same fear applied to Lily. Now that he was worth $200 million, not counting whatever he was worth in his own right, would he use some of that money to make Lily pay dearly for treating him and his mother like garbage? 
 
    Throughout her law enforcement career, Cammie had seen the unhealthy hold money had on some people. It didn’t matter that Westerfield and Lily had grown up with money. Their entire personalities were wrapped up in being wealthy, of lording it over people because of their riches. It didn’t take too much imagination to see either one of them lose control when faced with the deterioration of the foundation of their lives which was defined by wealth.  
 
    Although killing Helen would not give Westerfield the money he so desperately needed, the loss of prestige and the humiliation caused by his bankruptcy may have been enough for him to obliterate the one thing that could have saved his precious reputation.  
 
    Helen’s murder had been motivated by rage. The gunshot to the face and the overkill to her body spoke of someone who had completely lost control. 
 
    Did Eliot Gardner Westerfield fit that bill? 
 
    And what about Lily? Was it possible she somehow found out how much money she was losing by Helen’s decision to recognize Doc as her son? Cammie saw firsthand how much she and Doc detested each other. Did she go to Maine to confront her mother? Is that why she lied about not knowing anything about the lawsuit with Henry Harding? Did she believe that by admitting she knew, that would somehow link her physically to being in Allagash? Cammie didn’t think so – Lily could have simply found out about the lawsuit during a phone call with her mother. But for whatever reason, she’d felt the need to lie about it. Why? Vance had said that once Helen made up her mind about something, no one could change it. 
 
    Was it that inflexibility that condemned her to die on a lonely, windswept hill in the middle of nowhere? 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Doc was feeling so good that he decided to treat Cammie to lunch at the Four Seasons Hotel. Situated on Boylston Street where the expensive shops and boutiques were located and where once the rich had lived in mansions that lined the wide straight boulevard, the hotel was known for its classic and very pricey splendor. 
 
    Cammie sat across from him in the plush dining room and watched him smile and laugh with the wait staff. She inwardly shook her head at the difference between their reactions to inheriting more money than they’d ever dreamed of.  
 
    When she’d inherited $500,000 from Eli Kelley, she’d actually become depressed. Money had a way of changing people, not only the recipient, but the people around them. The only way she knew how to deal with it was to completely ignore that half a million dollars was still sitting in her bank account.  
 
    Of course, $500,000 was nowhere near to what Doc was getting. She still couldn’t quite come to grips over the amount of money Helen had left him. The fear that this inheritance was going to change him was now playing out before her. He was acting with a lighthearted cheeriness she’d never thought him possible of ever possessing. An old refrain danced through her head as she forced herself to look away from his flirting with the wait staff and turn her attention to the menu. 
 
    Revenge is best served cold. 
 
    Doc had probably never expected he could get back at Westerfield for all the old man had done to him. He’d dealt with the family dysfunction by moving as far away from Boston as possible. Now an opportunity to exact vengeance had been handed to him on a golden platter. 
 
    As much as she hated to admit it, especially after being on the receiving end of his acid tongue for years, she was already missing his cantankerous, overbearing ways. This new version of Doc -- kind, happy, laughing -- just didn’t seem right. 
 
    Doc ordered lunch with an appetizer of oysters, followed by Chilean sea bass with roasted red potatoes and grilled asparagus. 
 
    Cammie ordered a hamburger with cognac bacon, gruyere cheese and onions. Just ordering it made her miss Zee’s gourmet burgers.  
 
    Bruce Zevon was the owner of Zee’s Bar and Grille, the epicenter of life in Twin Ponds. Looking like Santa Claus’ twin brother, he had his finger on the pulse of everything that went on, not only in Twin Ponds, but in the surrounding Clarke County. She missed the way his face would break out in a grin every time he saw her and how in a weird, supernatural kind of way, he’d always know what she needed at any given moment, whether it was one of his tasty Waban burgers, or a shot of whisky to get her through an emotional trial.  
 
    Thinking about Zee made her think about Jace and the nights they’d meet up at the Bar and Grille after work to share a beer and a meal before heading home. It was all she could do not to break down in tears as a longing for home filled her so deeply, it actually hurt. What the hell was she doing in the Four Seasons? This wasn’t her world. These weren’t her people. Heck, even the clothes she was wearing that Doc had bought her wasn’t really her either. 
 
    Soon. They’d get through the funeral and head home and all would be back to normal.  
 
    Except for Doc’s creepy grin that refused to go away. 
 
    And his new happy go lucky lease on life. 
 
    She gave a melancholy sigh. Would Doc ever be normal again? 
 
    Another distressing thought occurred to her as she watched him laugh with their waiter. With his net worth now in the stratosphere, would he be content to remain in Twin Ponds? Sure, he’d told her only last night how much Twin Ponds had become a home to him. But that was before he found out he was now a gazillionaire.  
 
    The world was changing. Homosexuality was being more readily accepted. He didn’t need to hide out in a remote town in the middle of nowhere in northwestern Maine. Would he now become a jetsetter – a sort of Truman Capote of the medical world? 
 
    She felt a little sick at the prospect of losing her dear friend. At the same time, she worried about him. What he would do out there with so much money and a chance to leave the past behind and be happy? Perhaps for the first time in his life? 
 
    She sighed again. Once more, she was overthinking it. Doc loved his patients, loved his work as Clarke County’s coroner. He’d built a beautiful home. Would he really leave it all behind to gallivant around the world with the ‘beautiful people’?  
 
    “You look like you’ve just lost $200 million,” he said before breaking out in giggles. 
 
    Doc? Giggling? Oh my God. 
 
    She decided to be honest with him. “I’m afraid all that money is going to your head.” 
 
    He waved his hand at her. “You’re too serious, that’s your problem,” he said as he lifted a glass of the hotel’s finest champagne and took a sip. “Ah, exquisite,” he murmured as he took another sip. “You’ve never had an opportunity to simply enjoy life without worrying about whether you could afford your rent, or whether you could pay off your credit card bill. That’s about to change, my girl. When we wrap all this up, I’m taking you and Jason to London. All expenses paid of course, to show you how much I appreciate what you’d had to put up with dealing with my family. I have a dear friend who travels in the same social circles as the Royals. I’m sure I can have him arrange something. Tea with the Queen, perhaps? Or riding in Rotten Row with one of the princesses? Hmmm. I wonder if Kate and William enjoy car racing. There’s always the Grand Prix in Monaco.” 
 
    Tea with the Queen? Kate and William? Good Lord, this was worse than she thought. 
 
    “Doc, honestly, I don’t think-” Before she could continue, she heard a trill from her cell phone. Glancing down, she saw it was a text message from Emmy.  
 
    “I need to take this,” she said as she sprang out of her chair and literally ran out into the lobby. 
 
    “You have the best timing,” she told Emmy when the young woman answered. 
 
    “I do? Why?” 
 
    “It’s a long story.” 
 
    “Sounds like Boston is getting to you.” 
 
    “You have no idea. I’m counting the minutes until I can get back home.” 
 
    The young woman laughed. “We miss you too. Even Rick is going kind of crazy without you here.” 
 
    Half Native American, half French Canadian, Cammie’s deputy cut a swath through the women of Clarke County. With his busy social life, she was amused he’d have time to give her a second thought. Yet, together with Emmy, the three of them had established a close bond of friendship that made them feel more like a family than simply workmates. If Rick was truly missing her, she was missing him just as much.  
 
    “What have you got for me?” she asked.  
 
    “I did what you asked and gathered all I could find on Tom Hightower and Charles Evans. I’ll start with Tom first. The name of his charity is ‘Ayuda Los Ninos’, which translates into ‘Helping the Children’. It provides free education to kids in the Peruvian countryside who don’t have much of a chance of attending school. Unlike a lot of charities, he was very hands on, finally moving down there to make sure the money was used in the best possible way to help the children.” 
 
    “How successful is the charity?” 
 
    “I found a recent article in one of the Peruvian magazines that talked about his staff keeping the charity going after Tom’s death as a way of honoring his memory. They interviewed several young men and women who benefitted from the education provided by the charity. So it’s doing very good work.”  
 
    “What did the local newspapers say about his disappearance?” 
 
    “They all pretty much say the same thing. Last May Peru was devastated by heavy flooding and mudslides. Tom told his staff he was flying out to a small village in one of the more remote areas of the Amazon that was in desperate need of medical supplies.” 
 
    “He actually went alone?” Cammie questioned. 
 
    “The disaster was so widespread, everyone was up to their eyeballs in helping out as much as they could. Rather than wait until someone could free up to go with him, he went alone. When he hadn’t returned two days later, they called the authorities. Unfortunately, a search party couldn’t be sent out until weeks later when the flood waters subsided. They found nothing. When his family was informed, they put up a $200,000 reward and mounted their own huge search party, including hiring some very experienced trackers. They too came up empty handed, which wasn’t surprising when you consider entire villages and people disappeared under mountains of mud and rocks.” 
 
    “What a way to go,” Cammie whispered. 
 
    “There were a few articles in the Boston papers, especially after his family offered the reward for any information leading to the discovery of either him or his body. But after a couple of weeks with no word, the story petered out.” 
 
    “Great job, Em.” 
 
    “I was able to find a couple more articles on Charles Evans since his disappearance was more recent. According to the newspapers, he flew out to San Francisco in mid-March. He had meetings set up for that Monday, but he flew in on the Friday before to spend some time with friends. On Saturday morning at approximately 8:30 am, he rented a speedboat from one of the yachting marinas in San Francisco Bay, telling the people at the marina that he was going to explore the Farallon Islands. They told him the white sharks don’t start arriving until July, but he waved them off, joking it would probably be safer then to check out the area. When he didn’t return by night fall, the marina called in the Coast Guard. They mounted a search and discovered the speedboat capsized in the water near Maintop Island the next morning. They spent almost a week searching for Evans, but the place is riddled with strong currents. When they found nothing, they figured he’d drifted out to the open ocean or been eaten by other fish.” 
 
    “God, that’s awful,” Cammie whispered. 
 
    “It sure is. It’s still an open case, but no one really believes he’s still alive. Not in those cold waters.” 
 
    “As usual, you did an awesome job.” 
 
    “Thank you. Let me know when you plan on getting back. I’ll have your favorite raspberry filled shortbread cookies waiting for you.” 
 
    “For those, I may just abandon Doc right now and get up there as fast as I can.” 
 
    After hanging up, she remained thoughtful as she made her way back to her table where she found her hamburger waiting for her. 
 
    “While you were gone, I received a phone call from the coroner’s office. Helen’s body will be released tomorrow morning. I’ve just finished making the arrangements so she should be arriving in Boston tomorrow evening. Now, what was so important that you abandoned your lunch date?” Doc joked as she took her seat. 
 
    Cammie grabbed her champagne glass and took a gulp. She was going to need whatever it took to get her used to this happy go lucky Doc. She shared with him her conversation with Emmy. 
 
    “Why would you have Emmy chase after Tom and Charles?” he asked as he slurped down one of the oysters. 
 
    “I always get suspicious when someone disappears.” She took a bite of her burger. It was tasty. But it still didn’t hold a candle to Zee’s Waban Burger. “I become even more suspicious when two people disappear who share a common denominator – in this case, Lily.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think Lily lured Tom into the Amazon. Nor do I believe, as much as I’d like to, that she lured Charles out to the Farallons.”  
 
    “Was Charles a good boats man?” 
 
    “He had a number of sailboats growing up. And, at one point to satisfy his need for danger, he did take up speedboat racing.” 
 
    “I wonder what happened to make his speedboat capsize.” 
 
    Doc slurped down another oyster. “Along with his addiction to risk taking, he also liked to drink. Sometimes he drank more than he should. I’m sure when he boarded the speedboat in San Francisco, he made sure the galley was fully stocked with his favorite liquors. Sitting alone, enjoying the ocean, he may have started to imbibe and overdid it. Combine that with his love of speed and you have the perfect storm.” 
 
    “Putting aside your dislike of Lily, do you honestly think she mourned either of her husband’s deaths?” 
 
    Doc took a sip of champagne. “I’d like to think so. However, over the years I’ve come to understand that if it’s not all about Lily, she’s not interested. You saw her reaction to our mentioning Charles’ death when we saw her the other day. Those were crocodile tears.” 
 
    “Did you never get along with her?” 
 
    “She was one of those little girls who always had to be the center of attention. If she wasn’t, she created enough drama to draw all the attention back to herself. As you can imagine, it was exhausting to be around her. It’s only gotten worse as she’s grown older. She’s taken Helen’s need for perfection to another level. She makes lists for everything, drives everyone around her mad. She’s gone through so many social secretaries over the years, I’m surprised anyone would want to work for her.” 
 
    “So pretty high maintenance, eh?” 
 
    “On a scale of 1 to 10, she’s a 20.” 
 
    “How did Shirley treat you growing up?” 
 
    He arched an eyebrow. “Are you insinuating Shirley had something to do with Helen’s death? Or Tom and Charles’ disappearance?” 
 
    “No.” Cammie lifted her eyes until they met his. “It’s just that if you cut off Westerfield’s allowance, it will affect her as well.” 
 
    Doc abruptly cut away his gaze. Instead, he began to prattle on about the wonderful sights he’d show Cammie and Jace once they arrived in London. Cammie let him talk, her mind spinning in a completely different direction. By the time they were having their coffees, she brought up what she’d been thinking about. 
 
    “We agree that Westerfield had the perfect motive to kill his sister. She was potentially turning off the money faucet which would leave his world in shambles. It’s also possible Lily did the deed, especially if she found out you of all people was getting what she probably considered rightfully hers. I don’t have the authority to request their phone records or credit card bills to see if either one of them spoke to Helen or travelled up to see her. But Lieutenant Mantree does. After we finish up here, I’ll give him a call and let him know what’s going on. If he thinks there’s something to it, he can get those records. Or he can just tell me to mind my own business.” 
 
    They finished their meals and had just climbed into the Navigator when Doc’s phone went off. Glancing at the display, he laughed. “The fireworks are about to begin.” Before Cammie could ask him to explain, he answered the call and clicked on the speaker phone. 
 
    “Hello Lily. How are you this fine day?” 
 
    “You filthy, lying worm. You fucking midget. You stole what’s mine and you won’t get away with this!” 
 
    “That’s no way to speak to your baby brother.” 
 
    “We need to meet right now.” 
 
    “Let me check my calendar.” 
 
    She began shriller and more hysterical until she was no longer coherent as she continued to scream into the phone. 
 
    “Lily, if you continue to insult me, there will be no meeting. I’m sure you know that if you contest the will, you will be disinherited instantly.” 
 
    “You had her do that, I know you did, you greedy little-” 
 
    “I did not. I only found out about Helen’s will this morning. Any decisions made were Helen’s alone.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you, you Machiavellian weasel.” 
 
    “I don’t care if you do. Now, I will agree to meet with you, but it will be on my terms. Understood?” 
 
    Cammie heard heavy breathing on the other end of the line.  
 
    “Yes,” Lily finally spat out. 
 
    “I’ll meet you at the Old Granary Burial Ground in forty- five minutes. There’s a nice bench in the corner, near where Samuel Adams is buried.” 
 
    “A cemetery? What sort of sick joke is that?” Lily screeched. 
 
    Doc chuckled. “I think it’s quite appropriate considering how much you want me dead.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Old Granary Burial Ground was the third cemetery established in the city of Boston, dating back to 1660. Notable burials there included Paul Revere, Samuel Adams, the victims of the famous Boston Massacre, and John Hancock, one of the original signers of the Declaration of Independence.  
 
    Located on Tremont Street, down the street from the Boston Common, it was a tiny cemetery, noted for its steady stream of sightseers. 
 
    “You know, it is pretty macabre meeting in a cemetery,” Cammie replied as they sat waiting on the bench Doc had designated as their rendezvous spot with Lily. The day was sunny and warm, and the small space was crowded with onlookers snapping pictures of the various gravestones, some dating back 300 years. 
 
    “As your shaman friend Paul Langevin likes to say, there is a method to my madness. Being in public like this will curtail any hysterics.” 
 
    “Plus, she won’t murder you in front of the tourists.”  
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    For the first time in Doc’s experience, Lily was actually early. She appeared through the throng, wearing a pair of white slacks, black sandals and a red top. Striding purposefully towards them, she gave Cammie a withering look. 
 
    “Despite Samuel’s sexual proclivities, I’m beginning to think there is something going on between the two of you. Unless you’re about to be robbed of what’s rightfully yours as well.” 
 
    Rather than take offense , Doc laughed. “She’s my witness.”  
 
    “To what?” 
 
    “For whatever needs witnessing.” Lily clicked her tongue in disgust.  
 
    “Let’s cut to the chase, shall we? You want a larger inheritance. You were expecting a larger inheritance.”  
 
    “Of course I was.”  
 
    “It never occurred to you that you would have to share some of that inheritance with your brother?” 
 
    “Stop saying that,” Lily snapped. “You are not my brother!” 
 
    “Biologically I am.” 
 
    She crossed her arms tightly across her chest. “Sharing is one thing. You goddamned took everything!” 
 
    “As I said to you over the phone, I had nothing to do with Helen’s decision to change her will. If you don’t believe me, call Vance Loring. He’ll verify that what I’m telling you is the truth.” 
 
    “Loring wouldn’t have seen you manipulating Mother, pretending to care about her welfare when all you cared about was getting your filthy hands on her money.” She’d raised her voice, causing the tourists to turn and stare at her.  
 
    “Do continue shouting, Lily,” Doc replied smoothly. “You’re providing excellent entertainment to these history loving bystanders. We’re re-enacting the Revolutionary War in our own way. Of course, you must be the hated British while I’m the freedom loving Colonials.” 
 
    Her eyes snapped at him. “What do you want?” she seethed. 
 
    “First of all, there will be no cremation. Despite Helen moving to Allagash, she was still a Westerfield. She would have wanted to be buried in the family plot. Secondly, we will leave here right now and go to Carlton’s to pick out a suitable casket for her. Thirdly, I will not have you disrupting whatever ideas Bitsy may have for Helen’s service. You will be the picture of cooperation, and we will work together to make this a service Helen would have been proud of.” 
 
    “And in return for agreeing to all this, you give me back what’s mine?” 
 
    “I give you the option of my consideration of your request.” 
 
    Her face turned red with rage. “What the hell-” 
 
    Doc held his hand up. “If you open your mouth, all bets are off and you’ll need to make due with $10 million.” 
 
    “We’ll see what my lawyers have to say about that.” 
 
    “Before or after you are disinherited for contesting the will?” 
 
    Doc stood up from the bench and patted her shoulder. “I know how much you value perfection, Lily. Let’s make this a perfect funeral service and burial. Helen deserves that much from you. Then we will revisit your request.” He smiled at her. “As long as you respect who I am, I’m sure I can see a way to be quite generous. Come along, Cammie. We’re off to the funeral home.” He took a few steps before turning back to Lily. “You can drive with us if you’d like.” 
 
    “I prefer to drive myself, thank you.” 
 
    Doc nodded and they moved through the throng of tourists out onto Tremont Street. Cammie glanced behind her and saw Lily still standing where they’d left her, talking furiously on her cell phone. When she told Doc, he shrugged.  “I’m sure she’s telling Eliot what a horror I was to her. She’ll get over it.” 
 
    “If you continue to do that, you’re going to have start giving me combat pay. Or officially hire me as your bodyguard,” Cammie half-joked.  
 
    “Don’t think you’re not already, my friend.” 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, there was no drama at Carlton’s Funeral Home. Lily remained silent as Doc chose the casket and flowers. Anger still poured off her, but she wisely refrained from saying anything, realizing that $100 million hung in the balance. They next visited King’s Chapel where once again she allowed Doc to discuss the type of service that would be held for Helen. After speaking with Bitsy on the phone, everything was finalized. The viewing would be held in two days, and the funeral service and burial the day after that.  
 
    With everything in place, Cammie and Doc could now relax. They took in a play in Boston’s small theatre district, grabbed a bite to eat, then drove back to Horatio’s apartment where they sat out on the small balcony, enjoying the view of the harbor. Doc opened up a bottle of wine and they sat quietly enjoying both the wine and the balmy night air.  
 
    Cammie noticed that throughout the rest of the day, Doc had seemed like his old self. He’d thankfully stopped talking about the Royals and members of his family. Now that the funeral planning was completed and Helen would finally be laid to rest, the exaggerated gaiety was gone, replaced by a calm, serene air.  
 
    As night fell, and with a mellow bottle of wine between them, they reminisced about the night they’d met when Cammie had saved him from a mugger near Boston Common. 
 
    “I loved that Stella McCartney dress,” Doc said as he took a sip of wine. “It was a shame that cretin tore it when he tried to grab my purse.” He turned to look at her silhouette in the shadows thrown off by the lights inside the condo. “Have you given any thought to what you’re going to do with the half a million that’s still sitting in your bank account?” 
 
    “I’m going to start work on my cabin when the weather breaks. The roof needs to be replaced and I thought it would be nice to expand the bathroom and add another bedroom.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just sell the place and buy something else? Or have it custom built?” 
 
    Cammie shook her head. “It’s the only thing I have left of Dad’s.” 
 
    “I thought you two didn’t get along.” 
 
    She shrugged. “There were times we did and times we didn’t. Though to be honest, the times we didn’t outweighed the times we did, especially during the last ten years of his life. But ever since I decided to keep the old pile, I’ve begun to understand why he chose that location. Yeah, it’s isolated and the cabin is teeny, but there’s a peace there that I’ve never found anywhere else, and believe me, I tried. I know it sounds silly, but if I tear down the cabin, I lose what I have of him. He built that place, you know.” She looked at him. “Don’t you feel that way about your place? Doesn’t it just feel like home to you?” 
 
    Doc looked out over the dark harbor, then unexpectedly smiled. “If you’re expecting me to put on my ruby slippers, click my heels and say ‘there’s no place like home’, you’ll tire of waiting.” He paused. “But I do love the serenity of the woods and Waban Pond.” 
 
    “And the fact that the townspeople truly love and respect you.” 
 
    He mischievously peered at her over his wine glass. “That’s because they don’t know the real me.” 
 
    Cammie was about to respond that they probably knew him better than he thought when the doorbell to the condo rang, followed by loud knocking. 
 
    “Now I wonder who that could be,” Doc replied as he stood up.  
 
    “I’d better go with you. As your unofficial bodyguard I may need to take a bullet for you,” Cammie replied as she followed him into the living room. 
 
    Doc went up to the door and peeked through the peep hole. “Well, what do you know,” he murmured as he stepped back and opened the door.  
 
    Cammie quickly hid her grimace. Aw shit.  
 
    It was Eliot Westerfield. 
 
    She swallowed a gasp as he entered the room. Before her stood a very ill man. His face was grey and pasty and he looked as though he’d aged at least a hundred years. There was a slight tremor in his hands that she hadn’t noticed before. Seeing her staring at his hands, he immediately shoved them into his pockets. 
 
    His demeanor still reflected an innate arrogance, but it was tempered by the knowledge that he was no longer the dominant male, not only in his life, but in this room. Despite his treatment of both her and Doc, she still found herself feeling a deep compassion towards him. It couldn’t have been easy for a man of his immense pride to come here. Nor could it have been easy for him to acknowledge that he owed his reputation and financial wellbeing to the one man he’d insulted, demeaned and disrespected for years.  
 
    Wondering what Doc’s reaction was to seeing Westerfield so ill, she turned towards him. Her heart immediately sank. By the look in his eye, she knew he was not going to make this easy for the old man.  
 
    “I’ll leave you two to discuss whatever you need to discuss in private,” she said, anxious to escape the tension already roiling around the two men.  
 
    “I’d prefer you to stay,” Doc spoke out in a clear commanding voice. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s necessary,” Westerfield responded.  
 
    “I think it is.” 
 
    Cammie looked from one to the other, instantly feeling the change in power. Doc held all the cards now. He knew it. And Westerfield knew it. 
 
    Seeing Doc so determined, and worried about what he’d do or say if she wasn’t in the room, she reluctantly sat down in a chair near the fireplace.  
 
    Doc led Westerfield into the living room where they sat opposite each other – the younger man in the wing back chair and the older man on the couch.  
 
    “Let’s dispense with the preliminaries,” Doc spoke up as he calmly regarded the man sitting in front of him. “You’re here because you received the will and you’re wondering what I’m going to do about your allowance.”  
 
    Westerfield’s jaw tightened as he struggled to keep his emotions under control. “Yes,” he fumed. “The sooner we get this over with, the better.” 
 
    “Come now, Eliot. For the first time in my life, I actually have the upper hand. You must at least allow me to enjoy it. Just as you have for 45 years.” 
 
    Cammie cringed. Could Doc really not see how sick Westerfield was? Or was he so blinded by hate that he didn’t care? 
 
    The thought made her sick. 
 
    Doc held out his hand, palm facing up. “I hold your future right here. And just as you once took pleasure in crushing my spirit, I can now do the same to you.” He closed his hand until it was a tight fist. 
 
    Cammie found the situation agonizing to witness. If she could, she would have welcomed the floor opening up and swallowing her. She tried to make herself smaller, hoping and praying this would be over soon. 
 
    The two men stared at each other. It was Westerfield who looked away first.  
 
    “You’ll be happy to know I haven’t made up my mind yet,” Doc continued. “I’m still…” he looked around the room as he held his hands out “—getting accustomed to the wonderful reality that I am now worth $200 million, thanks to the generosity of my mother.” 
 
    “No amount of money will ever give you class,” Westerfield spat out.  
 
    “You should know.” 
 
    Westerfield tilted his head back at the insult. Before she could stop herself, Cammie jumped to her feet.  
 
    “Please, both of you. Sniping at each other isn’t going to solve anything,” she exclaimed. 
 
    The old man slowly and laboriously got to his feet. Cammie noticed how badly his hands were now shaking. “I came here to speak to you as a gentleman. But I can see I was wasting my time. You were and always will be a mongrel.” He turned and started towards the front door.  
 
    “Do let me know when you put the Mount Vernon home on the market,” Doc called out. “I’m considering putting an offer on it. The real estate market is such that I can make an additional fortune converting it into condos.” 
 
    Westerfield flinched as though he had been physically struck. Cammie glared angrily at Doc, appalled by his callousness. 
 
    “He didn’t mean that,” she said as she ran up to Westerfield. 
 
    “He most certainly did. I regret the day I ever agreed to take the bastard off my sister’s hands.” He gathered up his dignity and took one step towards the front door. He hesitated, reaching out blindly before Cammie grabbed his arm. Then, he suddenly seemed to fold in on himself as he collapsed to the floor, dragging Cammie down with him.  
 
    “Doc!” she cried out. 
 
    “I’m right here,” he said, his haughty attitude gone as he rushed over and quickly examined an unconscious Westerfield. “Quick, call 911,” he ordered brusquely. “He’s had a heart attack.” 
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    Doc looked ravaged. He’d spent that night and all of the next day in Westerfield’s room at Mass General, quietly observing as the medical team worked to stabilize him. The diagnosis was that the old man had indeed suffered a mild heart attack.  
 
    Shirley was informed and rushed to be by her husband’s side. Although she was polite to Doc, there was a noticeable coolness in her treatment of him -- a coolness Cammie couldn’t fault her for. The strain Westerfield was under had been tremendous. The rancorous meeting with Doc had been enough to push his health, already precarious by recent events, over the edge. 
 
    Cammie tried her best to be there for Doc. She travelled back and forth between the hospital and Horatio’s apartment, bringing Doc a change of clothes, something to eat and whatever else he needed. She tried to talk to him, to help alleviate the deep sense of guilt she knew he was feeling. But he’d shut himself away behind a wall of impregnable silence. He spoke only to the medical staff and Shirley. He didn’t dare speak to Eliot; he’d caused enough problems there. He therefore maintained a silent vigil, sitting next to the bed when Eliot was asleep and moving to a quiet corner when the old man was awake. 
 
    On the night before Helen’s wake, Eliot announced that he was going home. 
 
    “I will not miss my sister’s wake or funeral,” he announced in a voice much weakened by what he’d been through, though the steely resolve was still evident. 
 
    “Darling, you must rest,” Shirley responded. 
 
    “I can’t rest here. There are too many distractions, too much noise. I can rest in my own bed at home. At least as long as it is my home.” 
 
    It was Doc’s turn to look as though he’d been physically struck. Shirley looked from one to other. 
 
    “What does that mean?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s nothing. Simply a misunderstanding,” Doc spoke up. “I’ll speak to the doctors and get you released this evening. I do advise however-” 
 
    “I don’t care what you advise. I will not miss my sister’s wake and funeral.” 
 
    Doc nodded. He was about to leave the room when Shirley took his arm and led him out into the hallway. 
 
    “Eliot and I have discussed it and we prefer that no one know he was in the hospital. He cannot abide pity, nor does he wish to detract from Helen’s services.” 
 
    “Neither Cammie or I will say a word.” She gave a slight nod of her head before returning to Westerfield’s room. 
 
    “I’ll wait here while you get everything arranged,” Cammie said as she leaned up against the wall. 
 
    She watched him walk briskly down the corridor, then uttered a long sigh. 
 
    This trip had given her enough emotional drama to last a lifetime. It was Doc she was worried about though. Would he be able to put all this behind him and slip back into his routine in Twin Ponds? Or would he carry the guilt, piling it atop the mountain of baggage he was already carrying? 
 
    There was one final act in the tragedy that was the Westerfield family. When Doc offered to drive Eliot home, he was rebuffed. Not by the old man. But by Shirley. 
 
    “I think it best if I take him home. And,” she added, “after we bury Helen, it’s better for everyone if any communication with Eliot goes through me. His health is fragile and I won’t have him upset again.” 
 
    Doc’s face remained stony, but Cammie saw the hurt in his eyes.  
 
    “Of course,” he whispered as Shirley turned her back to him and entered Eliot’s hospital room. Doc remained standing in the hallway for a long moment before turning to Cammie. “Let’s go,” he replied in a low, emotionless voice. 
 
    They drove the short distance to Horatio’s apartment. There, she assumed he’d go to bed. He hadn’t slept in over twenty-four hours and he looked as though he were ready to collapse himself. Instead he opened the slider and stepped out onto the balcony. He stood at the railing, staring out over the water. 
 
    Cammie’s first instinct was to allow him his privacy. She herself was exhausted and she wanted nothing more than to fall into the oblivion of sleep and forget all about Eliot and Shirley and Helen and rest of the family. But she knew how much he was hurting, how eviscerated he felt over what had happened and especially by Shirley’s rejection of him. It was worth risking a burst of temper to let him know that, despite everything, she still had his back. She hadn’t condoned his behavior. But she understood it. She therefore stepped out onto the balcony and stood next to him.  
 
    “It wasn’t your fault,” Cammie replied softly. 
 
    “Of course it’s my fault!” he exploded, as if he’d been waiting for this moment to release the poison that had been building up ever since arriving back in Boston. “If I hadn’t been so damned focused on revenge, I would have seen how unwell he was. I’ve condemned him all these years for being so cold and indifferent. Of only caring about himself and his social position. I thought I was better than that. I thought I was better than him. But I’m not. I became the monster I always hated.” His voice cracked and he quickly looked away. 
 
    “The difference between you and Eliot is that you realize it,” she gently pointed out. 
 
    He nodded, but said nothing. It took him a few moments to gather himself together. Taking a deep breath, he slowly let it out.  
 
    “It’s going to be a long day tomorrow. I suggest we try to get whatever sleep we can.” 
 
    He started to move past her when she reached out and took his arm. “You’re not a monster, Doc. You’re not. You’re human. Just like the rest of us.” 
 
    He gave her a long look before turning away. A moment later, she heard his bedroom door close. Just as she set about turning off the apartment lights, she heard the unmistakable sounds of soft weeping. Sitting down in one of the chairs, she exhaled a long, worn out breath. 
 
      
 
    The afternoon of the wake was warm and bright. The beautiful weather was in sharp contrast to the somberness and grief of the small gathering of people who came to say goodbye to Helen. 
 
    Cammie sat in the back of the room in Carlton’s Funeral Room next to Bitsy, who kept a running commentary on who was who in the parade of elderly people who walked down the aisle towards the bier. She tried her best to pay attention, but it was stifling hot, making the scent of the dozens and dozens of flower arrangements that filled every space and cranny almost nauseating. She had to fight the urge to jump up and run outside to get away, not only from the flowers, but from the ever present tension radiating from the Westerfields.  
 
    Doc had on what Cammie had come to call ‘the Westerfield mask’. He greeted everyone with a word or a smile, never showing how shattered he was inside over what he still saw as his fault in causing Westerfield’s heart attack.  
 
    He was squeezed in the receiving line between Lily and Shirley, all pretending they were united as a grieving family. Cammie, however, saw the telltale signs of tension between them. Still looking grey and pasty, Eliot insisted on standing in the receiving line next to Shirley, gruffly accepting the condolences of the mourners as he pointedly ignored Doc. Finally, she couldn’t stand it anymore and looked away, shaking her head in mild disgust. Not even the finality of death and the fright of a near death could get these people to melt the ice that existed between themselves.  
 
    Occupying herself with watching the parade of mourners, she saw they were evenly divided between the social elite and the common man. She’d found out from Doc that Helen had been involved in many charities throughout New England, including providing funds for educational programs for inner city children. She now saw those recipients, many of them grown, who had taken advantage of her generosity and gone on to lead full, enriched lives. She understood why Helen had upped her bequest to Tom Hightower’s charity. They’d shared the same goal –whether here in the United States or in Peru -- of providing children with the knowledge and skills they’d need to potentially change the future. 
 
    Because of the severely disfiguring injuries, it was decided to have a closed casket. It stood between two candelabras that held white candles, their flames flickering back and forth. The casket itself was covered with a combination of white lilies, peach colored roses and an arrangement of soft white and blue hydrangeas sent by Horatio.  
 
    As the mourners slowly made their way past the bier and up to the family, whispering remembrances and condolences, Cammie found herself watching Lily, curiously trying to gauge if she was indeed sorry her mother was dead or whether she was simply acting the part. There were times she looked genuinely sorrowful as she dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief while speaking in low tones to a friend or acquaintance. Then, in the next instance, her expression would change when she thought no one was paying attention and a look of restless boredom would filter across her features. That is, until the next person came up to her and she resumed the mantle of the grieving daughter.  
 
    For a fleeting moment, she wondered if Lily had immured herself against the pain of losing her mother after losing both her husbands in such a bizarre way. Maybe this was her way of coping. It couldn’t be easy losing three loved ones in such a short period of time. Maybe she’d taken some sort of drug to get her through the emotionally grueling situation. But the more she watched, the more Cammie came to realize that Lily really wasn’t feeling much of anything. Except an impatience for this to be over with. This was proven out when the visiting hours mercifully came to an end. Without a backwards glance to either the coffin or her family, she abruptly took her leave, hastily moving through the remaining mourners as if she had an appointment she couldn’t miss. Shirley and Eliot, continuing their cold shoulder treatment of Doc, swept past him as they followed Lily out, saying a few words to each person as they took their leave.  
 
    Abby, who’d been wrapped up in her own grief and oblivious to the dynamics between Doc, Shirley and Eliot, softly sobbed in Doc’s arms as they approached the casket. With a trembling hand, she brought her fingers to her lips before placing them on the smooth mahogany.  
 
    “I’ll miss you, Aunt Helen,” she whispered.  
 
    “Do you want me to walk you out to your car?” Doc asked.  
 
    She shook her head. “I’ll be fine.” As if to prove her own words, she threw her shoulders back and gave him a trembling smile. Watching the scene, Bitsy stood up.  
 
    “I’d better walk out with Abby. Poor dear. She’s taking this so hard.” 
 
    “Will you be okay?” Cammie asked her. 
 
    Bitsy offered her a sad smile. “When you reach my age, death is the uninvited guest who refuses to leave. All you can do is ignore his presence for as long as you can until he decides it’s time to bring down the curtain.” She went up to Abby, threw her arm around the young woman’s shoulders and together they left the room. 
 
    By this time everyone had gone. It was just Cammie and Doc now. He stood for a moment in front of the coffin, looking down at the flowers, lost in thought. Then, just as Abby had done, he brought his fingers to his lips and pressed them down on the mahogany. He then turned and made his way to the last row of chairs where Cammie stood waiting for him.  
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone as cold as Lily,” he replied in a voice seething with anger. “Did you see her? It was just a performance. A stranger could have been in that casket for all she cared.” 
 
    “Don’t upset yourself, Doc. That’s who she is.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to smell the scent of flowers without thinking of this ghastly day. Let’s get out of here. I need some air.” 
 
    As they turned to leave, a young woman burst into the room. She was tall with a pretty face and the requisite blonde pageboy haircut. She was dressed in a long black skirt and a black jacket over a white blouse. She looked around quickly and as soon as she saw Doc, she came hurrying over. “Doctor Westerfield?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m not sure you’d remember me. It’s been a long time. I’m Carole Simmons.” When Doc looked perplexed, she quickly added, “Tom Hightower was my older brother.” 
 
    “Ah yes, now I remember you. It has been a long time.” He took her hand and shook it.  
 
    “I’m so sorry I’m late. My GPS decided to act up and it took me forever to get here. I was in Boston this week on business when I heard the news about Helen. I’ve kept in touch with Bitsy all these years and she told me what happened. I came to pay my respects.” She looked back to the bier. “Helen was always very kind to Tom. And so generous. I can’t believe she left his charity $2 million.” 
 
    “I heard about Tom. I’m sorry for your loss.” 
 
    “That’s what I was hoping to talk to you about. Actually to talk to both of you about.” She looked at Cammie. “Bitsy told me you’re a sheriff.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “I need your expertise on a police matter.” 
 
    “Ms. Simmons, I have no jurisdiction here in Boston.” 
 
    “I understand that. But that doesn’t mean you can’t use your investigative skills.” 
 
    Doc stepped in. “Carole, what is this all about?” 
 
    She gazed steadily at him. “I’m sorry to bring this up at such a sad time for you. But I don’t think I’ll have this opportunity again. You see, I believe Tom’s ex-wife Lily was responsible for his death and I need your help in bringing her to justice.”
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    Cammie and Doc were dumbfounded by Carole Simmons’ words. All they could do was stare back at her in disbelief.  
 
    “Again, I apologize. I know this isn’t the most appropriate time and place to be bringing this up, but I have no choice. Before you think me crazy, all I ask is that you hear me out.” 
 
    “Viewing hours are over,” Doc replied. “Why don’t we go across the street? There’s a little café there where we can have a cup of coffee while we talk.” 
 
    “I’ll just take a moment to pay my respects.”  
 
    While Carole went up to the coffin, Cammie and Doc exchanged glances. 
 
    “Well, that was unexpected,” Doc replied as they walked into the large foyer. 
 
    “Do you believe her?” 
 
    “After what I saw here tonight, I believe Lily to be capable of anything.” 
 
    A few moments later they were joined by Carole. Together, the three of them left the funeral home. 
 
    The night air was refreshing. Both Doc and Cammie took in deep breaths, grateful to be away from the cloying smell of flowers and the almost claustrophobic crowd of people. 
 
    “I thought it would be awkward for your family to see me,” she explained as they crossed the street towards the cafe. “Though, it’s been such a long time, they may not even have remembered me. But I didn’t want to take that chance.” 
 
    They got a table away from the windows, and ordered their coffee. “I’m so sorry for the loss of your aunt. And I apologize for springing this on you at the wake. But I’m leaving for Seattle in the morning and I didn’t think I’d have another chance to speak with you. I know what I said sounds crazy and I appreciate you at least agreeing to hear me out.” 
 
    Doc nodded. “I remember Tom. He was a good man.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes he was.” 
 
    The coffee was served and they waited for the waitress to leave. 
 
    “What makes you think Lily had anything to do with Tom’s disappearance?” Cammie asked. “Had they kept in contact after their divorce?” 
 
    “Why don’t I begin at the beginning?” Carole suggested. “That might help explain why I feel the way I do.” Doc and Cammie nodded and sat back in their chairs while Carole spoke. 
“Tom was my older brother. From childhood we were always very close. Mother used to say we were constantly in each other’s pockets. We had no secrets between us. When Tom first began dating Lily, we were all so happy about it. She was beautiful and kind and sweet. Or so we thought. They were barely back from their honeymoon when the real Lily began to emerge. She was always putting Tom down, treating him more like a servant than a husband. He tried so hard to make her happy, but it was never enough for her. We were all appalled by her behavior, but what could we do? I think even Helen was dismayed. She liked Tom very much. But at the end of the day, it was up to Tom to say something.” 
 
    “Did he?” Doc asked. 
 
    Carole gave a sad shake of her head. “Poor Tom. As much as it pains me to admit this, I think Tom was attracted to Lily’s strong, domineering character. He was so in love with her that no matter what she said or did, he always found an excuse to justify her appalling behavior.” 
 
    “An unhappy marriage doesn’t always translate into one spouse murdering another,” Cammie pointed out. 
 
    “Believe me, I know. I’m on husband number two myself.” 
 
    “So are you saying that Tom didn’t disappear in the Amazon?” Doc asked. 
 
    She sighed. “Tom started his charity just before he married Lily. He’d taken a trip down to Peru right after he graduated college and was struck by the poverty and the inability for many of the children to get a decent education. He wanted so much to help. He and Helen shared the same philosophy regarding giving children the head start they needed, so she gave him the seed money. As it turned out, the charity became a bit of a money pit. But as long as he was married to Lily, he had access to her funds. Then when the marriage began to fall apart, she refused to give him a cent. She’d always resented him finding fulfillment with what she called ‘those dirty brown people’.” 
 
    “That sounds like Lily,” Doc replied drily. 
 
    “Tom managed to keep things going on a shoestring budget after he and Lily divorced. But inevitably, there came the day when he desperately needed money to keep it going. He’d already gotten all he was getting to get from our father. And he was too proud to keep going to Helen. He and I spoke about it many times. I’m in marketing and I tried my best to help out, but what he really needed was an injection of cash. He was on the verge of losing everything he’d built up. Then the floods and mudslides occurred in Peru and he disappeared.” 
 
    Cammie shook her head in confusion. “So how does Lily fit into the picture?” 
 
    “The last time we spoke was about two weeks before his disappearance. He told me things were going to be fine. When I asked him what he meant, he started to say the name Lily, but abruptly stopped as if he realized he wasn’t supposed to say anything about it. I pressed him, but he laughed and changed the subject. Two weeks later, he fell off the face of the earth.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ms. Simmons, but that’s not much to go on,” Cammie admitted. 
 
    “Please call me Carole. I wouldn’t have thought so either. However, just before I came here to Boston, my curiosity got the best of me over Tom’s charity. Without him there, and knowing how it was just about to go under, I wanted to see if it was even still in existence. I decided to take a trip down there. I was shocked by what I found.” 
 
    Both Cammie and Doc unconsciously leaned forward as she continued with her story. “Instead of the offices closing or being close to folding up, they were actually building a new facility and had hired many more teachers. In other words, they had a huge infusion of cash. Now I’d visited there last fall and they were barely making ends meet.” 
 
    “Perhaps Tom did get that infusion of cash he needed before he disappeared,” Doc gently reminded her. 
 
    “The manager in charge was very evasive when I asked him where the money was coming from. He simply said it was coming from a source that wished to remain anonymous.” 
 
    “Again, I don’t see how Lily is connected to this,” Cammie said.  
 
    “My fear is that Tom decided to blackmail her and paid the price for doing so.” She took a sip of her coffee, then continued. “You see, during one of my last trips to Peru, Tom became drunk. He told me about various incidents that had occurred when he was married to Lily. As I’m sure you’re aware, Dr. Westerfield, your cousin has issues with anger. She flies into uncontrollable rages if she doesn’t get her way. It seems that when she and Tom were married, she actually struck one of the housemaids on the head with a hair brush, cutting the poor woman in the forehead. Of course the maid threatened to sue. Tom told me Lily went to her mother who paid the maid off. It was all brushed under the rug and nothing more was said about it. According to him, it wasn’t the first time Mrs. Carsgrove used her wealth to get Lily out of trouble, nor was that the only time Lily mistreated her help. Another woman actually ended up in the hospital when Lily pushed her down a flight of stairs for not responding quickly enough to her summons. Once again Helen stepped in, paying all the medical bills, as well as putting the woman’s two children through college.” 
 
    “As I’m sure you’re also aware, Lily is obsessed about her position in society. I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s the real reason she divorced Tom. He wasn’t glamorous enough or rich enough to suit her. Instead, the ink was barely dry on her divorce papers when she latched onto Charles Evans, relishing her role as the wife of a highly successful attorney, hobnobbing with the rich and famous all over the world. By this time, the charity was in dire straits and Tom had begun to drink more than he should. He said something to me I’ll never forget. He said, ‘I can use that information to get the money I need.’ Of course I was horrified. He saw the look on my face and began to backtrack, saying he’d never do anything like that. He was still in love with her and it had just been a desperate thought. But ever since he disappeared, that’s all I can think about.” She leaned forward in her chair. “What if Tom really did try to blackmail Lily? If the news got out of how abhorrent Lily was to her staff, it would have ruined her. Is it too farfetched to conclude that Lily may have used her money – or even her mother’s money – to hire someone to make sure Tom never came back from that trip into the Amazon?” She sat back in her chair. “The timing of it all is awfully suspicious, don’t you think?”  
 
    “It could be,” Doc replied non-committedly.  
 
    “Maybe I’m being too conspiratorial for my own good. But when Bitsy told me you were an investigator and with Samuel’s knowledge of the family…” 
 
    Cammie said nothing. She looked at Doc to see what he had to say. He absently ran his finger up and down the side of the coffee mug, then looked up to meet Carole’s eyes. “I appreciate your fears over what happened to Tom. But have you stopped to consider that the anonymous donor could very well have been Helen? She’d already made plans to remember Tom’s charity in her will, actually increasing her bequest this past February. In a moment of desperation and under the influence of alcohol, I have no doubt Tom may have considered blackmail. But to consider it and to actually do it are two different things.”  
 
    “So you think I am crazy after all?” Carole asked, deflated. 
 
    “I’m not saying that at all. Why don’t I do this? I may be able to find out where the sudden influx of cash came from. If it was indeed Helen, there should be a record of it.” 
 
    “And if it was Helen?” 
 
    Doc hesitated. It was Cammie who spoke up. “It still doesn’t prove Lily had anything to do with Tom’s disappearance. But at least you’ll know where the cash came from.” 
 
    Carole didn’t look pleased, but there was nothing left for her to do. She opened her handbag and withdrew two business cards that she handed to Cammie and Doc. “Please call me any time, day or night, if you find out anything.” She took out some cash and laid it on the table, then stood up. “I have an early morning flight, so I’ll take my leave. Thank you for taking the time to listen to me. And again, please accept my condolences over the loss of your aunt.” 
 
    “What do you think?” Cammie asked after Carole had left. 
 
    “I don’t dispute the fact that Lily has a temper. I remember when we were children, Freddy gave her a hamster as a pet. One day, the hamster nipped her. She became so angry she began to squeeze the poor little thing to death. Thank God I was there to rescue it. I took him away from her and kept him until he died of old age.” He smiled to himself. “His name was Hamlet.” 
 
    “If Tom threatened to go public with that story, do you think Lily would have done something to shut him up?” 
 
    “She certainly wouldn’t have taken the possibility of having her reputation damaged sitting down. But to say she hired someone to kill Tom…? Or, considering how much he loved her, to think he’d actually carry through on his threat of blackmail?” They stood up and left the café.  
 
    Standing outside on the sidewalk, Doc looked up at the night sky. “At least one good thing came out of speaking with Carole. I now understand why Helen changed Lily’s inheritance. Vance was right in believing that Helen felt she’d paid Lily more than enough during her lifetime to leave her a sizeable amount in her will.” He shook his head to himself. “I wonder how many maids poor Helen had to pay off to keep a scandal from erupting.” 
 
    “There’s something else to consider,” Cammie replied carefully as they crossed the street. Doc looked expectantly at her. “I know how hard this is for you, but you’ve told me that Helen was once as obsessed with perfection as Lily is now. In light of that, is it possible Helen paid someone to kill the man who threatened to ruin her daughter’s reputation? And is that why Helen was killed?” 
 
    “Dear God,” Doc whispered. “I’m not sure I want to discover that my mother is a murderer.” 
 
    “Maybe this was one situation where Lily didn’t run to her mother. Especially since Helen liked Tom and was possibly funding his charity.” She saw the look on his face. “As executor of her will, you have access to all of Helen’s financial papers, correct?” Doc nodded. “Then we’ll do what you told Carole we’d do. We’ll go through Helen’s paperwork and see if she paid out a large amount of cash around the time Tom disappeared. If she didn’t, then you know she had nothing to do with it.”  
 
    A small smile tugged at Doc’s lips. “You’re obsessed with finding out the truth about all of this, aren’t you?” 
 
    She matched his smile. “We’re not that different, you and I. You won’t be able to ignore this forever. You want to find out one way or the other, just as I do.”  
 
    He sighed. “You’re right. I’ll always have that doubt in the back of my mind.” 
 
    They arrived at the Navigator where Doc remotely opened the doors. Just before she climbed inside, Cammie looked across the roof at him. “Are you ready to accept the possibility that Helen may have been involved in Tom’s disappearance?” 
 
    “I won’t like it. But I think we owe it to Carole and her family to find out whatever we can. I can’t imagine living with such a thing hanging over their heads. I’ll call Helen’s accountant on the way back to Horatio’s. Maybe there are some files we can take with us when we return to Twin Ponds.” He looked around him at the city lights. “I suddenly feel as though I’ll suffocate if I spend one more minute longer than I have to in Boston. We’ll pack tonight and take off after the funeral tomorrow.” 
 
    “What about the mercy meal?” 
 
    Doc rolled his eyes. “I think I’ve put up with enough without having to face the ghastly prospect of witnessing another grand performance by Lily Evans.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll send you what I have via email,” the accountant informed Doc when he phoned. “However, Helen kept most of her records herself up in her home in Maine. She was a very savvy businesswoman and liked to keep track of her own accounts.” 
 
    After hanging up with the accountant, Doc next left a message for Carole. He wasn’t promising anything, but he informed her that Cammie and he would see what they could find out.  
 
    The memorial service and the burial at Mt. Auburn Cemetery went off without a hitch. Lily kept a stoic look on her face, dressed all in black with black lace covering her face. She did the obligatory throwing of a flower over Helen’s casket, then, much like the day before, turned on her heel and left without saying anything to anyone. Doc too remained stoic, but unlike his half- sister, Cammie saw the pain and grief in his eyes. After everyone had gone, he remained alone, standing over the open grave. He had his back to Cammie, but she saw his shoulders shaking and she knew he was crying. She withdrew a distance away to give him the privacy he needed. 
 
    After a few minutes, he blew a kiss at the casket and walked wordlessly towards the Navigator. Knowing how upset he was, Cammie got into the driver’s seat. She started the engine and they started the long trek back to Twin Ponds. It wasn’t until they crossed the border into New Hampshire that Doc turned to her. 
 
    “I suppose this means we’ll need to return to Helen’s cabin to find those accounts.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He looked out the window again. “If Carole has waited this long, she can wait a bit longer. I need a bit of time to decompress.”  
 
    “That’s fine. I’m sure there are things waiting for me on my desk back at HQ.” 
 
    “As well as your hunky hockey player waiting for you at home.” 
 
    Cammie smiled. “That too.” 
 
    They were just on the outskirts of Portland when Cammie’s cell rang. She listened quietly, her brow wrinkled with concern. When she hung up, she looked deep in thought. 
 
    “Is everything alright?” Doc asked, wondering if she’d gotten some bad news from Twin Ponds.  
 
    “That was Geoff Mantree. He called to inform me they’ve arrested Henry Harding for the murder of Helen Carsgrove. Using the list you provided of the items stolen from her cabin, they did a search of his farm and found the artwork stuffed in the loft of his barn.” 
 
    Doc eyed her steadily. “You don’t look happy about it.” 
 
    Cammie shrugged. “As I said earlier, I don’t know those people the way Geoff does. He obviously thought Henry was capable of doing it. Now he has proof that Henry was at least in Helen’s house in order to steal those items.” She sighed. “So it’s over, Doc. The case is closed.” 
 
    “There’s still the matter of finding out what happened to Tom. But there’s no hurry on that.” 
 
    Cammie turned her attention back to the road, trying her best not to let her thoughts show on her face. Despite the arrest, she had a feeling deep down inside that Henry wasn’t the murderer.  
 
    The problem was, if it wasn’t Henry, who was the killer? 
 
      
 
    Taking turns, they drove through the night, arriving back at Twin Ponds in the wee hours of the morning. After transferring her bag to the Explorer, Cammie watched as Doc wearily climbed the porch steps of his cabin. 
 
    “Are you going to be okay?” she impulsively called out.  
 
    He didn’t answer. He just waved his hand at her. She watched him enter the house, turn on the lights and close the door behind himself.  
 
    She was exhausted. They’d been driving for hours. But she couldn’t quite leave yet. She stood in the cold night air and watched as the lights were extinguished in Doc’s house. She saw him in her mind’s eye, climbing the stairs to his room, the weight of all they’d gone through falling heavily on his shoulders now that he was alone.  
 
    On the dark, quiet ride to her own cabin, she tried to keep her mind occupied with thoughts of work and a myriad of other unimportant things to keep her company on the half hour drive. However, Doc kept intruding. She thought of his loneliness, his guilt over Eliot, his grief over losing his mother. Boston had brought them closer together. But it had given her a peek into his world that she was sure he would have preferred to keep hidden from everyone, including her. A light had been shone on the darker parts of his soul. Would that now put up a barrier between them? 
 
    She was too tired to figure it all out at that moment. She just wanted to sink down into her own bed and forget about everything. 
 
    Pulling down her driveway, she saw the porch light was on, though the cabin was dark. It was late and she hadn’t expected Jace to stay up waiting for her. He probably had a full schedule at the garage the next day and he needed to sleep. But when she walked through the door, she saw him get up from her father’s old beat up recliner near the wood stove. They said nothing as he gathered her into his arms and kissed the top of her head. His touch was home to her. And for the first time since stepping foot in Boston, she felt she was back where she belonged.  
 
      
 
    Doc stood in the darkened window of his bedroom and watched the Explorer’s back lights disappear down the driveway until they blinked out.  
 
    He was grateful Cammie had sacrificed her time to go down to Boston with him. He knew she was slowly rebuilding her relationship with Jace, and the time away had been difficult for both of them. He’d been especially grateful for her keen, investigative eye. There were still questions swirling about over what had really happened to Helen. Despite Mantree’s arrest of Henry Harding, Doc knew there was more under the surface. 
 
    Did he have the courage to go looking for those small pieces that still didn’t quite fit? Wouldn’t it be easier to just let everything stand where they were? God knows, he had no desire to pick up the rock of his life and expose more of the shadowy, slithering secrets that preferred the darkness in order to survive. To disturb. To haunt.  
 
    Before he could stop himself, he was overcome with one such haunting memory. It took hold of him, refusing to relinquish its grasp on his fatigued mind. He longed to pull away, the shattering pain already gripping his heart as he watched, like the reel of a movie playing before his mind’s eye, an image of himself in his late teens. But he didn’t have the energy to resist. He was just too tired. He had no choice but to let the memory of that awful day play itself out.  
 
    It was the day he’d decided to kill himself.  
 
    No one knew; he’d never shared that with anyone. It was heartbreaking now to even remember how low he’d been, how desperate to escape the misery of his life. How ironic that he had chosen life because his friend had chosen death. 
 
    He hadn’t thought of Oliver in a long time. The man he’d gone to school with – the man, if Doc was completely honest with himself – that had been his first and most passionate love, was always kept behind locked doors, rattling around with all those other harrowing memories, his features faded with the years. 
 
    It was Oliver who’d made him face his sexuality. They’d never had a physical relationship; neither possessed the courage to take that step. But he remembered the happiness and joy he’d felt whenever they were together. As if, in a remarkable, unexpected twist of destiny, he’d found his other half. They spent hours sharing their aspirations, their dreams, their desires for the kind of life they envisioned for themselves. Thinking back on it, Doc regretted that they’d never mentioned the possibility of sharing that life. It was there, just beneath the surface. Waiting, hoping, wanting to be expressed.   
 
    But it never was. 
 
    Then Oliver killed himself.  
 
    There was never any note, nothing to point to the reasons he’d hung himself in his bedroom one day. 
 
    But Doc knew. It was the same reasons he’d contemplated doing the same thing himself.  
 
    His friend bore the soul of a deeply sensitive poet. He couldn’t face living a life of lies, of facing down the condemnation of his family. As the only son, there were so many responsibilities weighing down on him. In the end, death seemed the easier route for him to take, his secrets and desires buried with him in the family crypt. 
 
    Doc went to the funeral, witnessing the hypocrisy of the family who supposedly mourned him while delicately tiptoeing around why he’d died. Had they known the real reason? Did it matter? They swept it all under the rug, telling others and themselves Oliver had died as a result of a terrible accident.  
 
    He’d left the funeral saddened, angered, enraged and a host of other emotions he couldn’t give voice to. He’d wanted to stand up and shout out to the throng, “You killed him! You put that rope around his neck! How dare you snivel and cry over a man you condemned to death because he couldn’t be what you insisted he be?” 
 
    Later, when he’d finally calmed down, he realized how theatrical he’d been. It was Oliver who had killed himself. It was Oliver who had slipped the rope around his own neck. No one else but Oliver. Because he couldn’t find it within himself to tell his family to go to hell and take all that you believe with you. 
 
    That was the day Doc changed. He’d been so close to doing what Oliver had done. For the very same reasons. Yet, he saw firsthand that suicide wasn’t the magic pill to make the truth go away. Instead of granting peace, it left a tsunami of emotional destruction in its wake.  
 
    He did learn a valuable lesson, however. One that he carried still. He determined that no one would ever make him feel guilty for who he was. He would never allow anyone to make him feel less than human. Most importantly, he would never allow another human being to have so much power over him that he would willingly give up his life in order to find that elusive sense of peace. He realized with a clarity that left him reeling, that what he’d been doing for most of his life was seeking validation from Eliot. For God only knows, he’d felt he needed Eliot’s approval, his respect – his love. Yet, he couldn’t fathom why. It didn’t make him less of a man, less of a human being because Eliot didn’t approve of him. It didn’t make him less of deserving respect because Eliot didn’t love him. 
 
    It had been a huge revelation to recognize his own stupidity in looking to someone else to make him feel worthy. 
 
    It was the most freeing moment he’d ever experienced. 
 
    If only Oliver had experienced the same epiphany in time to save himself. 
 
    However, now, looking out his window at the dark forest and stars blinking back at him from their canopy in the night sky, had it all been an illusion? Was he an illusion? Was he like the lead character is one of his favorite books – The Great Gatsby? Gatsby was famous for re-inventing himself. It was part of the American Dream – you could become whatever you wanted. He’d done that to a certain degree. To the world, he was the successful, refined, erudite doctor.  
 
    This trip to Boston however, showed that in reality he hadn’t come very far at all. With one look, one disdainful word, he’d allowed Eliot to fling him back to his days of uncertainty, of feeling less than, of turning himself into a pretzel to please a man that would never be pleased.  
 
    It was depressing to think how easily he’d allowed Eliot to do that to him. It was also depressing to see that, despite thinking of how far he’d travelled, at the end of the day, he was just like Eliot. He’d been cruel, insensitive. He’d finally achieved his childhood dream of being on the same playing field as Eliot – nose to nose.  
 
    And he hated himself for it. 
 
    He let out a long breath, then turned away from the window. Tomorrow, he would go back to being the re-invented Samuel Westerfield. He’d be the successful, sophisticated doctor once more. Tonight though, he’d drink a small toast to Oliver. To the man he’d loved. To the only man he’d ever allowed so deeply into his heart that still, to this day, he could think of no other who had even come close to penetrating his wall of protection. To the man who’d saved his life by sacrificing his own. Then he would carefully place him back into that small compartment in his soul where the strong, confident doctor didn’t need to look. Where the illusions of who he now was didn’t reach.
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cammie had sunk into an oblivion of sleep so deep, when she awoke, she was shocked to see it was nearly 10:30 in the morning. Jace had already left for work, leaving her a pot of coffee to help her wake up. She quickly showered and changed into her uniform.  
 
    Rather than go straight to the office, however, she swung by Doc’s. To her relief, she saw his driveway filled with cars. It was exactly what he needed. Taking care of patients would keep him occupied and, at least during the day, keep the darker thoughts from playing with his mind and emotions.  
 
    It was noon-time by the time she made it into HQ. She’d already decided what she would and would not share with, not only her staff, but with Jace as well. She didn’t feel comfortable revealing the truth about Doc’s parentage, nor the fact that he was now worth $200 million. She knew him enough to know that he’d loathe being treated differently because of his wealth. And people would treat him differently. 
 
    She therefore gave an abbreviated version of the events as she, Rick and Emmy ate sandwiches from Zee’s in her office. When she was done, Rick whistled under his breath. 
 
    “Man, I’ve always heard the rich are different from us. Now I know why. They are insane!” 
 
    “Not all of them. Some were quite normal.” 
 
    “No wonder Doc moved all the way up here,” Emmy replied. “At least in Twin Ponds he’s appreciated.” 
 
    “When do you think you’ll be heading back up to Allagash?” Rick asked. 
 
    “It’s really up to Doc.” 
 
    “Do you think this Lily chick had anything to do with her mother’s murder, or her ex-husband’s disappearance?”  
 
    Cammie shrugged. “She may have been the most unpleasant person I’ve ever met, but to say she’s capable of murder…?”  
 
    Rick popped a potato chip in his mouth. “Like you said, it could have been anyone who gave the charity the money. They’re probably the kind that like to give away money, but don’t want people knowing about it so they don’t have to deal with every joker knocking on their door looking for a handout.” 
 
    “If we don’t find anything in Helen’s financial papers, I have a feeling Doc will just let it go. I think he’s ready to move on with his life and leave all this behind.” 
 
      
 
    That night after a reunion that almost melted the roof off of their cabin, Cammie shared with Jace what she’d shared with her staff. When she was done, he smiled. 
 
    “I kind of like the idea of going to London. The furthest from Twin Ponds I’ve ever gone is Providence, Rhode Island. It might be fun to meet the Royals.” Cammie looked at him and saw the wry grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. She playfully punched him in the arm. “I do think I should go with you however when you go up to Allagash.” 
 
    “Jealous I’m spending so much time in Doc’s company?” she teased. 
 
    He guffawed. “Actually, I’ve always wanted to see Allagash. And,” he added as he leaned over and kissed her. “I’m not about to let you disappear on me for another week.” 
 
    “What about the garage? You usually have a line a mile long of customers.” 
 
    “They can get along without me for a few days. Besides, I took some accounting courses in school. I know my way around a balance sheet and income statement. Maybe I can find this money trail you and Doc are looking for.” 
 
    “Sounds great. Maybe your presence will cheer Doc up. He’s probably sick of seeing my face.” 
 
    “And it has nothing to do with the fact that he loves hockey players?” 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah, there is that too.” 
 
      
 
    It was nearly two weeks before Doc finally found the courage to go back up to Allagash. His decision was helped by Jace’s desire to tag along. Cammie quickly saw the impact her boyfriend’s presence had on Doc. He was chipper, more lighthearted, behavior she could totally understand. Jace had a calmness that helped diffuse any difficult situation, while at the same time his sharp intelligence and quiet confidence made others feel safe in his presence.  
 
    The two men spent the entire trip discussing everything from politics to art to the Royals again. Cammie drove and she quietly rolled her eyes as she listened to Doc extolling the virtues of London, and how much he’d enjoy introducing them around to his friends, the Duke of this and the Duchess of that. He was shamelessly namedropping, but if it made him happy, who was she to argue with that? 
 
    When they finally arrived at Helen’s cabin, Doc and Cammie held their breath, afraid that someone might have gotten inside and stolen more of Helen’s articles. To their relief, everything remained untouched from the last time they’d been there. Jace whistled under his breath as he took in the damage and destruction.  
 
    “Jeez, somebody was really pissed off at her,” he whispered to Cammie when they were out of earshot of Doc. 
 
    “I’m guessing Helen had a safe somewhere where she kept her financial information,” Doc said as he did his best to ignore the shredded portrait. Cammie saw his face and gestured to Jace to help her take it down. They then turned it towards the wall.  
 
    “Why don’t you look for that? Jace and I are going to go through all these papers. There might be something of interest.” 
 
    While Doc went upstairs, Jace turned a puzzled eye to Cammie. “Besides the financials, is there anything in particular I’m looking for?” 
 
    “Anything that looks interesting.” 
 
    “That’s a lot of help.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I trust you’ll know when you find it.” 
 
    He grunted, but nevertheless began to go through the papers strewn all over the floor on the right side of the living room while Cammie took care of the papers on the floor on the left side of the living room. They heard the sounds of furniture moving upstairs, then a cry of victory. “I found it!” followed by an angry “Damn it!” 
 
    Cammie and Jace looked at each other and burst out in silent laughter. “Let me guess,” she called out. “It’s locked and you either don’t have the key or the combination.” 
 
    “Very good, Sherlock,” came the reply.  
 
    Cammie went upstairs and found Doc standing in front of a wall safe which had been hidden behind a painting of Helen’s cabin and barn. By the bold strokes of paint, she guessed it had been painted by Abby.  
 
    She stood and stared at the safe. “I don’t suppose you have any clue where she might have put the combination?” 
 
    He threw her an exasperated look. “If I knew that, I wouldn’t be standing here talking to you. I’d be sitting on that bed and looking at the financials which I’m sure are in there.” 
 
    “Do you have your stethoscope?” 
 
    He lifted an eyebrow. “Why? Do you think the safe is having heart palpitations?” 
 
    “Only if it knows I’m about to break into it.” Doc eyed her keenly. “You can continue to give me the stink eye or you can get your stethoscope.” Shaking his head, he went out to the Navigator and soon returned with his medical bag from which he withdrew his stethoscope. Cammie placed the ear pieces in, then slowly and methodically began to listen for the tumblers. 
 
    “You must have had quite the interesting childhood,” Doc interrupted as he stood too close to her shoulder and breathed on her neck. 
 
    “I learned this in Boston. Now please shut up for two seconds so I can hear the tumblers.” 
 
    “Humph,” he groused, but did as she asked. It took a few more minutes, but she finally swung the safe open. 
 
    “Voila!” she announced. 
 
    “You scare me sometimes.” 
 
    She stepped aside as Doc began to withdraw documents. 
 
    “Hey guys,” Jace called up from downstairs. “I think I found something you may want to see.” 
 
    With Cammie and Doc each holding several manila folders, the two returned downstairs where they found Jace sitting on the floor in the middle of several stacks of paper he’d begun creating as he went through the scattered documents still strewn about. He handed one of those documents to Cammie. She took one look at it and whistled under her breath. 
 
    “What is it?” Doc asked. 
 
    “It’s a bill for a private investigator out of Boston by the name of Jay Barry.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Doc’s eyes widened as he took the paper and looked at it. “This is dated three months ago.” 
 
    “It doesn’t say what the services were, but whatever he did, he charged a pretty penny for it,” Cammie commented. “Are there any other bills from Mr. Barry?”  
 
    Jace shook his head. “If there are, I haven’t found them yet.” 
 
    They systemically went through the remaining papers, but after forty five minutes, they found nothing more. Sitting on the floor, Cammie stretched her legs out as she leaned back on her hands. “Do you have any idea why she would have hired a PI?” 
 
    “She said absolutely nothing to me.” 
 
    “Could she have been investigating Westerfield?” Jace asked. 
 
    Doc shrugged. “It’s possible she wanted to make sure he really was as insolvent as he claimed to be.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense though,” Cammie spoke up. “Vance told us Helen had been supporting him for about 4-1/2 years. Why would she suddenly have him investigated this year? What happened between them to make her do such a thing?” 
 
    “Maybe your aunt was investigating the guy who was suing her?” Jace suggested. Doc cocked an eyebrow at Cammie, surprised and somewhat pleased that she hadn’t shared the truth about his parentage. She met his eye with a slight smile. 
 
    “Rather than spin our wheels, I think there’s one person who may be able to help us out.” She grabbed her sweater and stepped outside.  
 
    “You know, we could just call Barry,” Doc said aloud after she’d gone out. 
 
    Jace chuckled. “That would be too easy.” 
 
    “She does enjoy the cloak and dagger, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “If you only knew.” 
 
    Outside on Helen’s front porch, Cammie hit speed dial on her cell and waited for the call to go through. Once again she was taken by the beauty of the meadow and the stream running through it. She glanced back up at the cemetery and wondered, once more, what Helen had been doing up there. A thought flitted through her mind, but before she could grab it, she heard a familiar voice with a thick Boston accent answer.  
 
    “Yeah?” the voice boomed.  
 
    “Hey Sean, it’s Cammie.” 
 
    “Well, bust my balls. Two phone calls within a few months. Am I blessed or what?” 
 
    Sean Carney had been a friend of Cammie during her years as a private investigator in Boston. He knew everything that went on in what he considered his city, both legally and illegally. He’d assisted her with her most recent case and she was hoping he could once again help her out. 
 
    “I need your help checking out someone for me.” 
 
    “After that fantastic all expenses paid weekend you arranged for me down in Mohegan Sun, I’m yours baby.” 
 
    “What can you tell me about a man called Jay Barry? He’s a private investigator with an office down on Federal Street.” She rattled off the address she remembered from the bill. 
 
    “I’ll check it out and call you right back.” 
 
    “By the way Sean, did you win anything down in Mohegan Sun?” 
 
    He chuckled. “I scored big, baby. Not only on the slots but in the love department. I’ll tell you about her some other day. I can tell you want this info ASAP.” 
 
    “Yeah, I do. Thanks.” 
 
    They hung up and she reentered the cabin to find Jace and Doc sitting on the couch, going through the papers in the manila folders she and Doc had removed from Helen’s safe. She grabbed one of the folders and soon she too was nose deep in paperwork.  
 
    There was information on her investments, an album of family photos, a copy of her last will and testament. In the last folder, they found a stack of her bank statements going back several years. She looked up to tell Doc what she’d found when she caught him looking around the room. His face was pinched with sadness and grief. Having gotten caught up in their mission, she mentally kicked herself for forgetting how difficult this was for him.  
 
    “You know,” she said as she closed the folder. “I don’t know about you, but I’m feeling a bit tired. Why don’t we look at this stuff tomorrow when we have a clearer head?” 
 
    Jace looked up at her, perplexed. As long as he’d known her, Cammie never stopped working on something until she found what she was after. He was about to ask her what was wrong when she cocked her head towards Doc. He glanced at him and comprehension spread on his face. 
 
    “That’s a great idea, babe,” he replied. “My brain’s a bit fried from looking through all these papers.” 
 
    He gathered everything and placed them back into the folders. Both he and Cammie stood up.  
 
    “What am I going to do with this place?” Doc replied, giving voice to the emotions marring his face. “I suppose I should sell it. I certainly don’t need it.” He ran his hand over the sofa cushion. “At the same time, Helen loved this place so much. I hate the thought of someone else living here.” 
 
    “You can always rent it out to fishermen and hunters,” Jace suggested. 
 
    “And have Helen haunt my dreams?” He passed his hand over his chin. “I suppose I don’t need to make any decisions just yet.” 
 
    “No, you don’t.” 
 
    At that moment, Cammie’s phone rang. Looking at the display, she quickly answered. 
 
    “Hey, Sean. I’m going to put you on speaker phone.” She clicked a button and the three of them gathered around her. 
 
    “I got the dope on Jay Barry,” Sean’s voice replied. “He hung out his shingle about six years ago. He’s ex-FBI and has a group of retired G-men working for him. He does excellent work, but he ain’t cheap. He seems to specialize on doing whatever work the Boston hoity-toidy need. And if there’s one thing I’ve discovered over the years, they got more secrets than the Freemasons.” 
 
    Cammie gave Doc an embarrassed glance. “Thanks, Sean. You’ve been a big help. Send me a bill.” 
 
    “Hey, cos of you I got Camille in my life. This one’s on the house.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised by that information,” Doc replied when Cammie hung up. “Helen would only hire the best.” He stood up. “I made reservations at that little inn we stayed at the last time we were up here.” 
 
    He threw on his jacket and walked out. Jace looked at Cammie.  
 
    “This has really been hard on him, hasn’t it?”  
 
    She nodded. “I hope this is the last of it. Then hopefully he can get back to normal.” 
 
    Jace smiled. “Whatever normal means to Doc.” 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, they each retired to their rooms. All day long, Cammie had been debating the wisdom of making a particular phone call, but kept putting it off. Being in Allagash had brought it to mind and she couldn’t stop thinking about it. Finally, in the privacy of their room, while Jace showered, she gave in and dialed the phone.  
 
    “Lieutenant Mantree,” came the response. 
 
    “Geoff, it’s Cammie.” 
 
    “Hey Cam, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Look, I’m really calling more out of curiosity than anything else. I just want you to know I’m not interfering, or second guessing you.”  
 
    She heard a chuckle on the other side. “Out with it, Sheriff. What’s bothering you?” 
 
    She bit her lip. “Well, I’m wondering what Henry Harding said when you found Helen’s possessions in his barn.” 
 
    “Oh, he readily admitted to taking them. He said that she owed him at least that much after dragging out this case to the point where she knew he’d lose everything.” 
 
    “When did he do the theft?” 
 
    “It was after Win found her body. After calling us, he called Henry. Henry didn’t quite believe it and took himself over there to check it out. It was then he had the idea of going through her place and trying to find some items he could sell to recoup his losses.” 
 
    “Not the sharpest tool in the shed, is he?” 
 
    “Not by a long shot. Even if we hadn’t found the items in his barn, the fingerprint analysis came back, showing his prints all over the house.” 
 
    “Did he say why he destroyed her place?” 
 
    “He claims it was already that way when he arrived.” 
 
    “Interesting…” 
 
    “Are you doubting Henry is the murderer?” 
 
    Cammie opened her mouth, then shut it. Finally, she raked her fingers through her hair. “I’m not sure what I think.” 
 
    “I thought you and Dr. Westerfield would be happy about Henry’s arrest. With this case closed, you two can get back to your normal routine in Twin Ponds. ” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said non-committedly.  
 
    “Well, if you come up with anything else, be sure to call me. But I think this is one of those rare cases that is as cut and dried as it looks.” 
 
    They said their good-byes and hung up. Just as she placed her cell on the night stand, Jace came out of the bathroom. He had a towel wrapped around his torso and his hair was wet. He took one look at her even messier than usual hair and the thoughtful look on her face and immediately sat down on the bed next to her.  
 
    “I heard you talking on the phone. Everything okay?” She told him about her conversation with Geoff. “So, what’s wrong? From what you told me, Harding had the perfect motive.” 
 
    “I know. And Geoff is probably right about him being the murderer.”  
 
    “So you obviously think Eliot Westerfield is no longer a suspect?” 
 
    She nodded. “He was a physical wreck. I can’t see him travelling all the way up to Allagash and shooting his sister without having a heart attack right there in the cemetery.” 
 
    “So why do you look so – I don’t know – concerned, upset.” 
 
    Cammie sighed. “Maybe it’s the fact that Helen isn’t as squeaky clean as everyone thought. I think even Doc is having a hard time wrapping his mind around the fact that his aunt wasn’t Mother Teresa.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re over thinking this right now. You don’t yet know why she hired that private investigator in Boston. Leave all this until tomorrow morning when you and Doc call him.” 
 
    Cammie lowered her head and rubbed her eyes with her hands. “You’re right. I’ve just got to stop all this from going round and round in my head.” 
 
    A second later, she felt Jace nuzzling the back of her neck. “I may have a way of helping you forget Doc and Helen and Henry and all of this crazy shit.” 
 
    She looked up at him and smiled. “I like the way you think.” 
 
      
 
    They gathered in Doc’s room the next morning. He and Cammie sat on his bed, while Jace sat in a nearby chair. Doc had his cell phone out on the bed between himself and Cammie with the speaker on. He’d called the number on the bill and was awaiting the receptionist to connect him with the private investigator. 
 
    “Jay Barry here,” came a low, rumbling, no nonsense voice.  
 
    “Mr. Barry, this is Doctor Samuel Westerfield. I believe you did some work for my aunt, Helen Carsgrove.” 
 
    There was a long pause, then Barry said, “Yes, Dr. Westerfield, I’ve been expecting your call.” 
 
    “You have?” Doc asked, startled.  
 
    “Yes. Mrs. Carsgrove said that if anything ever happened to her, you would be phoning me.” 
 
    Indeed?” Doc asked, his voice calm, but his eyes the size of saucers as he stared at Cammie in disbelief. “I have to admit Mr. Barry, I was in ignorance over my aunt using your services. I only discovered your existence after going through her personal papers. Tell me, what exactly did she ask you to do?” 
 
    “She hired me to investigate her son-in-law, Charles Evans.”
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Doc’s jaw dropped. “Charles? Whatever for?” 
 
    “She was interested in his financial picture.” 
 
    “Now I’m quite confused,” Doc confessed. 
 
    “Naturally, she didn’t explain why she wanted me to do what she was asking – most clients don’t. She simply asked me to look into Mr. Evan’s finances.” 
 
    “And what were you able to find?” 
 
    They heard the sounds of papers being flipped before Barry answered. “Basically, Dr. Westerfield, Mr. Evans was hemorrhaging money. It seems he had a fondness for gambling, women, drugs and buying quite expensive toys. It’s not cheap globetrotting around Europe in the circles he traveled in. He was borrowing money from wherever and whomever he could, including some that showed the desperate straits he was in.” 
 
    “Are you basically telling me he was insolvent?” 
 
    “Not quite. But he could work until he was one hundred and two and he’d still never catch up with what he owed.” 
 
    “Who are these people you’re referring to?” 
 
    “If you give me your email, I’ll send you a copy of my report. In there, you’ll find a comprehensive list of his main creditors, as well as a dossier on all his activities, both legal and illegal.” 
 
    Doc thanked him for his time and hung up, shell shocked by what he’d just heard.  
 
    “This case is becoming curiouser and curiouser,” Cammie murmured.  
 
    “You know, I just remembered something,” Doc replied as he sat back against the headboard. “The last time I saw Helen, we were having dinner in her living room and I had the distinct feeling that she wanted to tell me something. But it seemed every time she started to speak, she would stop and begin to speak of something trivial.” He pursed his lips. “I wish I had pressed her to tell me what was on her mind. I have a feeling it had to do with what we’ve just discovered.” 
 
    “Tell you what. Let’s put all that aside for now and look through her bank statements and ledgers.” 
 
    The three slowly went through everything, making notes as they went along. They worked through lunch and it wasn’t until almost two o’clock by the time they were done. They were each bleary eyed and stumbled downstairs in the hopes of getting something to eat. They practically inhaled their food, then went back upstairs to Doc’s room where Cammie pulled all their notes together. 
 
    “Okay. We were able to track all the payments Helen made to Westerfield, as well as several payments to Lily over the years, including some large ones made out to Tom’s charity long before Carole claims she had that conversation with her brother over blackmailing Lily.” She took out a piece of paper and held it up. “These, however are what have me suspicious. There are five huge payments under what she calls sundry items. They start in July of last year, two months before Tom disappeared and continue until mid-March, totaling $950,000.” She looked up at Doc. “Do you have any idea what these could be for?” 
 
    Doc shook his head. “It might have been renovations she was doing to enlarge the barn, but I really don’t know.” 
 
    “Then there’s Charles. She has him investigated starting in January. Then he dies in March. Are the two related?” 
 
    “Of course. Helen specifically went out to California and monkeyed with the speed boat he rented so he could drown off the Farallon Islands,” Doc snapped testily. 
 
    Cammie slowly let out her breath. “I’m sorry, Doc. I’m not accusing Helen of anything. I’m just trying to make sense of all these seemingly random pieces.” 
 
    “I understand that. But sometimes an accidental death is just an accidental death. And a sundry item could be anything that doesn’t involve murder and mayhem.” 
 
    “Of course, if this Evans guy owed the wrong people money, like drug dealers, it’s always possible someone did monkey with the boat. Or followed him out to make sure he had an accident,” Jace spoke up. 
 
    “Maybe the list of creditors Barry compiled will answer that,” Cammie suggested. 
 
    Doc leaned over to the night stand and picked up his Ipad. A few moments later, he was flipping through his emails. “Ah, here we are.” Cammie and Jace sat on either side of him as they went through the list. “Good Lord,” Doc exclaimed. “He owed just about every major bank in Boston and London money, not to mention several close family friends. My God, it says here he owed Helen at least $750,000.” He continued scrolling down.  
 
    “Whoa, wait a minute,” Cammie exclaimed. “Back up!” Doc did as she asked. She quickly scanned the list and let out a whistle. “Holy shit.” 
 
    “What are you cursing about?” Doc asked. 
 
    “Look at those names. Boris Sherazanko, Phil Buttarazzi, Morry Temple. Do you have any idea who those guys are that Charles owed-” She did a quick calculation in her head as she looked at the figures “Holy crap – that he owed close to $4 million to!” 
 
    “No, should I?” 
 
    She shook her head to herself. “Those three guys are bad news. Worse than bad news. Sherazanko alone is part of the Russian mafia. He’s reported to have ordered the killing of at least 100 people. The other two are just as bad. Jeez, what the hell was Charles thinking to get involved with those criminals?” 
 
    Doc abruptly slammed shut the Ipad, much to Cammie and Jace’s surprise. “Maybe there’s nothing to figure out. Maybe it all played out exactly the way it looks. Tom disappeared in the Amazon trying to help out a village in need. Charles drowned because of his ludicrous need for excessive speed. Henry Harding killed Helen in a fit of rage because of the ridiculous lawsuit that never should have been filed in the first place. End of story.” He stood and crossed the room in two strides. “I’m going out for some air.” 
 
    When he was gone, Jace and Cammie exchanged glances. “Alrighty then,” she muttered as she began to straighten out the papers. 
 
    “He can’t face the fact that his aunt may have been involved somehow. I could tell how much those sundry items bothered him,” Jace said as he saw the dejected look on Cammie’s face.  
 
    She ran her hands through her hair, leaving her bangs standing straight up. “Let me run through this out loud and tell me if it makes any sense.” 
 
    Jace sat up. “Go for it.” 
 
    “Okay. Last spring Tom Hightower disappears in the Amazon. In January, Helen hires a PI to look into Charles’ finances. Though why she did so at this particular time remains a mystery.” 
 
    “All those rich people kinda run in the same circles, don’t they?” Jace suggested. “Maybe she heard through the grapevine that Charles was going through money like crazy and wanted to see if the rumors were true to protect her daughter’s money.”  
 
    “I agree. So Barry gives her his report in mid-February. A week later she’s in Boston changing her will. But instead of leaving half to Lily and half to Doc, she changes it and gives most of it to Doc. Was it because she grew not only tired of funding Lily’s lifestyle like Vance suggested, but because she was also unwittingly funding Charles’ dissolute lifestyle as well? I wonder if she ever shared this report with Lily.” Cammie’s eyes opened as a thought occurred to her. “Is that what the sundry payments were for? Did Helen have a hand in getting rid of a man who had the potential to embarrass not only Lily, but her as well? I mean, the guy is doing drugs, hanging around with prostitutes, rubbing elbows with criminals.” 
 
    “The timing’s a bit off though. You said the sundry payments started in July. She didn’t contact Barry until January.” 
 
    Cammie grabbed the paper and looked at it. “But they stop mid-March, right around the time Charles died.” 
 
    Jace shifted his weight on the bed. “Even if Helen did pay someone to get rid of Charles, you’re never going to be able to prove it. Both of them are dead. And I doubt that if Lily knew anything about it, she’ll admit it to you or anyone.” 
 
    “A perfect dead end,” Cammie groused as she fell back on the bed with a thud. She stared up at the ceiling, a defeated look on her face. “Both Tom and Charles died before Helen did, so we can’t pin her murder on them. And if Lily did do it, we have absolutely no proof or any way of finding that proof.” She sighed. “It seems Henry Harding is going to be convicted of a murder he may very well be innocent of. That just blows.” 
 
    “You’ve done everything you can, Cam. You’ve done more than most would have done. Unfortunately, at this point, you’re just wasting your time and energy. As much as I know you hate hearing it, you’re going to have to let this one go.” 
 
    Cammie looked over to Jace. And reluctantly nodded. “You’re right,” she sighed. 
 
    He reached out and took her hand. “And the bottom line is that this isn’t your case.” 
 
    “That too.” She leaned over and kissed him. “When did you become so wise?” 
 
    “I was born wise. It just takes some people a little time to realize it.” 
 
    They laughed and together began to put all the papers in order. By the time everything was put away, Doc returned. 
 
    “The walk did me good.” 
 
    “Did you come to any conclusions?” 
 
    He nodded. “I did. I’ve concluded that it’s time to return to Twin Ponds and get on with our lives. As unfortunate as it is, Helen died at the hands of a man who was driven to the brink by the loss of everything he’d ever known.” He paused. “I’ve also decided to use some of her money to expand her home and make it into a retreat for the underprivileged children she supported through her charity work. They’ll have a place to come to where they can enjoy the virgin wilderness and learn skills they can take back with them. I know it’s what she would have wanted. I’m going to call it The Helen Carsgrove Wilderness Retreat in her honor.” 
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As Doc wished, life in Twin Ponds did return to normal. He immersed himself, both in his patients and in the plans to remake Helen’s home to reflect her love and concern to give children a chance to make a success of their lives.  
 
    Cammie quickly settled back into her duties as Sheriff of Clarke County. During the first week of May, Emmy had put up her Memorial Day tree in the window of HQ, its twinkling lights nestled next to ornaments of blossoming flowers and little toy boats to reflect the official beginning of summer.  
 
    Ever since she’d taken office as sheriff, she’d been intrigued by Emmy’s holiday trees. She couldn’t figure out where the young receptionist was able to find all the different ornaments and decorations for each of the major holidays, but she’d grown accustomed to seeing the tree in the window of HQ every day when she arrived. The trees had an added bonus - it helped her remember which holiday was coming up. 
 
    The warm weather was late in arriving. When it finally did arrive, it grew hot so quickly that the snows melted rapidly, bringing on the dreaded mud season almost a month later than normal. Everyone hated mud season when unpaved roads became morasses of sticky gooey mud that easily trapped unsuspecting travelers. Cammie, Rick, Jace and her part-time deputies spent many an afternoon answering 911 calls to pull cars or trucks out of mud pits or up inclines they were bounced into by the deep ruts. Yet everyone handled the yearly occurrence with surprising good humor because they knew that once mud season was over, summer was here. No more heavy coats, shoveling snow, or battling freezing winds and blizzards. It was as though all of Twin Ponds was reborn as the thermostat edged its way towards balmy temperatures.  
 
    No more was said of Helen, or Lily or any of the family drama Doc had left behind in Boston. Cammie didn’t dare ask; she didn’t want to touch that particular sore point. But as the days and weeks went by, she was relieved to see that he’d returned to his loveable curmudgeon ways. She was also thankful he hadn’t brought up London or meeting the Royals again - not that she wouldn’t have minded sightseeing in England. Perhaps in the future. Right now, her focus was on strengthening her relationship with Jace. And on the project they’d both embarked on – finally undertaking the renovations to the cabin they shared. In order to get the work started, they found an architect in Presque Isle who they hoped would help them realize their ideas.  
 
    Cammie also let the town know that on the last Saturday in June, she would finally hold a small ceremony on the banks of Waban Pond to spread Eli Kelley’s ashes over the water. The pond was where he’d gotten his start to what would be a stellar career in the National Hockey League. She couldn’t think of a better place to honor his memory and give the people much needed closure as they said their final good-byes to the man who had meant so much to this small town.  
 
    It was mid-May and the temperatures were hovering around a comfortable sixty-five degrees. Cammie was in her office writing up a report on a minor fender bender. The owner of one of the vehicles had neglected to take his medicine, resulting in a bout of dizziness at the wheel of his Dodge Truck. Before he knew it, he’d rear ended his neighbor at the 2ndof two stop lights on Main Street. Cammie was able to handle it easily and was now finishing up the report on her computer. Just as she hit the Save key, she heard a knock on her door. 
 
    “Sheriff, could I talk to you about something?” Cammie turned and saw it was Emmy. 
 
    “Sure, come in.” 
 
    Emmy came in and sat down. As was her custom, the young woman wore a yellow ribbon in her long, dark hair to match her yellow and white blouse.  
 
    When Cammie swung away from the computer, she immediately noticed how nervous Emmy looked. She was licking her lips and wringing her hands in her lap. Her first thought was that Rick had done something to hurt the young woman. 
 
    She knew Emmy harbored a deep crush on the deputy. She felt bad for her; the young woman wasn’t Rick’s type at all and he was too busy dating every woman in Clarke County to ever notice the slightly plump, quiet receptionist. Yet whether it was because of Emmy’s near death experience a few months before, or the fact that it was Rick who had saved her, she’d noticed a closeness emerging between the two. She’d made the decision to stay out of it. They were both adults. Nevertheless, she still kept a wary eye out, praying that Rick wouldn’t hurt the sensitive, vulnerable young woman.  
 
    “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “Not really. Well, maybe. I’m not sure.” 
 
    Cammie stood up and closed the door to her office. She then returned to her desk and sat down. “Whatever is going on in your life, you know you can talk to me.” 
 
    Emmy’s eyes widened in surprise. “Oh, it has nothing to do with me! I’m fine. It has to do with Doc’s family and what you told Rick and me about that whole situation.” 
 
    “Doc?” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ve been thinking it over. I mean, some things just didn’t make sense, you know. Who has two husbands disappear? I know it was on opposite sides of the earth, but I still thought that was strange. I thought it was even stranger that his cousin Lily didn’t even seem to care too much that her mother was dead. I know Rick said the rich are weird, but I thought that was beyond weird.” 
 
    “Em, not everyone has the type of close relationship you have with your mother.”  
 
    Suffocating was more like it, though of course she would never share that opinion with her young receptionist. 
 
     Ever since Mrs. Madachuck’s husband had died a few years back, she’d made Emmy, followed by the local church, the sole focus of her life. If Emmy was five minutes late getting home, her mother would be phoning, convinced something terrible had happened to her precious daughter. After Emmy’s recent experience, the woman had gotten worse. Cammie was surprised she let Emmy come to work, much less at the Sheriff’s Department. But, as she’d come to see, there was a rod of steel running down the young woman’s spine. Which she admired and was grateful for.  
 
    “Oh I know. Anyway, I hope you don’t mind, but I started doing some digging. It was really just to satisfy my own curiosity than anything else. That’s why I didn’t say anything to you about it. And I wouldn’t have said anything at all. Except-” 
 
    Cammie’s heart began to beat rapidly. “You found something?” 
 
    She nodded. “I know this isn’t your case, so you can’t really ask for phone records and all that. So I just started poking around.”  
 
    “And?” Cammie asked, ready to jump out of her skin. 
 
    “There was a ping from Charles Evans’ cell phone on a tower that would have picked up any signals from Helen’s house.” 
 
    Cammie’s eyes widened. “When was that?” 
 
    “It was on March 1st.” 
 
    “That was two weeks before he died, and one month before Helen was killed.” 
 
    “That’s not all I found. When I searched further, I saw that Lily’s cell phone also pinged at the same tower on the same date.” 
 
    “I knew it! I knew that’s why she lied to me about not knowing anything about Henry Harding. Now we know that she and Charles did go up to see Helen a month before she died.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that means anything, but I thought I’d let you know. I hope you don’t mind what I did.” 
 
    “No, not at all. On the contrary. That’s one small piece of the puzzle falling into place.”  
 
    “Do you think they went up to see Helen because they found out she’d changed her will?” 
 
    Cammie met Emmy’s eye. “Considering Helen changed her will near the end of February, it sounds like the perfect excuse to me.” 
 
    She spent the day debating whether she should say anything to Doc. He appeared to have moved on and she didn’t wish to upset him. But this was proof that Lily had lied, not only once but twice about the last time she’d seen her mother. There was only one reason behind it and it gnawed at her. Finally, after telling Jace she’d be a little late getting home, she drove out to Doc’s cabin.  
 
    She knocked and a few moments later, the door opened. 
 
    Doc, who was still wearing his lab coat over a pair of black slacks and a white shirt, smiled at the sight of her. “Well, what a surprise.”  
 
    “I hope I’m not disturbing you.” 
 
    “No. I finished with my last patient just before you arrived. I was about to pour myself a glass of wine. Can I pour you one?” 
 
    She followed him into the kitchen where the bottle of wine and a glass were sitting on the counter. “No thanks. Jace is making supper.” 
 
    He poured the red wine into the glass. “To what do I owe this detour? Especially when I find out your hockey player is waiting for you at home?” 
 
    Cammie sat down at the counter, suddenly feeling a bit nervous. “I actually debated all day whether I should bring this to your attention. But at the end, I thought you should know.” 
 
    “This sounds ominous.” 
 
    “It has to do with Lily and Charles.” 
 
    Doc stilled for a moment, then took a long sip of his wine. “Have they found Charles’ body?” 
 
    “No, nothing like that.” She then told him what Emmy had told her. “Now I wouldn’t have given it much thought. Obviously she and her husband are allowed to visit her mother. But it’s the fact that she twice lied to us that bothers me. And the fact that they visited her about a week after she changed her will.”  
 
    She watched his face carefully, waiting for his reaction. She expected him to explode, to demand that she mind her own business and leave all this alone. To her surprise, he remained quietly pensive.  
 
    “It does beg the question why she’d feel the need to lie,” Doc replied. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Doc stared into space for a moment, thoughtfully rubbing the stem of his wineglass between his fingers. “Whatever your instincts may be telling you, what you’ve just said still doesn’t prove that Henry Harding wasn’t the one who killed Helen.” 
 
    She met his gaze. “Tell me Doc, do you honestly think he did it?” 
 
    “Obviously you don’t.” 
 
    “I have nothing to back it up, but he just doesn’t strike me as a killer. A man desperate to save his farm, yes. But to actually take a gun and shoot her? And would Helen, knowing how acrimonious the situation had grown between them, actually turn her back to him?” She glanced at him. “I don’t suppose there’s any way to find out if they knew about the changes Helen made to her will?” 
 
    “Lily will never admit it if she did know. And Charles is no longer around to ask.” Doc took another long sip of wine. “Of course I don’t approve of what your receptionist is doing. She’s obviously been spending too much time in your company. However, if she does choose on her own to continue digging, there isn’t anything you or I can do about that, is there?” 
 
    Cammie smiled. It wasn’t an outright approval, but she was good at reading between the lines. And she knew Doc would like this mystery solved as much as she did. 
 
    The next day Cammie gave Emmy a tacit okay to see what else she could find. She eagerly took to the task and during the day, between her regular responsibilities, she continued pecking away, caught up in the mystery as much as Cammie was. 
 
    For the next few days, Cammie tried to tamp down her impatience by keeping herself occupied with the architectural plans for the cabin. They’d gotten the blueprints and one night, after dinner, she and Jace had them spread out over the coffee table. They were just going over them when her cell rang. Looking at the display, she quickly answered. 
 
    “Hey Em.” 
 
    “Sheriff. I’m not interrupting anything, am I?” 
 
    “No. We just finished dinner.” 
 
    “I would have waited until tomorrow, but I thought you’d want to know.” 
 
    “Know what?” 
 
    “Well, after seeing that Charles Evans was in Allagash on March 1st, I continued checking out his cell phone records.”  
 
    “That must have been interesting. According to what I heard, he was a real globe trotter.” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing. I figured I could at least pick up his trail after his trip to Maine and before he left the marina the day of his death.” 
 
    Cammie’s stomach clenched. “But?” she prompted. There was a hesitation on the phone.  
 
    “Well, the fact is, there are no records after March 1st. It’s like Charles Evans disappeared way before he ever got to San Francisco.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a long pause. Finally Emmy broke the silence. “What are you thinking, Sheriff?” 
 
    “You said the newspapers reported that Charles’ body was never found, correct?” 
 
    “That’s right.” Suddenly Emmy gasped. “Oh my! You don’t think-” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet. I need to sit with this for a bit. What about Lily’s phone?” 
 
    “The signal showed she was in the Boston area the day before Helen’s death. The next signal is the day after when it shows she was in Manchester-by-the-Sea. I’ll keep digging and see if I can find anything else.” 
 
    Cammie hung up and sat back on the couch. Jace came into the living room. 
 
    “The dishes are ready to be washed whenever you-” He stopped when he saw the deep look of concentration on her face. “Uh oh. You look like you just discovered what really happened to Jimmy Hoffa.” 
 
    “Not quite so monumental.” 
 
    He sat down next to her. “Was that Emmy on the phone?” 
 
    Cammie nodded and shared their conversation with him. When she was done, he gave her a disapproving look. “I’m not telling you how to do your job, but don’t you think that what Emmy is doing is illegal?” 
 
    Cammie turned and looked into Jace’s eyes. “What’s worse? Having Emmy doing what she’s doing, or having an innocent man go to jail for a murder he didn’t commit while the real perpetrator skates away scott free?” 
 
    “Good point. So what are your conclusions?” 
 
    “Charles and Lily went up to see Helen on March 1st. I believe they went up there because somehow they found out she’d changed her will and they were hoping to change her mind. Or maybe they went up there to ask for more money, especially in light of the fact that Charles owed three dangerous criminals close to $4 million. What if she told them both to take a hike? Charles is desperate now. He’s got some nasty thugs after him. So maybe one of either two things happened. The Unholy Trio actually managed to bump Charles off. Or he faked his own death.” Jace gave her a dubious look. “Think about it. Two weeks after his meeting with Helen, he supposedly dies in a boating accident. But his body was never found. Don’t forget, Charles had connections all over the world. His job was to hide all the scandals and foibles of the rich and famous. Who better would know where to lie low until things calmed down?” 
 
    “So where does Helen’s murder figure into all this?” 
 
    “What if, after getting refused the first time, he decides to try again? Maybe he figures he won’t get $4 million to pay off Sherazanko, Buttarazzi and Temple, but maybe he can get enough to set up a new life for himself? Somewhere in the world where Helen and Lily never have to deal with him again. Yet, for whatever reason, Helen refuses again. He’s beyond desperate now. This is his life in her hands. When she says no, he loses it and kills her in a fit of rage.”  
 
    Jace ran a hand over his chin. “I don’t know, Cam. It seems a bit complicated.” 
 
    “For us, maybe. But Charles was dealing with people he never should have ever gotten involved with. It may have taken something as complicated as this to get him out of hot water and save his own skin.” 
 
    “So you think he may still be alive?” 
 
    “If those three lowlifes didn’t kill him, I’d say there’s a good possibility he is.” 
 
    “Once again, it comes down to Lily, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Cammie nodded. “The records show she was in Massachusetts the day before and the day after her mother died. But they don’t show where she was the day of Helen’s death.” She met Jace’s gaze. “She’s the key to all of this. I can feel it in my gut.” 
 
    He smiled. “Maybe what you’re feeling is my chicken cacciatore.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Only if I’d been the one cooking it.” 
 
      
 
    The next day Cammie was seated at her desk, going over some paperwork when she looked up and saw Rick poke his head in. She guffawed when she saw the exhaustion clearly lined on his face. 
 
    “Your date last night must have been a humdinger. Did you get any sleep?” 
 
    It was well known throughout town that Rick’s idea of a relationship was one that lasted more than a week. Despite working with him for almost two years, she still couldn’t figure out how he managed to stay friends with all his exes. Which, by this time, probably took up just about every woman under the age of forty in all of Clarke County. 
 
    He slunk in and threw himself in the chair opposite her desk. “I wish I could say it was a hot date. Instead, I spent most of the night looking for my cousin’s little rug rat of a dog, Cuddles.” 
 
    “Cuddles?” Cammie asked, trying not to laugh. 
 
    “It’s one of those yappy little Yorkshire terriers. Somehow it ran out of the house and disappeared into the woods. Dory was terrified some predator was going to snatch it so she called the family in to try and find him.” He rubbed his eyes with his hands. “If any predator was smart, it would have stayed way away from the little runt.” 
 
    “Sounds like you don’t like Cuddles very much.” 
 
    “I like animals, don’t get me wrong. This one though-” He shook his head.  
 
    “How can you hate a dog named Cuddles?” 
 
    “Cuz it should have been called ‘Nipper’. Every time I go over there, the damned thing wraps itself around my ankle and goes to town gnawing on my shin bone.” 
 
    “So did you find Cuddles?” 
 
    “We finally found him at dawn. The little shit was under her front porch the whole time. But not before she called in our other cousin Gene to take his new plane up to see if he could spot him.” He looked plaintively at her. “Do you know how embarrassing it is to be yelling out “Cuddles, come here! Come on, Cuddles. Come to Daddy.” 
 
    At this point Cammie couldn’t hold it in anymore and burst out laughing. Rick looked morosely at her, then quickly joined her in her laughter.  
 
    “If it turns out to be a quiet day, why don’t you knock off early and go get some sleep?” Cammie suggested as she watched him get up and leave her office. 
 
    “Thanks. Appreciate that.” 
 
    Alone, she turned back to her paperwork. Suddenly something Rick said clicked in her brain that made her get up and walk out to the reception area where he and Emmy had their desks. 
 
    “Say Rick,” she said as she came up to his desk. “You said Gene used his new plane?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How could he afford a plane? You told me a few months ago, he was hurting for money so much, he moved back in with his mother.”  
 
    “He got a wicked deal from some guy. It was one of those situations where he couldn’t turn it down.” 
 
    “Do you know who the guy was who sold it to him?” 
 
    Rick narrowed his eyes at her. “What’s this about?” 
 
    “It could be nothing, but I’d be curious to know who sold him the plane.” 
 
    “I’ll call him now and ask.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Cammie made herself a cup of coffee before returning to her desk. She’d barely sat down when Rick popped his head in. 
 
    “I can see why you asked,” he said. “According to Gene, a friend of his saw an ad in the local paper and mentioned it to him. Gene called him up and they worked out a deal.” Rick looked at Cammie. “The guy who sold my cousin the plane was Charles Evans.” He shook his head. “Man, you’ve got the instincts of a psychic shark.” 
 
    “Not really. It was just a lucky guess. When did he buy the plane?” 
 
    “April 14th. He remembered the date because that’s his girlfriend’s birthday and he was planning on taking her up for a ride to celebrate. You think it’s the same Charles Evans you’ve been telling us about?” 
 
    “It seems too coincidental for it not to be.” 
 
    “But I thought he died in some boat accident around the middle of March out in California.” 
 
    “That’s the official story. But it seems he owed $4 million to Boris Sherazanko, Phil Buttarazzi and Morry Temple.” 
 
    Rick’s eyes widened. “Holy crap. Was this Evans dude crazy? That’s like owing money to Satan himself. Jeez, if that was me, I would have made myself disappear off the face of the earth before they did it for me.” He suddenly looked up at Cammie. “Whoa – do you think-” 
 
    “It’s entirely possible. Did Gene actually meet Evans?” 
 
    Rick nodded. “Said he was tall, and wore a baseball cap over his dark hair. Gene said he was very businesslike. Wasn’t much of a chatter. They met, my cuz looked over the plane, took her up for a five minute spin, then paid Evans by cashier’s check. Bada bing, bada boom, they were done in about fifteen minutes. He said the guy seemed to be in a bit of a hurry.” 
 
    “You’ve been watching reruns of The Sopranos again, haven’t you?” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    Cammie rolled her eyes. “This business deal took place in Allagash?” Rick nodded. “Helen was killed on April 13th. And Charles sells his plane on April 14th.” 
 
    “So he really did fake his own death. Man, that’s nuts.”  
 
    “Not if, like you said, you’ve got Satan’s spawns after your ass.” 
 
    Rick looked at her. “You think he killed Helen?” 
 
    “If she refused to give him the money he needed, yeah, I can imagine him killing her.” 
 
    “So if that’s true, he has to have created another identity for himself to make sure those goons don’t find him. Which means he could be anywhere in the world.”  
 
    “I know.” She chewed on her thumbnail for a while, then glanced up at Rick. “About the only thing I can do is call up Mantree and let him know that Evans sold your cousin a plane a day after Helen died and a month after he supposedly drowned. I’ll also tell him about the criminal connection. Then it’s up to him to take it any further.” 
 
    “Do you think he will?” 
 
    Cammie shrugged. “Geoff is a good investigator. Although it would be easier to keep believing Henry was responsible for killing Helen, I think he’ll follow up on this. At least,” she added, “I hope so.”  
 
      
 
    After sharing what she’d discovered with Mantree, she was pleased to learn that he would indeed be following up on it. When she phoned Doc to ask if she could come over, he ended up inviting both she and Jace to dinner.  
 
    When they arrived at Doc’s cabin, they saw he’d made a roasted leg of lamb with olive oil potatoes and asparagus with a whipped chocolate mousse for desert. Doc asked that she wait until after they’d eaten to discuss whatever it was she wanted to discuss. They enjoyed the lovely meal, and it was over the mousse that Cammie shared with Doc what she’d discovered. 
 
    “I never would have imagined Charles capable of killing anyone,” Doc responded. “Then again, I never would have imagined him leading such a debauched life either, or involving himself with such debased human beings as those three men you told me about.” He shook his head to himself. “As distressful a thought as it is, Charles has travelled all over the world. He’d know the perfect place to disappear into.” 
 
    “But if he didn’t get the money he needed from Helen, where could he go?” Jace asked. 
 
    “There are places, for example, in South America or Asia, where he could live for a pittance.” 
 
    Cammie looked at Doc. “You knew Charles. How long do you think he could last living so cheaply?” 
 
    “If the alternative is being tortured and killed by a couple of angry gangsters, I’m sure he could force himself to get accustomed to anything.” 
 
    “Do you think Lily knows where he is?” Jace asked.  
 
    “It’s hard to say. What I can say, however, is that it is much easier for the world to believe she is a widow than to discover the unsavory truth about her husband’s secret life.” Doc took a sip of his coffee before turning his owlish eyes to Cammie. “After the last time you spoke to me, I thought long and hard about this entire situation. I ended up placing a call to Vance and told him of my suspicions that he could have a spy in his office. He took it very seriously and began a clandestine investigation. Turns out you were right, Cammie.” 
 
    “I was?” 
 
    He nodded. “They’d hired a paralegal last year who’d once worked in Charles’ office. Now that wouldn’t have caused suspicions, but it turns out, she had a short affair with him. When she saw Helen in February, she immediately recognized her from the family pictures Charles had in his office. She claims she didn’t know about Charles’ peccadillos, though she was aware that he seemed to be overly obsessed with money. She knew he would want to know that Helen was meeting with her estate attorney. Charles asked her to find out everything she could. Still besotted with him, she stayed late and somehow managed to find the password to those documents. As you can imagine, she is no longer employed with Pinckney and Adams.” 
 
    “Great!” Cammie exclaimed. “So Charles at least did know beforehand about the change to the will. And I’ll stake my reputation on the fact that’s why they both went up to Allagash in March.” 
 
    “This is all well and good, but once again, you have no proof that Charles killed Helen,” Jace pointed out. 
 
    “I know,” Cammie admitted. “All we can do is wait to see if Mantree comes up with anything.” 
 
    “Perhaps not. Perhaps there is another way,” Doc replied enigmatically. 
 
    “Short of confronting Lily, there is no other way.” Cammie saw the look on his face and she caught her breath. “Holy shit! You really are thinking of confronting Lily! You can’t be serious.” She saw the malicious pleasure in his eyes and once again she felt a sense of dread in the pit of her stomach. “Doc, that may not be the best idea.” 
 
    “Why ever not? I thought you were worried a man may be wrongfully convicted of a crime he didn’t commit.” 
 
    “I understand that. But if she is somehow involved in her mother’s death, you may be putting yourself in harm’s way.” 
 
    “Which is why you will be there when I confront her. Don’t worry,” he quickly added when he saw her face. “We’re not travelling back to Boston. I shall have her come here.” 
 
    “I can’t imagine her making the trek to our little backwater.” 
 
    “Oh she will when money is concerned.” 
 
    “Doc, I’m not sure about this.” 
 
    “You worry too much. Unless you have a better plan, I don’t think we have much of a choice. If Henry Harding didn’t kill Helen, then it was either Lily or Charles. Or both. There is no other explanation.” 
 
    On the way home after leaving Doc’s, Jace turned to Cammie. “You had this weird look on your face all during dessert. Like you’d sucked on a lemon.” 
 
    “What do you think about Doc’s idea of getting Lily up here?” 
 
    “About the same as I’d feel about someone who enjoys pulling the wings off of flies.”  
 
    “Exactly. I thought his episode with Westerfield made him realize the type of ugly person he was capable of becoming. He even feared he was becoming the monster his father was. Now he’s becoming that person again in his zeal to get back at Lily for whatever she did to him growing up. Jeez, when is it ever going to end?” 
 
    Jace reached out and placed his hand over hers. “Don’t give up so easily on Doc. He may yet surprise you.” 
 
    “God, I hope so. I really hate the idea of him becoming the classic Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.” 
 
      
 
    After spending the days grappling with mud season and all the vehicle mishaps that caused, she and Jace returned to their cabin exhausted and, many times, covered in mud. On those nights when she wasn’t wrung out, she took advantage of the warmer evenings – and before mosquito and the hated black fly season started -- to sit out on the porch and watch the ice finally melting off the surface of Mkazawi Pond. Jace sat outside with her and they quietly discussed the upcoming changes they would be making to the cabin. Cammie was happy that she could, at long last, get her own bathroom from paradise and bed from heaven and she spent hours looking at the catalogs the architect provided to pick just the right shower and fixtures. Through it all, she would sometimes be surprised to feel a flutter of nervousness in the pit of her stomach about what she was doing, though the changes were long overdue. This had been her father’s cabin and although they hadn’t been close when he was alive, living in his home had made her feel a bit closer to him now that he was gone. It had a character all its own and she was afraid she’d lose touch with that. Although she never came right out and said it, Jace understood her trepidation and patiently served as a sounding board as she dithered and went back and forth over the blue prints, afraid that maybe she was changing it too much.  
 
    Finally, he suggested she be honest with the architect and share her worries with him. It was likely she wasn’t the first client who had such fears and he would know exactly how to incorporate the old with the new. She liked that idea and they set up an appointment to see him the following week.  
 
    Unfortunately, Cammie never made it to the appointment.  
 
      
 
    Doc called and told her Lily would be coming up the next day. She was to run interference between the two cousins and report anything she found to Mantree. She wondered if she should have him present, but decided against it since she wasn’t even sure Lily would speak with her there, much less in front of another police officer. Besides, there was every possibility Lily would have nothing to say. They were only going on conjecture that she knew anything about her husband’s disappearance, or even of his ‘other’ life. 
 
    Doc had asked Lily to call him when she’d gotten off the Maine Turnpike so he could estimate her time of arrival. He let Cammie know and she drove up to his cabin a half hour before Lily was to arrive. 
 
    “You’re out of uniform,” Doc noticed when he opened the door to her knock. 
 
    “I thought it would intimidate Lily if she saw me wearing it.” 
 
    “Nothing intimidates Lily except lack of funds.” 
 
    “In any case, I didn’t want to take a chance. As it is, she’s probably going to be angry that I’m even here.” 
 
    “Haven’t you realized that Lily is always in a perpetual state of anger? It’s just who she is.” He paused, then added, “Do you have your gun?” 
 
    Cammie’s eyes widened. “You think I’m going to need it?” 
 
    “No. But then again, we’re talking about a possible murderer here. It’s always better to be prepared.” 
 
    She was taken aback by his casual attitude about the situation. She expected him to at least be a little nervous over the prospect of meeting with his mother’s possible killer. Nevertheless, she nodded. “I have my gun.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Now Doc, I don’t want you antagonizing Lily. Just have a decent conversation with her. I’ll be able to tell through body language if she’s lying or not. If I think she is, I’ll turn this over to Mantree. Even though we’re meeting on my turf, this is still his investigation.” 
 
    He waved his hand at her. “Don’t worry. I know just how to handle her.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m afraid of,” she whispered under her breath. 
 
    The coffee had just finished perking when they heard the sounds of a vehicle pulling up Doc’s gravel driveway. He poured two cups, then pointed at Cammie. “Let me do the talking. You’re just here to observe.” 
 
    “I’m here to pull her off you when you go too far,” she reminded him.  
 
    “That too.” 
 
    She watched as he walked towards the front door, noting the spring in his step. Her heart sank. This meeting did not bode well for being drama free. Then again, this was Doc. He didn’t know how to do anything drama free. 
 
    She heard them greet each other at the door. Lily actually sounded upbeat as she said her hellos to Doc. Dressed in chocolate brown slacks, white blouse and a flowing red and orange scarf that trailed in the air behind her, Lily made her grand entrance into the large open space that was divided between the living room and kitchen. She was animated and at ease. Until she looked into the kitchen. And saw Cammie. Her expression immediately turned stony. 
 
    “Jesus, are you two joined at the hip?” she grumbled.  
 
    “I asked her to be here,” Doc replied blithely.  
 
    “We’re going to talk family business, Samuel. Unless you’ve adopted her, there’s no reason for her to be here.” 
 
    Doc fixed her with a stern look. “She remains, Lily.” 
 
    “I prefer to keep our conversation private.” 
 
    “She remains, Lily,” he repeated, this time with more force in his voice.  
 
    The woman dramatically rolled her eyes. “I’d like to freshen up,” she replied sharply. 
 
    Doc pointed out where the bathroom was. She turned and flounced towards it, making sure to slam the door behind her. 
 
    “Are you sure you want me here?” Cammie asked, feeling very uncomfortable. 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    She inwardly sighed. A few moments later, Lily emerged and headed towards the kitchen where she placed her large Coach bag over the back of one of the dining room chairs.
“You’ve managed to bring a bit of civilization to this wilderness,” she replied as she looked about her. “Was Lafferty your architect?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, he was.” 
 
    She nodded. “I thought I recognized some of his touches.” 
 
    “I poured you a cup of coffee,” Doc said as he handed her the mug. She took a sip.  
 
    “If you weren’t so far off the beaten track, I could actually entertain having a place up here.” 
 
    “You’d be bored within twenty minutes,” he replied.  
 
    “You’re probably right.” 
 
    They chitchatted for a few minutes as each enjoyed their cup of Doc’s special Ethiopian blend. Cammie began to squirm, impatient to get whatever Doc had in mind over with while, at the same time, dreading how he was going to approach whatever it was he had up his sleeve. Despite his upbringing, he wasn’t exactly known for his tact. She inwardly sighed again and tried her best not to scream at him to get on with it.  
 
    Finally, after what seemed like hours, but was actually only ten minutes, Doc put the two coffee mugs in the sink. “Why don’t we retire to the living room? It’s much more comfortable there.” 
 
    They walked towards the sofa with Cammie taking up the rear. Not sure where to place herself, she sat at the furthest end of the sofa while Lily sat nearer to the beautiful river stone fireplace. Doc sat in his usual place, opposite the couch in his large, comfy armchair. 
 
    “Thank you for coming all this way. I know it was a long trip for you,” he began. 
 
    “Thankfully traffic was light.” 
 
    “I wish to reiterate again that I had nothing to do with Helen’s decision to change her will, despite what you believe. I didn’t know she’d done anything until Vance informed me.”
Lily said nothing but Cammie could tell by the look on her face that she didn’t believe one word of what Doc was saying. “As it is, I’m a little embarrassed that she left so much to me.” 
 
    “That can be easily remedied,” Lily smiled. 
 
    Cammie inwardly shuddered. God, that smile was cold. 
 
    “Before we get into all of that, I’d like to ask you a few questions though. Just to clarify some things that I’m having trouble understanding.” 
 
    “What is there not to understand? You’re my mother’s illegitimate son. She preferred you to me, her legitimate daughter and heir.” 
 
    “Why do you think she preferred me to you?” 
 
    “Because you didn’t really know her. You were spared growing up with who she really was.” 
 
    “And who was that?” 
 
    She let out a frustrated breath. “Is this really necessary, Samuel?” 
 
    “Indulge me. Remember, I only knew her as my aunt until a few years ago.” 
 
    Lily crossed her ankles, her perfectly manicured nails placed just so on her knees, her posture straight. Cammie absently wondered if she’d learned to sit like that in whatever finishing school she’d been sent to. Such a difference between them – Lily spending her school years learning how to sit straight while Cammie scrummed around on the ice playing hockey. Yet despite all her wealth and sophistication, Cammie knew she’d gotten the better end of the deal. At least she knew how to be happy. She supposed that was something not taught in prep school. 
 
    “I’m sure she was kind and sweet to you. She had enough charm to wrap anyone she wanted around her little finger. And she did. Countless times. However, you never saw how coldly and cruelly she treated Daddy. Or how coldly and cruelly she treated me.” 
 
    “What exactly did she do?” 
 
    Lily waved a long manicured hand in the air. “Why dredge up all of that? Suffice to say that she was very controlling. If I didn’t do exactly what she wanted, she was biting, shredding me with just a few words. It was very difficult sometimes.” 
 
    “Yet you loved her.” 
 
    “Of course I loved her. She was my mother.” 
 
    “Children don’t always love their mothers.” 
 
    Lily narrowed her eyes at Doc. “What is the point of all this?” 
 
    “I’m simply trying to get at the truth.” 
 
    “The truth of what?” 
 
    “The truth of everything. The truth of you, and me and Helen. The truth of why Charles murdered our mother.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Both Cammie and Lily gasped aloud. Before she could say anything, Doc continued. 
 
    “Is that the real reason Charles disappeared? Is that why he sold his plane the day after Helen was killed? Is that why his phone records cease after March 1st?” He leaned forward. “Where is Charles, Lily? Are you covering for him? Do you intend to be reunited with him at some future date? Or did he leave you so he could continue whoring and gambling and throwing away whatever monies you have left?” 
 
    Lily’s face drained of color. She stared at him, slack jawed. Then, just as quickly the fire returned to her eyes. “You have no idea what you’re talking about,” she snarled.  
 
    “Then enlighten me, why don’t you?” 
 
    Lily abruptly pointed to Cammie. “Is that why she’s here? Are you going to trick me into saying something incriminating so she can arrest me?” 
 
    “I simply want to know what really happened. She’s my witness to whatever is said here today.” 
 
    “You just want all the money to yourself. Admit it. If you can have me thrown in jail, you don’t need to share anything.” 
 
    Doc chuckled. “Look around you, Lily. Unlike you, I’m very content here. I don’t need $200 million. And I’m more than willing to give you a large part of that money. But you need to be honest with me.” 
 
    Lily tightly folded her arms across her chest and glared at him. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “When we met in Boston, you told us you hadn’t seen Helen since her birthday in November. Nor did you know anything about the lawsuit she was pursuing against one of the locals.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “Yet, in the next breath you forgot your own lie when you mentioned that odious little farmer from Maine. How did you know he was a farmer? How did you even know he was a man? Neither Cammie or I said anything. Why did you feel the need to lie?” She remained silent. “Was it because you and Charles took a trip to see Helen on March 1stand you were afraid that if you admitted knowing about the lawsuit that I’d somehow know you’d gone up there to see her?” 
 
    “We never went up to see her. I hated that place – so primitive, so uninviting. Even with Charles flying us in, why in heaven’s name would I make such an ungodly trek when I could have easily called her on the phone?” 
 
    “I wondered about that myself. The only explanation I could come up with is that when Cammie asked you if you knew about the lawsuit, you panicked and said the first thing that came into your head.” 
 
    “Really, Samuel.” 
 
    “It may surprise you that your cell phone leaves a record of everywhere you’ve been. Its signal can be traced to whatever phone tower it hits. Both your phone and Charles’ phone shows it pinging at a tower several miles from Helen’s house in Allagash.” Cammie noticed the tension forming around Lily’s mouth. She slowly brought her hand closer to her holster. “I also found out about Charles’ little spy in Vance’s office. Did you know she and Charles were having an affair?” 
 
    By Lily’s reaction, Cammie saw that she didn’t know. “Did you know about Charles’ private life? Did you know how much money he was spending every month on drugs and gambling and women? Did you know he owed money everywhere, not only to our mother, but to a group of very dangerous criminals? Is that why he grew desperate? Is that why you two went up there with the intention of changing Helen’s mind about the will? Are you hiding the fact that when she didn’t comply, Charles or perhaps both of you went back, had an argument with her and Charles shot her? Or perhaps it was you? Maybe it was you who shot our mother when you realized she wasn’t going to be subsidizing your lifestyle anymore, or paying off people to head off a potential scandal over your behavior towards your help.” 
 
    It took a few moments for Lily to answer. Cammie unconsciously held her breath, waiting for the explosion. She was surprised when the woman instead gave Doc a withering look. “It seems the fresh air up here has given you a much too active imagination, Samuel.” 
 
    “Then set me straight. What really happened?” 
 
    Lily calmly ran her hand over the crease in her slacks. She then calmly met Doc’s gaze. “So this is the game we’re playing. I tell you whatever truth you’re looking for and you give me back my inheritance.” 
 
    It sounded disreputable. And low. But that was in fact what Doc was doing. 
 
    Cammie suddenly felt dirty. 
 
    But she couldn’t leave.  She was in this up to her eyeballs and she’d never be satisfied until she found out the truth.  She therefore remained silent, barely breathing, watching the dynamics between the two half siblings. 
 
    “I simply want the truth, Lily.” In a softer voice, he added, “She was my mother too.” 
 
    Lily abruptly stood up. “Alright then. The truth. Yes, Charles and I flew up to wherever the hell Mother lived to try and make her see reason. I couldn’t understand how she could do that to me and I wanted an explanation.” 
 
    “Did Charles go with you because he was hemorrhaging money and hoping to convince her to give you more so he had more to play with?” Lily stared at him in disbelief. “Yes, Lily, I know all about the private investigator Helen hired.” 
 
    She whirled around to face Cammie. “What are you? Psychic?” 
 
    “No,” Doc answered. “She’s just a good investigator.” 
 
    Lily slowly sank back down on the couch. “Yes. She told me all about it. That was one of the reasons I went up there. I wanted to see the report for myself.” 
 
    “And Charles?” 
 
    “He was going to try and strike a deal with her. In exchange for money, we would get a quiet divorce without any hint of scandal.” 
 
    “What sort of scandal? Besides the women and gambling and involving himself with such dangerous criminals.” 
 
    Lily gave him a sarcastic smile. “His practice was going to shit, if you really must know. His inability to keep it in his pants was finally affecting his work, as was the copious amounts of drugs he was taking. He didn’t have time nor care enough to give the very best to his clients. They were deserting him right and left. By him going off into the sunset, none of that would come out. He'd tell everyone he was taking an early retirement, live off his money and that would be the end of it all.” 
 
    “Is that what he told you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So you knew nothing about the criminals who were after him?” 
 
    “Lord no! I knew Charles was desperate, but I never believed he’d stoop so low as to involve himself with that sort of element.” She paused for a moment before adding under her breath, “Now I understand why he was so insistent on disappearing. I thought it was to avoid a scandal over the imminent failure of his business.” 
 
    “So you had nothing to do with his decision to fake his death?” 
 
    She shook her head. “That was his idea entirely. In time I would be able to get my divorce and no one would be the wiser.” 
 
    “What happened when you two met with Helen?” 
 
    “She said she would think about it. That is how we left it.” 
 
    Doc stared intently at Lily. “Did Charles kill Helen?” She hesitated, then gave a shuddering sigh as she nodded. “What happened?” 
 
    “When the days and weeks went by without a word from Mother, he grew increasingly anxious. Now with what you’ve told me about those men he owed money to, it makes more sense. But at the time, I thought it had more to do with the collapse of his law practice. He became so agitated, so – I suppose the best way to describe it is to say, he was out of his mind with worry. He told me he was considering flying up to see Mother to try and convince her one last time.” 
 
    “When was that?” 
 
    “Oh I don’t know. Probably a few weeks after our initial meeting with her.” 
 
    “And you didn’t go with him?” Doc asked, not sure he believed what he was hearing. 
 
    “Look, by that time we were basically living separate lives. I had no idea he’d gone back up until I heard that Mother had been killed.” 
 
    For the first time Cammie spoke. “Why didn’t you say anything to the authorities? They might have been able to capture him if they’d known of your suspicions.” 
 
    “Because I had no proof it was Charles. I suspected it, but I didn’t know for sure.” 
 
    “You said he was out of his mind with worry. You never thought that might prompt him to strike out when she refused him a second time?” 
 
    Lily looked from one to the other, but remained silent.  
 
    Cammie looked to Doc and saw by the expression on his face that he was thinking the same thing she was.  
 
    Lily hadn’t said anything because it was easier for the world to believe Henry Harding murdered Helen Carsgrove. The alternative would have been to expose, to Lily’s precious social set, the fact that she was married to a drug addicted, prostitute seeking murderer. And once that came out, all the dirty secrets she and Helen had tried to buy away would surely come out. It was just too good a story for it not to. 
 
    Cammie hadn’t really felt one way or the other about Lily. But sitting there, watching her, a loathing came over her that made her want to reach out and throttle her with her bare hands. This woman was willing to let another man’s life be utterly destroyed so she could continue living with her pristine reputation intact.  
 
    Regardless of what happened here today, Cammie was sorely tempted to make a few phone calls to her friends in the press. Only her affection for Doc kept her from seriously doing it.  
 
    “Did you know Charles sold his plane the day after Helen’s death?” Doc asked. 
 
    “No,” Lily yawned. “I told you, we were living separate lives. He could have sold his Ferrari and Porsche and I wouldn’t have found out about it unless someone told me.” 
 
    “Are you aware of the fact that despite Charles’ disappearing act, those criminals more than likely would have gone after you to get the money he owed them?” Cammie asked, watching carefully for her reaction.  
 
    She stood up again and calmly met the sheriff’s gaze. “Mother never would have allowed that to happen. Now, if you don’t mind, your twenty questions have exhausted me. I’m going to go lie down. We can continue our conversation in the morning. I’m leaving for the Caymans in two weeks to spend the summer with friends and would like to have all this settled before I go.”  
 
    Retrieving her suitcase where she’d left it in the foyer, she waited for Doc at the foot of the stairs. Cammie stood up and approached her. 
 
    “Do you know where Charles is now?” 
 
    Lily raised her chin defiantly. But she wasn’t quick enough to stop the flash of fear that appeared in her eyes before she blinked them away. Meanwhile, frustrated by his failure to pin her down, Doc waited a few moments simply to annoy her. Then he reluctantly stood up and ascended the stairs, Lily close on his heels. When he returned, Cammie was waiting by the front door. 
 
    “We’ll talk outside,” she said. Doc nodded and followed her out to the large rock that sat on the shore of Waban Pond. 
 
    “You better not have given her my room,” she said, not entirely joking as they sat side by side on the boulder. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I would never allow her energy to soil your sanctuary.” 
 
    “I’m surprised you went into medicine rather than the law. You have the makings of a fine prosecuting attorney.” 
 
    “Humph,” he muttered. 
 
    “I hate to say this, Doc, but some of her story rings true, while some of it doesn’t.” 
 
    “Let me guess. It all rings true until the part where she didn’t know when or if Charles was going to return to Allagash. Or where he is right now.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re the one who’s psychic.” She looked out over the pond, its surface smooth and glassy now that the ice was gone. “It’s going to take a miracle to get the complete truth out of her, even if you dangle $100 million in front of her nose.” 
 
    “I believe you’re right. But at least a few of our questions were answered.” 
 
    She stood up. “I’m heading home. Try not to piss her off too much since I won’t be here to protect you.” She arched an eyebrow. “Unless you want me to go upstairs and frisk her.” 
 
    Doc guffawed. “As much as I would love to see that, I think there’s been enough drama for the day.” 
 
    They walked up the slight incline. As Doc entered the house, Cammie went to her Explorer. She opened the door, but just before she got in, she turned and looked up at the windows of the guest rooms. She saw the curtains move in one of them and she knew it was Lily. She’d been watching them – she could feel the woman’s eyes on her the entire time she and Doc were talking. 
 
    She knew Lily wasn’t telling the whole truth. It was possible she’d never tell the whole truth.  
 
    Cammie got into the Explorer, turned it on and slowly drove down the long driveway. 
 
    Maybe Lily really didn’t know where Charles was. Maybe, in an effort to avoid getting roped in further in the murder of her mother, she deliberately made sure not to know.  
 
    And maybe I’m Lady Gaga, she thought as she gunned it down the road. 
 
      
 
    As it turned out, Doc ultimately decided that he needed to think about it some more before he made a final decision regarding Lily’s inheritance. As expected, this did not go down well with his half-sister. After a huge blow out that could be heard across Waban Pond, Lily got into her Mercedes and sped out of Twin Ponds.  
 
    Although Cammie knew Doc had every right to do what he thought best with his money, she wasn’t sure she liked the fact that he enjoyed stringing Lily along. If it were her, she would have made a decision so she’d never need to deal with the narcissistic woman ever again. She was just too exhausting and too self-absorbed.  
 
    Cammie dutifully called Mantree and told him of their meeting. It didn’t go well and she had to endure an earful, even though she tried to explain they wouldn’t have gotten half of what they’d gotten if he’d been present.  
 
    “You have any more meetings with anyone, including the family dog, you call me pronto,” he demanded before slamming down the phone.  
 
    Cammie pushed it all into the back of her mind and got on with her life. They were planning on meeting with the architect the following week and she still hadn’t finished picking out the shower and fixtures for the bathroom, or the new appliances for the expanded kitchen.  
 
    One evening, she and Jace were sitting in the living room, going over the catalogs that were lying atop the blueprints when her cell rang. Looking at the display, she inwardly cringed. What drama was Doc about to drag her into now? 
 
    “Hey, Doc,” she answered.  
 
    “Something just occurred that I thought you might find interesting.” 
 
    “Lily join the Peace Corps?” 
 
    He barked a laugh. “That wouldn’t be interesting. That would be a miracle. Part of my duties as executor to Helen’s will is taking care of any creditors that may make a claim against the estate.” 
 
    “I’d be surprised if there were any creditors,” Cammie replied. “Helen seemed on top of everything.” 
 
    “My thoughts exactly. However, there is one bill that she seems to have either forgotten about or thought to pay at a future date that never came. I’m actually out your way right now. I’ll stop by and show it to you.” 
 
    Before Cammie could respond, he hung up on her. “What is it about the rich that they just assume you’ll go along with everything they want?” she asked rhetorically. 
 
    “Doc invite himself over, eh?” Jace smiled. 
 
    “Yes. Didn’t even ask if we were in the middle of anything.”  
 
    “Do you want me to call him back and tell him we can’t squeeze him into our social calendar tonight?” They looked at each other and laughed. A few moments later, they heard a vehicle pull up outside. Cammie got up and opened the door before Doc had a chance to knock. He breezed past her into the living room.  
 
    “Good evening, Jason,” he said. 
 
    “Hey Doc.” 
 
    He glanced down at the catalogs and blueprints spread all over the coffee table. “You’re finally going ahead with your plans?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jace answered.  
 
    Cammie was about to sit back down on the couch next to Jace when Doc abruptly took her spot and began to study the drawings. She rolled her eyes as Jace glanced at her in amusement. “I have to say, I like what I see. However, if I can make some suggestions…” 
 
    “You came by to show me something?” she quickly asked. 
 
    “Ah yes. I thought you would find this interesting.” He took out an envelope and gave it to her. Glancing at the business name on the corner of the envelope, she frowned.  
 
    “Doherty Construction?” she asked. 
 
    “Look at the bill.” 
 
    Opening the envelope, she withdrew the piece of paper and scanned it. Her brow furrowed deeper as she looked at Doc. “This says it’s for final construction work on her cabin.” 
 
    “Actually, it’s not for Helen’s cabin. It’s for another cabin that she had built on her property.” 
 
    “Another cabin?” 
 
    “As soon as I received that bill today, I called Vance, but he had no idea why she felt the need to do this.” 
 
    “And an expensive cabin to boot,” Cammie added as she looked at the final figure which made her salary look like pocket change. 
 
    “Do you know if she was planning on maybe renting it out?” Jace asked. 
 
    “I can’t imagine why. She certainly didn’t need the money.” 
 
    “Maybe it was for a member of the family, or maybe she realized she needed help up there and decided to hire someone?” 
 
    “If this last figure is anything to go by, she put a lot of money into it to then turn around and use it for hired help.” Cammie commented. “Could be she was building it for Abby. Not only as a spot to escape to, but as a place to paint. She did say how much she loved it up there.” 
 
    “I’m one step ahead of you, Sherlock,” Doc replied. “I called Abby. I even called Eliot, Shirley and Bitsy. No one knew anything about this cabin.” 
 
    “You didn’t try Lily?” Cammie asked, a wry smile on her face. 
 
    “Until I have a conversation with her that begins with the words ‘I’ve instructed my bank to transfer into your account…’ she won’t speak to me. Especially after the scathing phone call I received soon after her pleasant visit a few days ago.” 
 
    Cammie lifted an eyebrow. “Let me guess. Mantree hauled her in for questioning.” 
 
    “He personally drove all the way down to Brookline to interview her himself.” 
 
    “Oh boy. I probably should have warned him what he was in for.” She put the bill back into the envelope and handed it back to Doc. 
 
    “Of course,” Doc continued as he took the envelope and shoved it into his pocket. “There’s always the possibility she built the extra cabin as part of a project to give underprivileged children a place to go to experience nature.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you’re going to do with Helen’s cabin?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s nice to think I’m in sync with what she already had in mind.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do about the cabin?” 
 
    “There’s only one way to discover what this is all about.” He stood up and poked his finger into Cammie’s chest. “We are going to take another trip to Allagash and find this place. I did call the construction company and they informed me they started building last year. Helen paid in installments. When I asked for the amounts, they correspond nicely to four out of the five sundry items we found in her ledger, totaling $450,000.” 
 
    “That leaves the fifth sundry item of $500,000. Do you know the date of that one?” 
 
    “Yes. That was the last payment made in mid-March.” 
 
    “So who the heck did she pay $500,000 to? According to Lily, Helen refused to pay one more cent to Charles.” 
 
    “Maybe she changed her mind,” Jace suggested. “I mean, if these criminals weren’t going to get the money from Charles, maybe they threatened Lily.” 
 
    “It’s a possibility that I brought up to Lily.” 
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
    “She was adamant that her mother would never have allowed that to happen. However,” she continued, “Charles owed them $4 million. Would a mere $500,000 be enough to call those goons off? Nor can I wrap my head around the fact that she didn’t label the other payments as construction costs in her ledger. She was so meticulous about everything else.” 
 
    Doc shrugged. “Maybe you’ll find your answers in the cabin. The man I spoke to today told me they built a primitive road out to the cabin, which is deep in the woods. He gave me a general idea where it is. I’m sure with your eagle eye, we’ll have no trouble finding it.” He brushed past her and walked towards the front door. “Of course you’re more than welcome to come along, Jason. You were so invaluable the last time you came up.” 
 
    “Doc, I don’t think…” Cammie began, only to be interrupted by Doc. 
 
    “We’ll leave in the morning.” He opened the front door. “By the way, if I were you, I’d change the location of the bathroom to the east side of the addition. There’s nothing like the morning sun streaming in when you’re taking a long, relaxing bath.” He started to leave when he turned back. “Actually, I’ll make a list of suggestions and give those to you when I pick you up tomorrow morning. Good night.” And with that, he was gone. 
 
    Cammie stood in the middle of the living room, listening to him pull away. When it was silent, she turned a frustrated eye towards Jace. “He’s really starting to piss me off.” 
 
    Jace shrugged. “He’s always pissed you off. You’ve just been more patient in the past.” She returned to her spot on the couch. “You have to admit, it is a bit curious why Helen would build another cabin when she obviously didn’t need one. Or why she hid the construction costs under the heading sundry items.” 
 
    “Tax reasons maybe? As to the cabin itself, maybe she was going to rent it out to other rabid environmentalists. Start a colony of what Will Sackett called “crispy critters.” Or, despite what Doc says, she could have been planning to surprise Abby with it. Wherever it is, I’m sure it’s in a beautiful location that would serve as the perfect inspiration for Abby’s art. Whatever the reason, the rich live in a world all their own. They make decisions not always based in-” 
 
    Her words trailed off when she noticed Jace wasn’t paying attention. Instead, he was intently studying the blueprints in front of him. “You know,” he said, “I think the bathroom would be better facing the east.” 
 
    Her response was to smack him in the arm. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, just as the sun was peaking over the horizon, a bleary eyed Cammie found herself back in Doc’s Navigator as they started the five hour trip to Allagash. Jace had unfortunately decided against going. He was up to his elbows in work at the garage and couldn’t find the time. 
 
    At first convinced this was a wild goose chase, as she became more awake and more coherent, she had to admit, her curiosity was aroused by the discovery of another cabin. She and Doc tried different scenarios to explain why Helen would have gone to such expense to construct another building on her property.  
 
    Passing through Houlton, Cammie was tempted to stop off and see Mantree. However, knowing how angry he probably still was at her, she decided to forgo it. Besides, they were just driving up to find a cabin Doc’s late aunt/mother had built. It had nothing with do with the investigation.  
 
    At least she hoped not. God knew what his reaction would be if, once again, Cammie intruded on his turf, however innocently that intrusion would have been. 
 
    The drive up was uneventful. Rather than stopping at the inn which was beginning to feel like a second home to the two, they continued on to Helen’s cabin.  
 
    They stopped in front of her home, its features already taking on a forlornness, as if it knew its mistress was gone, never returning to a place that had made her happy.  
 
    Cammie climbed out of the Navigator and grabbing a pair of binoculars from the back seat, scanned the meadows where Doc indicated the construction company had told him to look. She saw nothing. On a hunch, she strode down across the meadow close to where the stream was.  
 
    The weather was perfect and the wild flowers were beginning to bloom. The roaring sound of the water was both loud and soothing as the last of the snows melted.  
 
    Cammie looked about her and took in a lungful of clean air. If Helen hadn’t built the cabin for Abby, she should have. The sheriff was no painter, but the view was enough to make her want to take up a brush and canvas to try and capture its beauty. 
 
    She once again peered through the binoculars, carefully canvassing the entire area. Just as she was about to quit, she discerned what looked like an opening in the woods at the far side of the meadow. She wasn’t sure if it meant anything, but it was worth investigating. 
 
    She walked back up to the cabin, finding Doc sitting on the wicker rocker on the front porch. “You look like something right out of a Winslow Homer painting,” she laughed. 
 
    He blinked at her. “There are depths to you, my girl, that I never imagined. First a reference to Gertrude Vanderbilt Whitney, and now to Winslow Homer.” 
 
    “It’s amazing what you’ll find on a bubblegum card,” she grinned. 
 
    He sighed. “I thought it was too good to be true.” 
 
    “There’s an opening in the woods over there in the general direction the construction company told us to look. Let’s check it out.” 
 
    The Navigator bumped over the terrain and as they drew closer to where Cammie had seen the opening, they were amazed to find a path wide enough to accommodate a vehicle disappearing into the forest. On either side were tree stumps that had been sacrificed to create the primitive track.  
 
    “Stop here,” Cammie ordered. As Doc slowed to a stop, she jumped out. She looked back in the direction of Helen’s cabin, then began to walk down a road a bit, peering down as she made her way through the grass that reached up to her thighs. After a few moments of investigating, she returned to the Navigator and climbed in. 
 
    “Did you see anything of interest?” Doc asked. 
 
    “I’m not surprised we didn’t see it from Helen’s cabin. The grove of trees make a natural bend, so unless you walk into the meadow like I did, you’d never know it was here. When I walked ahead, I could just make out tire treads here and there.” 
 
    “You think they’re from the construction crew?” 
 
    “Probably. Now I’m really curious to see what Helen did.” 
 
    But they didn’t move. Doc remained still, staring down the path that lay in front of them. Cammie reached out and gently rested her hand on his arm. “It’s okay, Doc,” she whispered. 
 
    “Is it?” he replied. “I’m not sure I want to see what’s down there. I grew up thinking Helen was my aunt. Then I discover she’s my mother. Then I have to grapple with the thought that she willingly hid Lily’s appalling behavior by using her wealth to shut people up. Now…” 
 
    “We have two choices. We can turn around right now and never go down this road. Or we can move ahead. The first choice is safer, but you’ll always have uncertainty hanging over your shoulder. The second choice is riskier, but you know, it could reveal that it’s just another cabin built to house guests.” 
 
    “Or it could be an answer to a question I don’t even want to ask.” 
 
    “I can’t help with the decision. But I support whichever way you decide to go.” 
 
    Doc hesitated, then put the Navigator into 4 wheel drive. “What is that saying you always use? Shoot, shit or dismount?” Cammie nodded. “Well, looks like we’re going to shoot.” 
 
    They slowly made their way down the bumpy and pot marked path for almost ten minutes. Surrounding them was a deep, dense forest that made them feel very isolated. And vulnerable. 
 
    “Now I know what Lewis and Clarke felt like, taking off into lands unknown,” Cammie said as they hit another pothole that sent her flying out of her seat. 
 
    “What the hell was Helen thinking, putting a cabin all the way out here?” Doc complained as they took another deep bump that smashed their heads against the roof of the Navigator. 
 
    “Well, it doesn’t make sense she’d stick a guest all the way out here. If anything happened to them, she’d never know. It’s like something out of a horror movie where kids go into the forest to camp and never come out.” 
 
    Doc threw her a disdainful look. “We have enough on our hands getting down this road in one piece without you scaring us half to death.” 
 
    She chuckled. “You know, maybe she really did build it as part of a plan to have kids from the inner cities come up here. If you ignore how creepy it must be at night, it is a pretty cool place to run around in.” 
 
    “Oh yes. Instead of dodging drug dealers and gangs, they’d dodge bears, coyotes and deadly snakes,” Doc groused as they once again hit a deep pot hole that sent them bouncing out of their seats. 
 
    Five minutes later, they emerged from the woods into a small circular clearing. In the center of the clearing stood the finely crafted cabin. It was smaller than Helen’s, though both Cammie and Doc could see why it had cost so much. Helen’s eye to detail was evident in the large farmer’s porch and the smoothly hewed logs used for construction. To the right of the steps leading up to the porch sat a year old Dodge truck. A lean-to was filled top to bottom with carefully cut cords of wood. To the left of the steps, a small shed had been constructed that housed a generator, a necessity this far out into the wilderness. 
 
    Rolling to a stop, Cammie was taken by the quiet stillness of the area. Except for the chirping of birds and the occasional rustling of the trees as a breeze blew up, she felt they were truly out in the middle of nowhere, cut off from everything and everyone. Yet, there was a comfort here. A place of retreat, of sanctuary. Of awe inspiring beauty. 
 
    Cammie stifled a gasp as a thought occurred to her. 
 
    This was also a wonderful place to hide.  
 
    Without thinking, she slowly unsnapped her holster.  
 
    “So what do we do now?” Doc asked, interrupting her thoughts. “Ring the doorbell and announce we’re door to door salesmen with a deal of a lifetime?” 
 
    “I don’t think we need to do that.” She jerked her head towards the cabin. 
 
    Doc turned and peered through the windshield. The front door was open and a figure emerged. He was tall and painfully thin under clothes that hung on his emaciated frame. Even from where they sat, they could see how sick he was, his pallor gray and pasty. Despite the warm temperatures, he was dressed as though it was still winter.  
 
    He stood at the top of the steps, his hand shading his eyes as he blinked down at the Navigator in astonishment. It was obvious he wasn’t expecting anyone and he didn’t seem to know what to do. Doc stared back at him, his brow creased in confusion. Then, his jaw dropped as he sucked in his breath. 
 
    “That’s impossible,” he replied, his owlish eyes widening in shock and dismay. 
 
    “That’s Charles Evans, isn’t it?” Cammie asked, as all the pieces finally fell into place in a case that had been frustrating and bewildering from the very start. 
 
    Doc remained staring at the man. “I –I-” He stammered. Then with his mouth set in a thin line, he opened his door and stepped out. “I think I need to introduce you.”  
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I feared this day would come. I suppose it was only a matter of time before someone stumbled upon my hidey hole,” the man replied in a thin, reedy voice that was the result of either his illness, or from living so isolated and away from human companionship. “I just never thought it would be you. How are you, Sam? The years have been kind to you. I wish I could say the same for myself.” Doc was flummoxed, unable to speak as he continued to stare. The man saw his expression and chuckled. “Don’t worry, I’m not a ghost. Not yet, anyway.” He looked beyond the Navigator to the road. “How did you find this place?” 
 
    Doc finally found his voice. “Helen’s last bill with the construction company was sent to me.” 
 
    “Ah, done in by my insatiable need for comfort. Now that’s what you would call an ironic twist of fate.” He took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Why don’t you both come inside? Unless you prefer speaking from your vehicle.” He offered them a wry smile. “Or are you convinced that once you enter my home, I’ll overpower you.” Once again he laughed as he turned and re-entered the cabin. 
 
    Cammie withdrew her pistol as she stepped out of the Navigator. “I’m not taking any chances. If that guy did kill Helen, he could easily kill us and dump our bodies in these woods. It would be Doomsday before anyone found us.” 
 
    Doc shook his head from side to side, trying to clear his befuddled thoughts. Finally he spoke. “I don’t think you need to worry about Charles harming us.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because that’s not Charles.” He looked back towards the cabin. “It’s Tom Hightower.” 
 
      
 
    “You were reported lost and presumed dead in the Amazon,” Doc asked when they were seated in Tom’s living room.  
 
    Cammie was still in shock.  
 
    She’d stared at Doc in disbelief as he slowly walked up the porch steps and entered the cabin. She debated what to do, afraid that even though Tom looked like he was about to die any moment, they would still be at a disadvantage once they entered his home. It didn’t take a lot of strength to hold up a pistol and pull the trigger. Nor could she call in reinforcements. She didn’t need to look at her cell to know there would be no signal this far out in the woods.  
 
    The alternative was to cool her heels outside and leave Doc unprotected. Unwilling to do that, and still reeling from the discovery, she had no choice but to go inside. She now sat staring at a ghost who wasn’t a ghost, her hand visibly resting on the butt of her gun.  
 
    The living room and kitchen took up most of the downstairs, with its plush, comfortable furnishings and a large wood stove that could easily heat the whole cabin. There was a closed door to the left that Cammie presumed was a bedroom. Helen’s love for fine workmanship was evident in the rafters that crisscrossed the ceiling, and in the wide planked floors. 
 
    Doc and Tom sat on the wide, light grey couch while Cammie sat in a comfortable armchair in front of the two men. His clothes were so baggy, he could easily have a pistol hidden within its folds. She therefore remained alert, her eyes never leaving him. 
 
    “I know,” Tom responded sadly. 
 
    “Have you given no thought to your family? They’re devastated by your loss.” 
 
    “I think about them every day.” He glanced at Cammie and saw her hand resting on her pistol. “You don’t need to worry that I’m going to hurt either one of you. As you can tell, I’m not up to doing much of anything these days.” 
 
    “How long do you have?” Doc asked, his medical training already telling him the sorrowful truth. 
 
    “If I’m lucky, two months at most.” 
 
    “What is going on, Tom? Why did you fake your death? Why did Helen build you a cabin out here?” 
 
    “Can I at least offer you and your companion a cup of coffee or tea before we start?” 
 
    “What I want are answers. Especially about Helen’s death,” Doc snapped, his surprise gone, replaced by his irascible impatience. 
 
    Tom sat back on the couch and crossed his legs. “There really is nothing diabolical about all of this, Sam, despite what it may look like.” 
 
    “I’ll withhold judgment until you’re done.” 
 
    Tom smiled. “Very well. The truth is, while I was down in Peru, I discovered I had cancer. I knew the best medical treatments were in Boston. So I quietly came back last summer, using my own plane to land in a remote air strip in New Hampshire where I could escape drawing attention to my presence. I immediately began the rounds of chemotherapy. While I was here, I paid a visit to Helen. I’d always respected her and was grateful for the donations she made to my charity. While I was there one day, she confided in me that she’d discovered Charles had attempted to kill Lily.” Once again, Cammie and Doc found themselves staring at him in disbelief. “Unlike her daughter, Helen was the furthest thing from an hysterical woman. She wouldn’t have made such a statement if she didn’t categorically believe it.” 
 
    “If she believed this, why didn’t she have Charles arrested?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “The evidence was circumstantial at best. It was in St. Moritz this past December when Lily and Charles went on their yearly ski trip. The man who waxed both Charles’ and Lily’s skis swore he used the correct wax. It was his job; he’d never had an accident or mishap before. After getting them ready, he called them and said they were ready for pick-up. As you can imagine, he was quite busy with other holiday skiers and wasn’t paying attention to who came in and out of his shop. However, he did remember Charles coming in because he accidentally picked up the wrong skis. He showed him where the correct skis were before turning back to his customers. It wasn’t until later, after the accident had been reported, that he realized Charles had spent an inordinate amount of time in the backroom where the skis were kept. He’d also noticed his containers of wax had been moved about. With all the hubbub that day in the shop, Charles would have had plenty of time to rewax Lily’s skis with a much faster wax. An investigation was launched, but nothing was ever proven. It was afterwards that Helen grew suspicious. I suspect it had something to do with the large amounts he was borrowing from her. She did her own quiet investigation and that’s when she discovered who Charles truly was. It wasn’t hard to come up with a motive. With Lily gone, he would have inherited a great deal of money.” 
 
    “What did you do about Charles?” Doc asked. 
 
    “What could I do? I’d just started chemotherapy. I wasn’t in any shape to take him on physically. However, despite everything we’d been through, I still loved Lily. I wanted to protect her as much as I could. The three of us, therefore, arranged a meeting with Charles at Helen’s cabin, under the pretext of lending him more money. Of course when he arrived, Helen confronted him with her findings. We agreed that if he consented to a quiet divorce from Lily and left the country, we would not go to the authorities.”  
 
    “When was this meeting?” 
 
    “The beginning of March, I believe.” 
 
    Cammie and Doc exchanged glances. That was the date Lily told them she and Charles had come up to speak to Helen about changing her will.  
 
    “What was his reaction?” 
 
    “At first, he denied everything. But once he saw the private investigator’s report regarding his debts, as well as a little help from Helen’s bank account, he decided to cooperate.” 
 
    Although Cammie suspected the answer to the next question, she decided to ask it anyway. “Why go through all the trouble of faking his death in California?”  
 
    “He owed a great deal of money to some very unsavory and dangerous characters. I’m sure he wanted to enjoy that money without ending up dead in a back alley somewhere.”  
 
    Doc turned and stared directly at Tom. “Did Charles kill Helen?” 
 
    Tom met his gaze. “I suspect he did. Helen was the one who controlled Lily’s finances. Charles knew he wouldn’t get any money from his wife, especially after she found out about his secret life. Nor was Lily going to risk being alone with him after what happened in St. Moritz. But he was greedy. He thought he could do what he’d always done – charm Helen into giving him what he wanted. So he returned to Helen’s cabin and demanded more money.” 
 
    “How do you know all this?” 
 
    “Helen wasn’t stupid. She knew he’d come back. The question was when. We talked about it several times and each time I pleaded with her to get some kind of protection. Hire some bodyguards to keep watch over her. I couldn’t be there because I was going through treatments at Brighams and Women Hospital. But you know how she was. She wasn’t afraid of anyone, including Charles. When I heard she’d been murdered, and especially the details of the murder, I knew he’d done it. He’d come up, fought with her when she refused to help him and shot her.” He held up his hand as Cammie opened her mind to speak. “I know what you’re going to say. Why didn’t I phone the police immediately? How could I? As far as they knew Charles was dead. He’d died in a boating accident on the other side of the country a month before Helen’s death. I had absolutely no proof he’d done it. I had only my suspicions.” 
 
    Doc shook his head. “There is an innocent man sitting in prison right now, charged with Helen’s death.” 
 
    “Ah yes. The local Helen was in the midst of suing.” 
 
    Cammie watched him, appalled at his lack of concern for Henry Harding. It seemed he and Lily were cut from the same cloth in their disregard for another person’s life. She kept her hand near her gun, not so much to shoot him now, but to smack him over the head with it over his callous indifference. 
 
    “You still haven’t explained to me what the hell you’re doing out here, living a hermit’s life while your family mourn your supposed death.” 
 
    “Sam, we’ve known each other a long time. I have my reasons for doing what I did.” 
 
    “You need to tell me,” Doc replied, refusing to back down. “Or I will immediately call Carole and tell her the truth. The poor woman suspects Lily had something to do with your death.” 
 
    Tom’s eyes widened in shock. “Why in heaven’s name would she think such a thing?” 
 
    Doc told him the conversation he and Cammie had with Carole the night of Helen’s wake. When he was done, Tom rested his head against the back of the couch and closed his eyes. 
 
    “Dear Lord, she misinterpreted the entire thing.” 
 
    “Then suppose you set us straight.” 
 
    “I was drunk. I said stupid things. By that time I knew I had cancer and was planning to fly to Boston. I mentioned Lily’s name because I was hoping to see her, to spend some time with her…” His words trailed off. 
 
    “Why are you here, Tom?” Doc asked, his voice reduced to a gentle whisper as he saw the toll their questioning was taking on the sick man.  
 
    Tom hesitated, then uttered a long sigh. “When Helen died, I was in Boston in a last ditch effort to save my life. I believed she read the writing on the wall long before I ever did. She’d already built this cabin as part of a charity she was going to launch that would provide poor, inner city children with a place to come and enjoy the great outdoors. Recognizing the inevitable, she offered me the use of this cabin to live out the rest of my days in peace and serenity.” He looked at Doc pleadingly. “I’m hoping you’ll respect my wishes and tell no one I’m here.” 
 
    Doc ignored the plea. “Am I missing something here? Am I not understanding why you felt the need to go through such an elaborate ruse to pretend you died? Or why you’re willing to let your family grieve your disappearance?”  
 
    “They would have been grieving my loss soon enough,” Tom shot back. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “You really don’t know my family very well, do you?”  
 
    “I think it’s you I don’t know.” 
 
    The two men stared at each other. It was Tom who looked away first. “Sam, you are a self- sufficient, independently minded man. You would never abide someone constantly at your elbow, fawning over you no matter the loving intent. I am the same way. I enjoyed my years in Peru, running my own life as I ran my charity. However, if I returned to my family in these conditions, they would have hovered over me, mistaking suffocation for love. They mean well, but as I came to the realization that my illness was terminal, I knew I couldn’t bear to have them constantly attached to my hip, making sure I don’t go out to take a walk lest I catch a chill, or making sure I eat correctly when in fact, I don’t have much of an appetite these days. I couldn’t endure watching them see me die little by little every day, hoping when there is no more hope. It’s better this way. I couldn’t choose my birth, but I can choose my death. They’ve already mourned me. Please, I beg you. Let all this be.” 
 
    Cammie didn’t think it was that easy. There was always a hole in one’s heart when a loved one died, especially a son or a cherished brother. She understood his motives, yet at the same time thought it cruel to withhold a chance to say a last goodbye, or the opportunity for his family to give comfort in his last days. 
 
    “So you are determined to die alone up here?” Doc asked. 
 
    “No. Lily said that once her bequest is settled between the two of you, she’ll come up here and keep me company. It shouldn’t be much longer.” 
 
    Cammie and Doc exchanged glances. Neither had the heart to tell him that Lily wouldn’t be returning. She’d gotten what she needed from Tom. He’d protected her from Charles. In another week, she’d be off to summer in the Caymans. Tom would be forgotten. If he wasn’t forgotten already.  
 
    “Did you know Helen changed the provisions in her will?” Doc asked. 
 
    “She talked to me about making some changes, but she never told me what they were.” 
 
    Both Cammie and Doc watched him carefully as he said, “She cut Lily’s inheritance by more than half and left this property to me. She also left your charity $2 million.” 
 
    Tom’s face showed his astonishment. “Why would she do that to Lily?” 
 
    “Only she knows the answer to that.” 
 
    “Do you know where Lily was the day Helen was killed?” Cammie asked unexpectedly. 
 
    For the first time, Tom Hightower became angry. “Lily did not kill her mother!” he exclaimed. “She was in Boston.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    His limbs shook and he became paler than he already was. “She was in the hospital with me.” 
 
    Cammie immediately knew he wasn’t telling the truth. Instead, she said, “You need to make a statement to the authorities regarding Charles,” Cammie said. “They need to know what happened.” 
 
    It took a few moments for Tom to regain his composure. When he did, he rose unsteadily to his feet. “I’ll write it out and you two can witness it. If they wish to question me further, they must come here. I just don’t have the strength to make the trek to wherever their headquarters are.” 
 
    It was better than nothing. Doc helped him to a small writing desk on the other side of the living room, where he withdrew a piece of paper from the drawer and dictated to Doc all he’d told them. He signed it and Cammie and Doc cosigned as witnesses. She took the paper, folded it and put it in her pocket. 
 
    “Is there anything we can get you while we’re here?” Doc asked. 
 
    Tom shook his head. “I have enough provisions to last me a year. All I ask is that you keep my existence a secret from my family. I much prefer to die here with only Lily by my side.” 
 
      
 
    As the Navigator pulled away, Cammie turned to Doc. “Do you believe him?” 
 
    “I believe he has less time to live than he said.” 
 
    “I meant about Helen, Charles and Lily?” 
 
    “Charles was obviously financially ruined. You said yourself Helen’s death was caused by someone enraged with her. If Charles was hoping to get more money from her and she refused, isn’t that the perfect scenario to kill her the way she was killed?” Cammie nodded slowly. “Obviously something isn’t sitting well with you.” 
 
    “He and Lily are covering up for each other. He because he loves her, Lily because she doesn’t want to be bothered with this more than she already has been.” She glanced out the window. “Did you notice that he didn’t even react to the news that Helen left his charity $2 million? All he cared about was what Helen did to Lily’s inheritance.” 
 
    “Because you think he was hoping to get some of that money?” 
 
    She met his gaze. “No. Because he’s still foolishly concerned over the feelings of a woman who doesn’t give a shit about him.” 
 
    Doc reached over and unexpectedly rested his hand on Cammie’s wrist. “You have no choice but to move on. Once we inform Mantree of what we discovered here today, I’m sure he’ll reach out to Interpol and begin a worldwide manhunt for him. As for Lily, she’ll have to live with the consequences of abandoning Tom when he needs her most.” 
 
    “Do you honestly think she’ll care?” 
 
    “I’d like to think that maybe, late at night, for perhaps a moment or two, she may feel some regret over the loss of her mother, and the loss of the only man who ever really loved her.” 
 
    Cammie snorted. She didn’t think Lily was capable of caring about anyone but herself. But this was going to be one of those cases where all the pieces were not tied up in red bows at the end. There would always be the lingering question of what really happened to Helen and whether Charles was truly responsible for her death. She had to make her peace with the probability that she’d never discover Lily’s true role in all of this.  
 
    She prepared herself for another tongue lashing from Mantree when they arrived in Houlton. To her astonishment, he was grateful for the information. 
 
    “This is the second person who believes Charles Evans is responsible for Mrs. Carsgrove’s death. After what you’ve told me, I think they may be right.” He paused, then continued, “It will be a good day when we’re able to let Henry go.” 
 
    “So you began to suspect he wasn’t guilty?” Cammie asked. 
 
    Mantree shook his head. “We still have no concrete proof regarding Evans, but at least there’s enough doubt that it may help Henry.” 
 
    “There’s one more thing, Geoff.” She shared with her fellow officer the reason Tom had hidden himself away. “You need to do what’s right, but if there’s any way to keep Tom’s name out of the papers…” 
 
    “I can’t promise anything, but I’ll see what I can do.” As he walked her to the door, he added, “I hate to see what you’re like when you’re working on a case that’s actually yours.” 
 
      
 
    Life went on in Twin Ponds. Summer had arrived, with its long hot days and warm, mosquito ridden nights. Besides working a full day at HQ, Cammie now found herself trying to politely fend off Doc’s thousand and one suggestions over the construction of the addition to her cabin. She knew he was only trying to be helpful, but with his endless lists and phone calls at every hour of the day and night, she was ready to tear her hair out. Finally, after spending a half hour ranting and raving about his intrusiveness, Jace sat her down and went over each item on Doc’s latest list. To her chagrin, she realized they were actually pretty good. It surprised her further to discover that the prickly doctor was quite sensitive to the fact that she didn’t want to completely erase her father’s presence from the cabin.  
 
    After rescheduling the appointment with the architect she’d missed because of the events up in Allagash, she saw that he too was able to make the necessary changes that didn’t erase her father’s presence or memory from the place he’d loved so much.  
 
    Occasionally her mind drifted back to Tom, all alone in his cabin, waiting to die. She felt a stab of pity, knowing he must have realized by now that Lily wasn’t showing up any time soon. For all she knew, the woman was already in the Caymans, frolicking with her friends, the memory of her mother and ex-husbands locked away with all her other secrets that had been carefully swept under the rug. 
 
    It was now mid-June and the foundation for the addition had been poured. Doc opened his home to Cammie and Jace while the work was underway, a gesture they were both grateful for, what with construction materials everywhere and most of the remaining cabin shrouded in Tyvek.  
 
    Cammie and Jace made it a habit to stop by every evening to see how everything was progressing. On week-ends, they helped out wherever they could to push the work along and save a bit of money.  
 
    It was Friday evening and Cammie drove down the driveway towards the house. It had been a quiet day at the office and she was looking forward to doing a little bit of clean up in the yard. Parking the Explorer, she walked around the back of the cabin and found Jace piling up rocks that the tractor had dislodged that day. 
 
    Picking her way around the neat piles of planks that would be going up that weekend, Cammie marveled at the ingenuity of the early Colonial settlers. New England’s terrain was full of rocks of all shapes and sizes. Whenever they plowed their fields, they inevitably pulled up rocks. Instead of tossing them aside, they created the stone walls that were now such a picturesque part of New England landscape. Cammie and Jace decided to do the same.  
 
    Now that black fly season was over, he was using a back hoe to carefully move the stones over to the side away from the construction site. When all was done, they would begin to construct a stone wall along the perimeter of the property.  
 
    Waving her arms, she got Jace’s attention. He throttled down the machine and waved to her.  
 
    “How long have you been at this?” she asked. 
 
    “For about 45 minutes now,” he said, wiping the sweat from his brow with the back of his arm. “This is all going to look great when we’re done.” 
 
    “I’ll pile up those stray rocks that fell off the pile.” 
 
    Having already changed out of her uniform at Doc’s house, she pulled on a pair of heavy work gloves, grabbed two bottles of water from the cooler in the backseat of the Explorer and was soon retrieving the somewhat heavy stones that had rolled away from the pile Jace was creating. 
 
    After 30 minutes, she was covered in sweat. Pausing long enough to take a long swig from her water bottle, she put it down and turned back. Suddenly she stopped as she looked at the growing pile of rocks in front of her.  
 
    “Hey, what’s the matter?” Jace called out from the back hoe. “You see a snake or something?” 
 
    She didn’t answer. Instead, her eyes widened and her jaw dropped as a terrifying thought occurred to her. Ripping off her gloves, she hurried to her Explorer. Reaching the truck, she dove inside and grabbed her cell phone.  
 
    “Lieutenant Geoff Mantree,” she barked into the phone when the receptionist answered. “This is Sheriff Cammie Farnsworth. I need to speak with him now!” 
 
      
 
    A few days later found Cammie, Doc, Mantree, Win Sackett and the forensics team standing in the Sackett family plot. They all looked grim as they approached the pile of stones at the edge of the cemetery. 
 
    Win in particular showed no emotion, though his mind churned in anger and disappointment. He didn’t like being lied to. He didn’t deserve that. He especially didn’t deserve it from his own son. But after the phone call last night from Mantree, who now stood next to him, and his own heated phone call to his son, he grimly watched as the team slowly and methodically removed the stones his son said he’d put there as part of a project to spruce up the cemetery. Of course he hadn’t finished it because the son of a bitch hadn’t even come to the cemetery. Not once during the whole summer when Win was laid up after his surgery. Even though he’d reassured his father he had. 
 
    Win shook his head to himself. He’d hope the boy would learn to appreciate this place and take care of it after he was gone. But that wasn’t going to happen. If he couldn’t make it over one summer, he sure as hell wasn’t going to make it for the rest of his life. Damn it, once he was dead, no one was going to take care of this cemetery. It was condemned to fall to ruin and the stones commemorating generations of Sacketts forgotten, their names lost to the ravages of nature.  
 
    On the other side of where Sackett stood, Cammie nervously chewed her fingernail. She’d had to use all her powers of persuasion to get Mantree to agree to do this. Even Doc thought she was crazy. But her gut was screaming that the missing piece to this whole mess with Helen lay partly under those stones, and partly with Lily. 
 
    She fervently prayed that she was right as she continued to ignore the stern look from Mantree. She didn’t need to look at his face to know that he thought she was insane. And too emotionally involved in a case that wasn’t hers. So be it. In a few minutes she would be proved right or wrong. 
 
    It took longer than a few minutes. And Cammie’s nerves were about to break. Finally, just as she thought she would scream in frustration, one of the forensics men called out. 
 
    “We’ve got a body.”  
 
    She was about to pump the air and scream ‘yes’ when she realized how awful that would look. Instead, she stopped chewing her fingernail. And let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. 
 
    Wearing booties so they wouldn’t disturb the scene, they gathered around as the men uncovered the face and chest.  
 
    “Shit,” Doc muttered under his breath as he took in the skull and the remaining black hair and clothes. 
 
    “Do you know who this is?” Mantree asked. 
 
    Doc nodded. “Without an autopsy, I can’t be 100% certain. Having said that though, I’d bet my medical license that this is Charles Evans.” 
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Using dental records, the autopsy revealed that Doc was right. The body found under the pile of stones was that of Charles Evans. The coroner estimated that he’d been dead for several months. 
 
    No wonder Emmy hadn’t been able to trace his cell phone after March 1st. It was sitting in what was left of his jacket pocket, crushed under the weight of a small mountain of rocks. 
 
    Cammie, Doc and Mantree were now gathered in Doc’s living room. They were awaiting the arrival of Lily Evans. It had taken both Cammie and Doc this time to convince Mantree not to be in the room when Lily arrived. They knew she would remain uncooperative if she saw him there, especially after their last meeting which had been, in Mantree’s words, a ball buster. This time, Cammie was determined to finally get to the truth one way or the other, even if she had to sit on Lily to get it. They finally agreed that when she showed up, Mantree would retire to Doc’s study with the door ajar so he could hear the proceedings. 
 
    Because of the questioning by the Maine State Police, Lily’s preparations for her trip to the Caymans had been delayed. As it was, they’d been lucky to call her when they did. If they’d waited one more day, she would have been on her way to the Caribbean and out of their hands.  
 
    In order to persuade her to make the long trip one more time, Doc told Lily he had a contract written out that promised a deposit of $75 million into her bank account. The only stipulation was that she had to come in person to sign it. With that much money in the balance, Lily readily agreed, though she made sure to express her anger at what she called his ‘cruel and unnecessary head games’.  
 
    After discussing their strategy for the umpteenth time, they finally heard the crunching of a car pulling up to the front door.  
 
    “It’s show time,” Cammie replied as Doc went to open the door, and Mantree slipped into Doc’s study. A few moments later, Lily swept into the living room, her rich perfume floating after her. She was beautifully dressed in rust colored slacks and a black leather vest over a white silk shirt. On her feet she wore rhinestone encrusted flats. She tore off her sunglasses when she saw Cammie.  
 
    “Okay, I’m convinced you have a thing for short, disagreeable, gay men,” she responded acidly. 
 
    Cammie ignored the remark.  
 
    “Would you care for some coffee?” Doc asked. 
 
    “Just give me the damned paperwork so I can sign it and get the hell out of here. I’m leaving tomorrow night for the Caymans and I don’t have time to waste.” 
 
    “Yes, you mentioned that before,” Doc said. “However, before you leave, I thought you’d like to know that a body was discovered last week in the Sackett graveyard on the corner of Helen’s property. I’m sure you’ve seen it when you went to visit.” 
 
    “Of course there’s a body there. It’s a graveyard, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Quite right. But this particular body had no reason to be in that graveyard. In fact, that particular body had no reason being in the state of Maine. That is, if what you told us about Charles’ disappearance was true.” 
 
    Lily’s face paled though she remained defiant. “What nonsense are you going on about now?” 
 
    “Police found the body of Charles Evans under a pile of rocks in a corner of the graveyard,” Cammie spoke up.  
 
    “We also found Tom in the cabin Helen built in the woods,” Doc added. “You do know he’s waiting for you to return to look after him as he succumbs to cancer.” 
 
    Lily said nothing. Instead, she looked towards the front door.  
 
    “I don’t recommend you try that,” Cammie warned. “I’m faster than I look.”  
 
    Lily slowly sank down to the couch. “Why did you kill Charles?” Cammie continued. “Was it because you found out he’d tried to kill you and you thought you’d strike first? Is that why Helen died? Because she knew too much?” 
 
    The woman shook her head from side to side. “I – I didn’t kill Charles. It was an accident.” 
 
    “Suppose you tell us what happened.” 
 
    By this time Lily’s hands were shaking badly. She licked her red lips several times before she started to speak. “It seems Tom told you what Mother discovered about Charles. How he changed the wax on my skis, hoping I’d kill myself so he could inherit my estate.” 
 
    “He did.” 
 
    “I’m sure he also told you that he came as soon as he could to protect me from Charles. I wanted to confront the bastard. I wanted him out of my life. But I didn’t have the courage to do it alone. I thought if he’d tried to kill me once, he could certainly do it again. So we arranged to all meet at Mother’s house.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “There was a terrible argument. Charles was livid that we would accuse him of such a thing. How dare I even think that he would try to kill me? It was utterly ridiculous. Finally, I couldn’t stand his lying anymore. After screaming at each other for who knows how long, I ran upstairs to my mother’s bedroom to get away from him. He followed me where we grappled. I pushed him and – and-” She passed a trembling hand over her forehead. 
 
    “And what?” Doc prompted. 
 
    “He fell down the stairs. I didn’t mean to do that. I was just so upset, so angry at the hurtful things he was saying. He landed at the bottom of the stairs in the most awful position. Tom examined him and told me he’d broken his neck. I couldn’t believe it. I never wanted him to die – not like that. I didn’t know what to think, what to do. I panicked. Tom saw how upset I was and told me he’d take care of it. He and Mamma decided to put him in the cemetery. I thought it was crazy. They should have just buried him somewhere on her property. My God, she had acres of land. No one would ever find him. But she refused. She insisted they bury him in consecrated ground. As if it mattered. After what he’d done, I doubt burying him where they did was going to get him a one way ticket into heaven.” 
 
    “Are you trying to tell me,” Doc asked, the sarcasm heavy in his voice, “that Tom, as ill as he was, actually had the strength to move all those rocks in order to bury Charles?” 
 
    “I know what you’re implying and you’re wrong. I did not go out to the cemetery with them that night. I always assumed Mother did most of the heavy lifting. After four years living in that wilderness, she’d grown very strong, despite her age.” 
 
    “So Helen took care of this mess, just as she’d always taken care of your messes,” he replied acidly. 
 
    Her eyes flashed as she regarded him. “I swear to you, it was an accident. I never meant for him to die like that. He wasn’t supposed to die.” 
 
    Doc looked over to Cammie. She took a step towards Lily. “An autopsy was performed on Charles last week. He was still alive when he was buried under the rocks.” 
 
    Lily caught her breath as her hand flew to her mouth. “No, that can’t be true,” she whispered in horror. 
 
    “Did you kill Helen to cover up the death of Charles?” Cammie asked. 
 
    “What are you saying? She was my mother! I would never hurt her.” 
 
    “Tom tried to tell us Charles killed Helen. Just as you did. But he was already dead when Helen was killed.”  Cammie sat down next to Lily. “You lied to us, Lily. You’ve lied to us from the very beginning. You’re either protecting Tom or protecting yourself. Which one of you killed Helen?” 
 
    Lily stared at her in disbelief, her mouth opening and closing, but no words came out. At that moment, Mantree came out of Doc’s study. Lily recoiled when she saw him. 
 
    “Lily Evans, you are under arrest for the murder of Helen Carsgrove,” he intoned. 
 
    “How could you do this to me?” she screamed at Doc. “I didn’t do it. I swear to you, I didn’t do it!” 
 
    Mantree ignored her as he pulled her to her feet and handcuffed her, all the while reading her rights above her tearfully loud protests. He then led her out to the back of Doc’s house where he’d hidden his cruiser. Doc and Cammie followed. He put her into the back of the vehicle, slammed the door and turned to the two.  
 
    “I don’t know how this case would have turned out without your perseverance, Sheriff Farnsworth,” he replied. “I want to thank you for all you did and apologize for giving you such a hard time-” His cell phone rang, interrupting him. He held up his finger as he answered it. 
 
    “Lieutenant Mantree here.” He listened, his face growing darker with each passing moment. “Are you sure about that?” he asked tersely. He then hung up the phone, shoved it angrily into his pocket and opened the back door. He pulled Lily out and removed the handcuffs. “You’re free to go,” he said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “You’ll hear from my lawyers,” she threatened. She then turned to Doc. “As will you and your ugly sidekick!” She spun on her heel and stomped towards the front of Doc’s house. 
 
    “Did she just call me ugly?” Cammie asked Doc. 
 
    “I’m afraid she did,” he answered. They both turned to Mantree, who was leaning against the cruiser looking defeated and frustrated. “Dare we ask what happened?” Doc asked. 
 
    “One of my officers went to Hightower’s cabin to question him further. They found him dead. A self- inflicted gunshot through the mouth. He left a note detailing what happened, taking full responsibility for the deaths of both Charles Evans and Helen Carsgrove and exonerating Lily Evans. I don’t have all the details yet, but I’ll fax you a copy when I get back to HQ.” Mantree opened the door to the cruiser. Just before he climbed in, he turned to Cammie. “If you ever get tired of being a sheriff in a tiny, backwater town, look me up. We need people like you on the force.” 
 
    A few moments later, he was gone. 
 
    “That was anti-climactic,” Doc said when they were alone. “So Sherlock, what do you make of all that?” 
 
    “Tom was so in love with Lily and so eager to protect her, it’s easy to see him burying Charles, not caring if he was alive or not. As for Helen, up until the changes to her last will and testament, she was willing to do anything and everything to save her daughter’s reputation. Did that include burying a man she knew was still alive? If so, I can only surmise that the guilt was too much to bear. She may have told Tom she couldn’t live with it anymore and was going to call the authorities. Tom couldn’t have that. Although he was already dying, he couldn’t allow this huge scandal to besmirch his beloved’s life or reputation. He and Helen probably argued and he shot her. He then overdid it to either make it look as though a person who hated Helen was responsible for her death, or maybe he himself was so enraged that she would jeopardize Lily’s happiness that he shot her seven additional times and ransacked the house for good measure.” 
 
    “What made you suspect that a body might be buried under those stones?” Doc asked as they walked back towards the front of his cabin. 
 
    “Helen herself and where her body was found. I couldn’t understand why she kept going to the Sackett’s graveyard. It just wasn’t making any sense. It wasn’t until I saw a pile of stones in my own yard that I made the connection. She wasn’t just standing there for the view. She was standing there because she knew someone who was buried there. Someone she herself had put there.” 
 
    They reached the front porch where Cammie leaned up against one of the posts. “I also suspect that’s the answer to our $500,000 mystery.” When Doc gave her a puzzled look, she explained. “The last sundry item was paid out in mid-March. I bet that was Helen’s way of thanking Tom for what he did for Lily by donating that money to save his charity from going under.  That’s also why she raised the amount of her bequest to Tom.” 
 
    “How awful that despite her generosity, he was the one who ended up murdering her,” Doc sighed sadly. 
 
    “I also believe that the reason she hid the construction payments was because she wasn’t building it as part of a camp for inner city kids, even if that’s what she told Tom. I’m convinced she was building it for him all along. Bitsy told us how highly she thought of him. She knew he was dying. She also knew how much he wanted to be left alone. Heck, if it weren’t for that bill you received, we still wouldn’t know the cabin was there. This was her final gift to him -- a quiet, private space she created where he could die the way he wanted. It was also a way for her to make up for all the heartache Lily put him through. As you said, it’s cruelly ironic that she did all this for him, only to die at his hands.” 
 
    To Cammie’s shock, Doc reached over and gave her a hug. He’d never been the touchy feely sort and she didn’t quite know what to do.  
 
    “You’ve been patient and wonderful through all of this,” he said when he let her go. “I don’t think I could have gotten through it all without you. No matter what occurred, you wouldn’t let this go. You had to find out what happened. I shall be forever grateful to you for that. If you ever decide to leave Twin Ponds, I will personally wrap myself around your ankles and not allow you to go.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about your mother,” Cammie whispered when he released her. 
 
    “I’d like to think you’re right. She went along with Tom’s plan in order to protect the family name. To continue to appear perfect in the eyes of the world. However, she realized she couldn’t do that anymore. I’ll remember her for dying trying to right a wrong, no matter what kind of scandal it would have created. She lost her life trying to be a decent human being.” 
 
    “I’m also sorry for Tom’s family. I’m sure this is going to get out one way or the other.” 
 
    Doc gave a sad nod of his head. “This is going to make the pain of his loss even harder to bear. First he betrays them by not telling them of his illness. Then they discover he murdered two people before committing suicide.” 
 
    “I think the most heartbreaking part is wondering if, when he pulled the trigger, he knew Lily wasn’t coming back.” 
 
    Doc glanced at her. “I shouldn’t feel sorry for him.  He murdered my mother and Charles in cold blood.  Nevertheless…” he murmured under his breath.  
 
    They reached Cammie’s Explorer. Before she climbed in, she asked, “I suppose it’s safe to assume you’re not giving her $75 million.” 
 
    He snorted. “She will get her $10 million because that is what Helen wanted. But not one penny more. I’m going to follow through on my original plan of making Helen’s property a place for underprivileged children to enjoy. You’ll also be happy to know that I spoke to her attorney in Maine. I’ve arranged to have all of Henry Harding’s debts paid, as well as give him a sizeable settlement for his pain and suffering. I’m also giving Will Sackett back ownership of the land where his family cemetery is located. It’s the least I can do.” 
 
    Cammie smiled. “So you’re kinda cleaning up Helen’s mess, aren’t you?” 
 
    He smiled back. “Like mother, like son.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    
  
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning when Cammie arrived at HQ, she found a fax waiting for her from Mantree. After getting her coffee, she sat down at her desk and carefully read it, the writing scratchy and sometimes difficult to decipher, as though Tom willed himself to make this confession with his last, dying breath. 
 
      
 
    I take full responsibility for both the deaths of Charles Evans and Helen Carsgrove. Charles was a brute and a hedonist who didn’t deserve to continue to live and torture his wife Lily. She told me of the many instances he physically abused her during their marriage. As a gentleman, I could not allow that to continue. When he fell down the stairs at the home of Helen Carsgrove, I knew he was still alive. Not wanting to upset Lily any further, I lied and told her he was dead. Helen made the decision to bury him in the Sackett graveyard. She knew the family. She knew Mr. Sackett was laid up in the hospital. She also knew his son would never visit the graveyard, in spite of his promises to his father to do so. The stones were already there. It seemed the perfect place to deposit the body. With what little help I could offer, we buried Charles under that pile of rocks. We then concocted the story that Charles faked his death in a boating accident in California in order to escape a gang of criminals who wanted him dead. In order to lend credence to this story, I hired someone to impersonate Charles in California and Maine. Do not try to find this person; you never will. As a criminal himself, he was desperate to flee the United States. We made sure he had the funds to do so. 
 
      
 
    I regret very much taking Helen’s life, but I had no choice. She was overcome with guilt over what we’d done to Charles. She was near breaking point. My fear increased when I noticed the inordinate amount of time she spent at the cemetery, near the rocks where we’d buried the bastard. I found her there on April 13 where she told me she was going to the authorities the next day. The next few moments are a blur. But when I was done, she lay on the ground, dead. 
 
      
 
    I repeat, Lily had no knowledge or complicity in the death of her mother or of our burial of a man who was not dead. It was my doing and mine alone. She is wholly innocent of all wrong doing. 
 
      
 
    She folded the fax and thoughtfully put it in her pocket. Later that morning, she shared it with her staff. 
 
    “I don’t know, Cam,” Rick said when she was done. “I’m not doubting Tom offed Charles and Helen. But I’m not buying that Lily is innocent crap, just as I don’t believe her husband abused her. From what you told me, I’d say she was the abuser. I bet she was in on it somehow. I also think it’s mighty bizarre that he made a point of saying that he helped Helen as much as he could to bury Charles. Who says that unless it’s to make sure people don’t suspect that it was Lily who actually helped move those stones with her mother? No, sir. I guarantee you she knew everything every step of the way.” 
 
    “I agree with you. However, there’s no way to prove it. Not with Tom taking full responsibility. And with his suicide, we’ll never really get to the truth of it all.” 
 
    “So Lily continues to lead her perfect life,” Emmy replied. 
 
    “Mantree hasn’t given up trying to find something on her. He’s thinking of maybe bringing her up on accessory charges. But until he does, you’re right. She does continue to lead her perfect life.” 
 
    “Well, we can only hope that karma comes around and bites her hard on the ass,” Rick spoke up. 
 
    “Either that, or realize at some point in her life the price that was paid for perfection.” 
 
    Rick guffawed loudly. “Yeah. And I’m the capo di tutt’i capi.” 
 
    Emmy glanced at Cammie. “He’s watching The Sopranos reruns again, isn’t he?” 
 
    She laughed. “You think?” 
 
      
 
    A few days later when Cammie and Jace arrived at Doc’s after a long workday, they were surprised to find him waiting for them on his front porch. He had the look of an eager child on Christmas morning who can’t wait to tear into his presents.  
 
    “What’s up with Doc?” Jace asked as Cammie turned off the Navigator. “He looks like he’s ready to burst into song.” 
 
    Before Cammie could respond, Doc hurried down the stairs and waved at them. “Quick, come inside, both of you. There’s something I need you to see.” 
 
    He practically dragged her out of her vehicle. He then grabbed Jace’s arm along with hers and pulled them inside. 
 
    “Doc, what are you doing?” She exclaimed, trying not to trip as he forcefully drew them along. 
 
    “You’ll see!” 
 
    Cammie and Jace exchanged worried looks behind Doc’s back. Her first thought was that Lily was sitting in the living room. But with all her threats of legal action, she couldn’t imagine him being so happy at his half-sister’s presence. Unless he’d tied her up. 
 
    Dear God, had he tied her up? 
 
    She was about to voice her concern when they burst into the living room. “Voila!” he announced with a dramatic flourish.  
 
    Cammie scanned the room quickly. There was no sign of Lily. Just a large, rectangular package propped up against the fireplace. 
 
    “Is that package what you’re so excited about?” She asked a bit deflated. As much as she hated to admit it, she’d been looking forward to seeing Lily tied up on the couch. 
 
    “Open it up and see for yourself.” She looked at him, but his face gave nothing away. “Go on. I promise, it won’t bite.”  
 
    Curious now, she and Jace pulled away the packaging. When she saw what it was, she gave a whoop of delight. 
 
    It was the painting Abby had created of the gold tree against the dark ocean. 
 
    “I know how much you loved it, so I bought it for you. It’s small compensation for all your help, but I thought you might like to have an original work of art in your new home.” 
 
    “Doesn’t Abby need this for her art show?” 
 
    Doc smiled broadly. “She insisted you have it. You made quite an impression on her. I wouldn’t be surprised if your countenance appears in one of her future paintings.” 
 
    Cammie wasn’t so sure how she felt about that. But she was sure about how she felt regarding the gift propped up in front of her.  
 
    To Jace’s shock, she threw her arms around Doc and hugged him tightly. To Jace’s even greater shock, the doctor returned the hug. 
 
    “Either the world has turned upside down, or Doc is actually becoming human,” he muttered under his breath. 
 
    Doc heard him and laughed. “I suppose I am. There’s nothing quite as difficult, yet ultimately gratifying as revisiting your past to see how far you’ve come in your present.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    AUTHORS NOTE 
 
      
 
      
 
    I am overwhelmed and grateful at the success of the Twin Ponds Mystery Series. And it’s all because of you! Your support in buying these books, and for the wonderful emails and comments I’ve received, have been both humbling and inspiring. You’ve helped this writer’s dream come true, and I’ll continue to do my best to write the very best I can for your enjoyment. 
 
    As you could probably tell, I’ve spent many years in Boston.  In one of my many lives, I gave tours and my love for the historical city has never waned.  If you ever make it out to The Hub, I think you’ll enjoy walking the quiet streets of Beacon Hill, dropping in to the African Meeting House and spending some time in the Boston Common and the Old Granary Burial Ground.  If you do, be sure to say hi to Sam Adams for me.  
 
    As usual, I ask that if you like the books, please leave a review on Amazon and Goodreads. These reviews are vital. They allow others to take a chance on buying my books and they help me advertise the series so more people can discover Twin Ponds.  
 
    You can sign up for my newsletter through my website www.btlordwriter.com  I’m also offering a free novella featuring Cammie and the gang which can be gotten only through my website.  It’s called Murder to Die For. Who doesn’t love a free book? 
 
    You can also visit my Facebook page  
 
     https://www.facebook.com/BTLordWriter/ 
 
    I love hearing from you! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    And now a preview of the 4th installment of the Twin Ponds Mystery Series 
 
      
 
    ~  
 
    
Murder by Duplicity 
 
    
    ~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    The heavy sounds of machinery marred the serenity of the surrounding forest.  Ugly gashes in what had once been a lovely, wild flower filled meadow ripped across the surface, replacing the flowers with mounds of angry, upturned earth and mud. 
 
    Steve Murphy glanced at his watch.  It was break-time.  Turning off the huge excavator that was responsible for leaving the obscene scars on the land, he wiped his brow with a handkerchief he’d pulled out of his jeans pocket.  Jeez Louise, but it was hot out here, more so in the claustrophobic cab where he sat.  Reaching into a cooler he kept next to his seat, he withdrew a bottle of water.  Opening it, he took a long hard swallow. 
 
    He swung down from the machine and once more wiped his brow with his handkerchief.  He saw the men from his work crew gathered over by one of the trucks that had been parked under the shade of a small grove of trees.  They were sitting around, shooting the shit, enjoying a break from the intense heat of the midday sun. 
 
    He looked across the meadow, not to mourn the destruction, but to calculate how much work still needed to be done.  Steve had no conscience when it came to tearing down trees or ripping up fields.  It was a job.  It provided money for he and his family.  That’s all it was and it was all it would ever be to him. 
 
    He took one last gulp of water, then turned to join his co-workers, to listen to their ribald jokes or to bitch about the hot weather.  Just as he started towards him, his eye caught something in the mountain of dirt he’d just dug up.  He gazed at it for a long moment, before shrugging his shoulders.  Probably just the branch of a birch tree.  But as he walked away, the thought of what it could be nagged at him.  He slowed his step.  He was a good worker.  A conscientious worker.  He had to check it out.  He couldn’t ignore it. 
 
    Shit, why does this happen to me?  There are ten other guys out here.  Why couldn’t it be under one of their damned machines? 
 
    He continued to silently grumble as he drew nearer to the mountain of dirt, rocks and broken branches.  He stared at what had caught his attention.  Reaching out with his fingers, he pulled some of the dirt away. Then took a step back. 
 
    “Hey Augie!” he yelled out to one of his co-workers.  “Get the boss on the horn.  He’s going to want to see this.” 
 
      
 
    The day was hot, with the temperatures hovering around the low eighties.  If it weren’t for the slight breeze blowing up from Waban Pond, everyone would have melted hours ago. 
 
    Sheriff Cammie Farnsworth stood on a small platform that had been erected on the shores of the large pond.  She felt a bit ridiculous standing there, as if she were about to receive the keys to the city.  If Twin Ponds had any.  Which it didn’t. 
 
    With sweat trickling down between her breasts and sweat stains that she swore were ruining her uniform, she was waiting for the mayor of Twin Ponds to show up.  Bill Barnes, who’d been mayor of the small town since dinosaurs roamed the earth, was fifteen minutes late. With each passing moment, the sizeable crowd that had gathered was growing restless.  Not only was it scorching, but they all wanted to get this over with. 
 
    So did Cammie. 
 
    They’d gathered on this hot late June day because they were finally going to close a chapter in Twin Ponds’ life.  Fifteen years before, a young man who’d been born and raised in this small town had left to become a hockey legend.  He’d returned last year, both in triumph and ultimately in tragedy when he’d been found murdered in his bed. 
 
    Eli Kelley had once been a huge part of Cammie’s life and now, on this sizzling day, she was about to spread his ashes over Waban Pond – the place where he and she had started playing hockey together all those years before.   
 
    It seemed appropriate to spread his ashes where it had all started.  The townspeople were ready to say good-bye.  To have a sense of closure.  One more chance to be close to Eli before the winds took away what remained of him, leaving only memories in his wake. 
 
    At least that was the thought everyone had when they’d begun to gather together an hour before. 
 
    Now Bill Barnes was screwing this up.  Big time. 
 
    Cammie blew out a frustrated breath.  She was convinced her face was about to burn to a crisp since she hadn’t thought she’d need sun tan lotion.  Originally, she’d planned a five minute ceremony, saying a few words about what Eli had meant to the town before opening the urn and spreading his ashes over the water, all the while praying the breeze wouldn’t blow it back into her face. 
 
    She could only imagine the risqué jokes her deputy Rick Belleveau would come up if she managed to get some of what remained of Eli in her mouth. 
 
    Unfortunately, Barnes had insisted on making a long-winded speech. Which wasn’t that surprising. All of his speeches were long-winded.  Cammie was convinced he made long-winded speeches while in the shower, if only to hear himself speak.  Kelley had become a legend, not only to the world, but to his home-town.  Barnes insisted it was not only appropriate, but necessary that he be remembered in florid detail on such a solemn day.   
 
    There was no way to fight this.  Barnes was mayor.  And responsible for her running for Sheriff.  She’d had no choice but to give in to his demands, or risk having him follow her around town, making flamboyant speeches whenever she went, if only to make a point. 
 
    And Bill Barnes was very good at making a point. 
 
    She scanned the crowd, hoping to catch a glimpse of him arriving.  Instead, she saw Rick break away from the crowd and jog towards her.   
 
    Half Native American, half French Canadian, she hated the fact that in winter, he never looked cold while she struggled with three sweaters and two pairs of socks under her polar Tec parka and furry bomber hat.  In the summer, no matter how hot the temperatures got, he never looked uncomfortable.  Damn it, the guy never even broke a sweat. 
 
    “Hey Cam,” he whispered.  “We better get this ash party started, or else some of the townspeople are going to grab that urn from you and dump it into the pond themselves.  It’s friggin’ too hot out here to keep waiting for Barnes to show up.” 
 
    She knew he was right.  And, if only in the interest of avoiding everyone suffering from sun stroke, she knew she had to act. 
 
    “Got it,” she replied.  “Get their attention, will you?” 
 
    Rick put his two fingers in his mouth and uttered a piercing whistle that almost ruptured Cammie’s eardrums. 
 
    “Why don’t we begin?” She announced in a loud voice. 
 
    “About time!” someone shouted. 
 
    “Yeah, or we’ll be joining Eli in the water!” Another called out. 
 
    “Okay, okay.”  She cleared her throat.  “I want to thank all of you for coming.  I know how much Eli Kelley meant to this town and to all of you--” 
 
    “For God sakes, we know all that.  Just dump the ashes so we can get back to our air conditioners!” 
 
    Cammie blinked in surprise. This wasn’t exactly how she’d envisioned the ceremony to go.  But hey, it was pretty hot out.  And knowing Eli as well as she did, he’d probably find the whole thing hilarious. 
 
    She hoped. 
 
    “Alrighty then.  Here’s to Eli!”  She hopped off the platform and turned towards the pond.  Taking the top off the urn, she was about to dump the contents into the water when she heard the sounds of a siren.  Perplexed because, with the exception of Emmy, her entire staff of deputies were there with her, she watched as one of her cruisers made its way slowly through the crowd. 
 
    “Who the heck is that?” she asked Rick. 
 
    “I don’t know, but they’re driving one of our squad cars.” 
 
    She handed the urn to Rick and stomped towards the vehicle.  A moment later, Bill Barnes popped out.  A large, rotund man, who took great care with his appearance, he was dressed in a beautiful dark suit with matching tie.  It was his face, however, that momentarily took Cammie by surprise.  It was beet red, with his thinning hair completely askew, as if he’d raked his fingers through it several times.  
 
    “Just what the hell are you doing in one of my cruisers?” she demanded. 
 
    “If I had a siren, I would have used my own car.” 
 
    “Hey, will you get on with it?” Someone from the crowd yelled.  A chorus of angry voices agreeing rose up. 
 
    “Listen, if I don’t dump Eli’s ashes into the pond within the next two minutes, we’re going to have a riot on our hands.” 
 
    She started to turn back when she felt Bill grab her arm.  “That can wait.” 
 
    “Are you nuts?  Look at these people.  They’ve been waiting 20 minutes for you to show up.  You can tell me later why you’re late. In the meantime, it’s hot and we need to get this over with.” 
 
    Physically removing his hand from her arm, she started back towards the pond.  Bill hurried after her. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” he puffed as he ran alongside her. 
 
    “No. You don’t understand,” she countered.   
 
    They reached the pond.  Cammie was about to take back the urn from Rick when Bill’s next words made her stop. 
 
    “They found a skeleton out where I’m building the new hotel.” 
 
    She stared at him. “A skeleton?”  He nodded nervously. “And?” 
 
    “And I think I might know who it is.” 
 
    Rick looked from Cammie to Bill, then back again.  He knew this conversation could go on forever.  And right now, he had to save their lives from the increasingly restive crowd.   
 
    Making what he considered an executive decision, he put the urn on the shore, took off his shoes and socks, rolled up his pants leg and grabbed back the urn before wading into the water until it reached his shins. There, he held the urn out and turned it upside down.  
 
    “By the power invested in me, I now pronounce your ashes three sheets to the wind!’ The crowd roared its approval as the ashes poured out onto the surface of the water.  Caught up in the moment, Rick cheered too.  At that moment, a stiff wind gusted and before he knew what was happening, the ashes were blown back right into his mouth.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You said you know who the skeleton belongs to?” 
 
    Cammie was seated in Bill’s office. Surrounding her on the wall were frames of all shapes and sizes that held photographs of Bill with various state and local dignitaries including several, of course, of Bill with Eli Kelley.  
 
    Twin Ponds’ town offices were in a one story building at the end of Main Street. The Office of the Mayor was in the back, overlooking part of the athletic field that belonged to the high school.  On some days, when the wind was blowing in the right direction, conversation was drowned out in Bill’s office by the loud cheers of the spectators and the loudspeaker announcing the plays. Which perhaps explained Bill’s normally loud bombastic way of speaking. 
 
    Since making his startling announcement at Waban Pond, Bill had calmed down. He was now seated behind his humongous, oak desk that he’d had custom made years ago to make himself more intimidating to the average citizen. 
 
    Cammie didn’t have the heart to tell him that he was anything but intimidating.  He’d been mayor for so long, he was more like that comfortable old shoe that you just hate to throw out because occasionally it serves its purpose.  Bill was pretty much the same way. In a town that was remote and surrounded on all sides by dense wilderness, Bill liked to think of himself as mayor of a huge city like Chicago or New York.  He acted it too, making sure he had the best of everything, from the furniture in his office, to the expensive suits he wore, to having one of the most beautiful homes in the county.  People forgave his narcissism because when he was truly needed to do something in his job as mayor, Bill did it.  They also knew that behind his sometimes condescending arrogance, he always had the best interests of Twin Ponds at heart. He was dependable, even if he never let you forget it. 
 
    Cammie had known him ever since she could remember.  He’d always been a huge proponent of their town hockey team, the Night Hawks, going so far as to occasionally give them pep talks just before important games – talks the players usually ignored.  Not because they didn’t want to win, but because Bill had a habit of equating every game with an historical battle.  After being compared one too many times to the ill-fated three hundred Spartans led by King Leonidas who perished trying to keep the Persians from invading Athens, the team, not sure whether he wanted them to be the Spartans or the Persians, learned to politely tune him out. 
 
    She likened her relationship with Bill to the ocean tides; it ebbed and flowed. Sometimes they got along tremendously well, like a gentle ocean wave.  Other times, like the roar of the sea during a hurricane, it took all she had not to strangle him.  Yet despite their ups and down, one thing never changed.  She would always be grateful for his suggestion and support that she run for County Sheriff when she returned to Twin Ponds almost two years before.   
 
    Cammie had walked away from Twin Ponds nearly sixteen years ago, vowing never to return. When her father died, leaving his small two room cabin on the shores of Mkazawi Pond to her, she’d come back with the intention of selling it and returning to her job as a private investigator in Boston.  To her surprise, she unexpectedly found a peace and serenity there that she didn’t know she’d been seeking until she stood before the small pond and felt it wrap itself around her soul, welcoming her back through the quiet whisper of the trees and the gentle lapping of the water against the shoreline in front of the cabin.   
 
    She knew at that moment she wanted – needed to stay.  But how was she going to support herself on the tiny inheritance her father had left her?  It was then, much like a seagull diving at a fish, that Bill swooped in.  For years, he’d wanted to open up Twin Ponds to the outside world.  Surrounded by the beauty of Maine’s woods, he craved to bring in more outdoor enthusiasts to take advantage of its fishing, hunting, hiking, camping and photo opportunities. Cammie’s return to Twin Ponds fit in perfectly with his grand plan.   
 
    Unlike the majority of the county’s past sheriffs, Cammie actually had law enforcement experience. He was impressed that she’d won Two Medals of Honor in her time as a police officer in Seattle.  What better enticement to the outside world than to boast such a fine officer of the law living and working in their own town? 
 
    With her wanting to stay and Bill hoping she’d stay, he convinced her to run for sheriff.  She easily won with an overwhelming majority.  His confidence in her was bolstered when, within months of each other, she solved two highly visible murder cases that had the potential of tearing the town apart. 
 
    Now, here she was, sitting in Bill’s office, trying to get to the bottom of his strange statement, made stranger by the minute by his sudden backpedaling.   
 
    “You misunderstood me,” he said smoothly.  “I didn’t say I knew who the skeleton belonged to.  I said I might know.” 
 
    “Then who do you think it might be?” 
 
    He spread his sausage like fingers on his green felted blotter.  “As you know, this town was founded by loggers in the middle of the 19th century.  It could very well belong to one of them.  We actually found the remains of one such unfortunate lumberjack a few years back up near Crow Mountain. I just hope to God these bones don’t belong to a Native American. That will wreck everything.”  
 
    It was the law that whenever bones were found, the state archeologist had to be called in to ascertain whether they were native or not.  In this case, a forensics archeologist had also been called in to make sure any potential crime scene wasn’t contaminated.   
 
    Many construction projects had been scuttled because they’d dug into ancient burial sites. 
 
    Cammie secretly hoped this was one of them. She’d played in that field as a youngster and hated the thought of it disappearing under concrete.  
 
    She’d tried her best over the years not to butt heads with Bill over his large expansion plans for the town. But she was torn.  Part of her knew how much their small economy would be helped by the influx of business and tourism.  Yet the other part hated the idea of more trees felled to make room for more hotels and more traffic and the potential for more crime.   
 
    In the name of progress, was Bill threatening that intangible that made Twin Ponds special?  
 
    Listening to him now, she tried not to get upset.  But some of her anger still seeped into her words. 
 
    “I’m sure the person whose ancestor was unceremoniously dug up won’t be too happy either.” 
 
    He either ignored or didn’t hear the sarcasm of her statement. “Well, there’s nothing I can do until the state archeologist shows up to take a look at the bones.” 
 
     “He’ll be here tomorrow,” she told him.  “Is that why you were late to Eli’s memorial?” 
 
    Bill nodded. “I was on my way out the door when the construction foreman called.  We had to halt everything.” 
 
    Cammie stood up.  “I’ll call you as soon as the archeologist shows up.” 
 
    “Please do.  I’d like to be there when he visits the site.” 
 
    As Cammie left his office, she smiled at his secretary, who had her desk right outside his door. 
 
    Margo Peabody had worked for Bill since Cammie was in diapers. Although they thought they were being discreet, everyone knew they’d been sleeping together for years.  Both were widowed; there was no need to hide. But the town assumed they just liked adding a clandestine flavor to their relationship. 
 
     Tall and thin, with dyed dark brown hair and heavy make-up, Margo was the consummate professional. No one got to Bill unless they went through her first. Even before they became lovers, she’d always been overprotective of him.  It had only been reinforced over the years. Why they didn’t just get married was anybody’s guess.  She’d certainly earned the right to become Mrs. Barnes by putting up with his tantrums and manipulations over the years.  In the meantime, she was loyal and close mouthed, and Cammie wondered just how many secrets Margo kept close to her chest. 
 
    “I certainly hope that skeleton belong to a logger. Mayor Barnes has put too much time and effort into this project to have it destroyed by a set of bones being in the wrong place at the wrong time.” 
 
    Cammie mentally counted to ten. Although she knew Margo meant well, her fierce loyalty and love for Bill blinded her to the fact that the Native Abenaki tribes had been here long before Twin Ponds was ever founded. It was Bill and his construction crew who were in the wrong place and the wrong time, not the other way around.   
 
    “Bill’s plans don’t have to be totally destroyed. In a worst case scenario, he’ll just have to move his hotel to another spot.  It isn’t as though we’re hurting for space around here.” 
 
    Her red lipsticked mouth settled into a thin line, showing how little she thought of Cammie’s statement.  “Have yourself a good day, sheriff,” she replied in a brittle voice before turning her back to Cammie. 
 
    “You too, Margo.” 
 
    Walking down the corridor, she felt a familiar tug in the pit of her stomach.  Her instincts had saved her on more occasions than she could count, and she’d learned to rely heavily on them.  This was one of those instances.   
 
    Exiting out into the blinding sun, she whipped on her sunglasses and climbed into the Explorer. She drove away, all the while thinking, knowing that for reasons yet unknown, Bill had completely and effortlessly lied to her. 
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