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Chapter

1




Stone Barrington slowly opened his eyes and stared blearily at the pattern of moving light above him. Disoriented, he tried to make sense of the light. Then it came to him: he was aboard a yacht, and the light was reflected off the water.

He sat up and rubbed his eyes. The night before had been the stuff of bad dreams; he never wanted to have another like it. The nightmare had started at Kennedy Airport, when his live-in girlfriend, Arrington Carter, had not shown up for the flight. She was supposed to come directly from the magazine office where she had been meeting with an editor, but she had not arrived.

Stone had found a phone and had tracked down Arrington, still at The New Yorker.

Hello? she said.

Stone glanced at his watch. I guess youre not going to make the plane, he said. It leaves in twenty minutes.


Stone, Im so sorry; Ive been having you paged at the terminal. Didnt you hear the page?

He tried to keep his voice calm. No, I didnt.

Everything has exploded here. I took the proposal for the profile on Vance Calder to Tina Brown, and she went for it instantly. Turns out she had tried and tried to do a piece with Vance when she was at Vanity Fair, and he would never cooperate.

Thats wonderful, he said tonelessly. Im happy for you.

Look, darling, Vance is coming into New York tomorrow, and Ive got to introduce him to Tina at lunch, theres just no getting around it.

I see, he replied.

Dont worry, Im already booked on the same flight tomorrow. You go ahead to St. Marks, take delivery of the boat, put in some provisions, and get gloriously drunk. Ill be there by midnight.

All right, he said.

Oh, she sighed, Im so relieved youre not angry. I know you can see what a break this is for me. Vance hasnt sat still for an in-depth interview for more than twenty years. Tina says shell bump up the printing for the anticipated increase in newsstand sales.

Thats great, he said, making an effort to sound glad for her. Ill meet you at the St. Marks airport tomorrow night, then.

Oh, dont do that; just sit tight, and Ill grab a cab. She lowered her voice. And when I get there, sweetie, try and be well rested, because Im going to bounce you off the bedsprings a whole lot; you read me?

I read you loud and clear. Id better run; theyve almost finished boarding. And remember, weve only got the boat for ten days; dont waste any more.

I really am going to make it up to you in the best possible way, Stone, she said. Bye-bye.

Bye. Stone hung up the phone and ran for his plane. Moments later, he had settled into a comfortable leather seat and had in his hand a rum and tonic, in honor of his long-anticipated winter holiday. As the big jet taxied out to the runway he looked out the window and saw that it had started to snow. Good. Why have a tropical holiday if you cant gloat?

Vance Calder was, arguably, Hollywoods premier male star, often called the new Cary Grant, and he had played an important part in Stones and Arringtons lives already. She had been in Calders company when they had met at a dinner party at the home of a gossip columnist nearly a year earlier. Although Stone had been struck by her beauty and had found her marvelous company, he had not bothered to call her, because he hadnt believed for a moment that he could take a girl away from Vance Calder. Instead, Arrington had called him. Vance, she had explained, was no more than an acquaintance who, when he was in New York, liked to have a pretty girl to squire around, especially at dinners like the one at Amanda Darts apartment, which she would feature in her column.

Inside a few weeks they were living together, and Stone had never been happier. At forty-two, he was still a bachelor, and he liked it that way. Living with Arrington, though, had made a lack of freedom seem very attractive, and he was determined to hang on to her, even if it came to marriage. Marriage had been increasingly on his mind of late, especially since Arrington had been showing signs of feeling a lack of commitment on his part. On the plane down to St. Marks he had reached a decision. They would have a wonderful cruise on the chartered boat, and they would come back engaged, unless it turned out to be easy to be wed in St. Marks; in that case, they would come back married. He was looking forward to the prospect.

Then the night began to go wrong. In San Juan, their first stop, he learned that his flight to St. Martin, the next leg, had been delayed by two hours. In St. Martin, the connecting flight to Antigua had also been delayed, and by the time he had arrived there, the light twin that would take him to St. Marks had already left and had to be summoned back at great expense. He had reached St. Marks sometime after 3:00 A.M. Nevertheless, he had been met by the charter agent and taken to the boat, a Beneteau 36, a roomy French design, and had, without unpacking, fallen dead into the double berth in the little owners cabin.

He got out of bed and stumbled naked into the little galley and found half a jar of instant coffee in a cupboard. Shortly he had found the gas tap in the cockpit, boiled a kettle, and made himself a really terrible cup of coffee. While he drank it he took a stroll around the interior of the little yacht, a very short stroll indeed. He was glad there would be only the two of them aboard.

There was a very nice dining table, some books, no doubt left by previous charterers, and a small television set. He wondered what he might receive on that. He turned it on and, to his surprise, found himself looking at CNN. The marina must have a satellite dish, he thought. He slid into the navigators seat, the leather cool against his naked buttocks, and looked around the chart table. All the island charts were there, plus a small Global Positioning System (GPS) receiver, a VHF radio, and everything else they needed to navigate in the islands.

He found some stale cereal and ate some, watching CNN. A major snowstorm would reach the New York City area by evening, and travel was expected to be disrupted. Thank God Arrington is getting out this afternoon, he thought. He washed his dishes, then unpacked and put away his clothes. A swim might be nice, he thought; he got into some trunks and climbed into the cockpit.

As he did, a yacht of about forty-five feet hove into view, under engine. It had a dark blue hull and teak decks, and her name, Expansive, was lettered on her bow in gilt. Two other things about the yacht caught his eye: the mainsail was still up, and in tatters, and it was being steered by a quite beautiful young woman. She was small and blond, wearing a bikini bottom and a chambray shirt knotted under her breasts, leaving a fetching expanse of tanned midriff showing between the two. The yacht passed within twenty yards of Stones boat, but she never looked at him. Oddly, no one came on deck to help her dock. He started to go and help, but a yellow flag was flying at the crosstrees, signaling that the yacht was arriving from a foreign port, and he saw a uniformed customs officer waiting to take her lines. Stone watched the somewhat clumsy operation and wished he had gone to help. Hed have liked a closer look at the woman.

He put down the boarding ladder, then dove off the stern into the bright blue water, which turned out to be exactly the right temperatureabout eighty degrees, he reckoned. Maybe later today hed call somebody in New York and gloat. He swam out about fifty yards into the little harbor, then sprinted back to his boat, hauling himself up the boarding ladder. He got a towel from below, made himself another cup of the awful coffee, and settled into the cockpit to get some sun on his all-too-white body. As he did, he saw the customs officer leave the yacht and, at a dead run, head for the little police shack fifty yards away. Odd.

A moment later, the customs officer emerged from the shack in the company of two police officers, one of them of rank, judging from his uniform. The three men marched rapidly back toward the blue yacht and went aboard, disappearing below. Stone watched with interest to see what would happen next. Ten minutes passed before the young woman skipper appeared on deck wearing a cotton dress. Accompanied by the three uniformed officers, one of them carrying a small nylon duffel, she walked toward the police shack and disappeared inside.

What the hell was going on? Stone wondered.

He kept an eye on the police shack all afternoon. Finally, sometime after five oclock, the woman left the shack in the company of two uniformed policemen, got into a waiting car, and was driven away. Stone didnt know what sort of trouble she was in, but he felt for her, alone in a foreign place, at the mercy of the police. He had seen many people in custody, and he had never envied any of them.
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Stone showered, shaved, and got into some of his new tropical clothinga short-sleeved silk shirt, Italian cotton trousers, and woven leather loafers, no socks. He found it an unexpected pleasure to dress so lightly in January; there was much to be said for winter in the tropics.

As the sun set he wandered across a wide green lawn toward a wide thatched roof covering a bar and restaurant open to the breezes. It was early, and there were few customers. A black bartender stood behind an expanse of varnished mahogany, idly polishing a glass. A television set over the bar was tuned to CNN, the sound muted.

Evening to you, boss, he said amiably, with what sounded to Stone like a Bahamian accent.

Evening, Stone said.

And what might be your pleasure this fine evening?


Oh, something tropical, I guess, to celebrate my first evening in warm weather.

A pia colada, mebbe?

Sounds good. Stone looked up at the television and saw a woman in a heavy coat standing on what looked like a New York City street corner. A blizzard was raging about her. Could you turn the sound up on the TV for a minute? he asked the bartender.

Sure thing, boss.

was predicted for later this evening, but it started around noon, and we already have a foot of snow on the streets, with at least twenty inches expected by the wee hours of tomorrow morning. Kennedy, La Guardia, and Newark Airports closed at midafternoon, so nothing is flying into or out of the city until further notice. The Port Authority predicted that no flights would be moving until noon tomorrow.

Shit, Stone said aloud. Okay, you can turn the volume down again.

What you care, boss? the bartender asked, turning down the TV. You already here.

Yeah, but my girl isnt. She was due to leave at four this afternoon.

Bad luck, boss, the man said.

Where are you from? Stone asked.

Born right here on St. Marks, boss.

Funny, you sound Bahamian. You shining me on with that accent?

The man grinned. Youre too good for me, pal. He stuck out his hand. Im Thomas Hardy, like the writer. Now the accent was more island British, with an extra, familiar layer.


Stone shook his hand. Do I hear a little New York in there somewhere?

Lived in Brooklyn a long time; worked all over the city.

Im Stone Barrington; Im on a charter yacht over at the marina.

Thats kind of a familiar name, Thomas said.

Dont know why; its my first time in St. Marks.

Were you ever a cop?

Stone blinked in surprise. I was, mostly in the Nineteenth Precinct. Have we ever met?

Thomas shook his head. No, but I heard about you. I was walking a beat in the Village when you left the force; everybody was talking about you, said you got a bad deal.

I cant complain, Stone said. I left with the full pension after fourteen years.

Yeah, but you took some lead with you, huh?

They got it out. What are you doing in St. Marks?

I was born here, like I said. My mama moved to New York when I was a kid. I joined the force, did my twenty, and brought my savings and my pension down here and put it to work.

This your place?

Lock, stock, and liquor license.

How long you been at it?

Six and a half years.

Business good?

Not bad; a little better every year. That blizzard in the Northeast is going to cost me, though. A lot of people will be in your girls shoes.

I guess so. Stone sighed. I was looking forward to a more romantic week than this. Where can I make a phone call?

Thomas reached under the bar, pulled out a phone, and set it on the bar. I charge the tourists a buck a minute, but for an old cop, Ill just put what they charge me on your tab. Got a fax machine, too, if you should need one.

Thanks. Stone called his home number.

Hello?

I guess youre not going to make it tonight, huh?

You heard? I tried to call you at the charter office, but I didnt get an answer.

They get CNN down here.

Im sorry, baby. It started to come down around midday, and let me tell you, its really something. Im a southern girl; Ive never seen snow like this.

CNN says the airlines will be flying again tomorrow afternoon. See what you can do.

Im already rebooked on tomorrows flight, assuming it goes.

Good. What are you up to now?

Im having dinner with Vance and some friends of his. He actually found a Range Rover somewhere, and hes picking me up.

Where are you dining?

Wherevers open, I guess.

I miss you, babe.

And I miss you, my darling. I was looking forward to that first pia colada.

Im drinking it for you right now. Say, let me give you this number.

Thomas shoved a card in front of him.


Stone read off both the phone and fax numbers Keep me posted on the flight situation, will you? The boat is moored no more than a hundred yards from this phone.

I will, baby.

Stone said good-bye and hung up. Well, Thomas, it looks like you and me. He sipped the pia colada. It was perfectcold, sweet, and pineapply.

Let me know when youre ready for dinner, Thomas said. Ill keep a table for you. Customers were drifting in now, and a waiter was seating them.

Stone watched as a large black man dressed in a white linen suit, and in the company of a beautiful caf-au-lait woman, entered and was shown to a prime table overlooking the harbor. Impressive-looking fellow, he said.

Thats Sir Winston Sutherland, the minister of justice, Thomas said.

A mover and shaker?

He both moves and shakes. And if his own opinion holds, he just might be the next prime minister.

Stone heard a car door slam and turned to look. The blond woman from the blue yacht, Expansive, had left a police car and, alone, was making her way across the lawn toward the marina.

Very nice, huh? Thomas said.

Very nice indeed. She spent the afternoon with the local cops, though. I wonder why.

Word is, the lady left Europe with a husband but arrived in St. Marks without him.

Stone turned and looked at the bartender. I didnt see anybody else on board when she came into the harbor.

Thats because she was all alone on that big boat.


You mean she sailed it all the way across the Atlantic?

Well, not all the way, Thomas said. Her husband was along for part of the time.

Is foul play suspected?

On this island, foul play is always suspected, Thomas replied. That lady is going to have to convince a number of peoplehe pointed at Sir Winston Sutherlandthat man first among them, that she is as innocent as a newborn lamb.

And how difficult is that likely to be? Stone asked.

It could be very difficult indeed, Thomas said. Theres going to be a coroners jury over at the town meeting house tomorrow morning. Word is, Sir Winston is asking the questions.

Is that unusual?

Usually the coroner does it.

Stone looked over at Sir Winston Sutherland, who was digging into a bowl of something. Whats he eating? he asked.

Conch chowder.

Well, I suppose you have to be careful of any man with enough daring to eat conch chowder in a white linen suit.

Oh, Thomas said, theres more reason than that to be careful of Sir Winston.

When Stone got back to his boat, late, there were lights on in the big blue yacht. He was tempted to call on the lady to offer his condolences, but he was a little drunker than he liked to be when he introduced himself to a beautiful woman.
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Stone, a little worse for the wear, entered the Markstown Meeting Hall at ten oclock the following morning, just as the coroner, a wizened little black man with snow white hair, was about to call the proceedings to order. A jury of five black men and one white sat on folding chairs along one side of the hall; the coroner sat on a folding chair at a card table at the front of the room, and the woman from the blue yacht sat in the front row of chairs, dressed in a trim black dress that set off her tan. The dress was not quite demure enough for mourning, but it bespoke a certain dignity. Stone took a seat in the front row, across the aisle from her, just as Sir Winston Sutherland made his entrance, carrying a large satchel briefcase and dressed in a double-breasted blue suit with chalk stripes. He looked very official.

These proceedings will come to order, said the coroner. We meet to hear testimony on the death of Paul Phillips Manning; we are pleased to have Sir Winston with us to conduct questioning.

Stone glanced at the woman, who sat, looking tired but somehow radiant, staring serenely at the coroner. She glanced briefly at Sir Winston. Stone wondered if she knew who he was and what was about to happen.

The coroner spoke again. Call Mrs. Allison Manning.

The woman rose and walked toward a folding chair set next to the coroners card table, between him and the jury. The scene resembled a rehearsal of a high school play set in a courtroom.

Hold the book, the coroner said to her, extending a Bible. Do you swear by Almighty God that the evidence you are about to give will be the truth?

I do, Allison Manning replied.

State your full name and age for the record.

Allison Ames Manning; I am twenty-nine years old.

Stone now noticed a stenographer seated near the jury, taking down the proceedings in shorthand.

Allison Manning gazed evenly at Sir Winston as he rose from his seat to his full height, which was a good six-three, and approached her.

Mrs. Manning, Sir Winston said gently, may I begin by expressing my condolences on the loss of your husband?

Thank you, she replied.

Mrs. Manning, how long were you married to Paul Phillips Manning?

It would have been four years next month.


And how old was your husband at his death?

Forty-two.

And where did the two of you reside?

In Greenwich, Connecticut.

Would you be kind enough to tell us of your last months with your husband?

Allison Manning took a deep breath and spoke in a clear, well-modulated voice. My husband and I left Newport, Rhode Island, last May and crossed the Atlantic to Plymouth, in England, just the two of us. Paul had had the yacht built in Finland and fitted out with some extra equipment after it was delivered to Newport. From Plymouth, we cruised up the English Channel to Cowes, on the Isle of Wight, then crossed the Channel and cruised the coast of Brittany, in France. We made a long passage to Bilbao, in northern Spain, then went on to Lisbon and Gibraltar. In the Mediterranean, we cruised the Greek islands and the Balearics and then sailed out to Madeira and the Canary Islands. We called at Las Palmas and did some refitting there, then at Puerto Rico, a port on the southernmost island of the Canaries, and our last port of call before starting across the Atlantic, bound for Antigua. She took a sip of water from a glass poured by the coroner.

Please go on, Sir Winston said.

Allison Manning looked a little sadder. We sailed southwest from the Canaries down to the latitude of Antigua, then turned west. We had picked up the trade winds by then, and we were making good time. We were ten days out of Puerto Rico, over halfway to Antigua, when the incident occurred.


Tell us about the incident, with as much detail as you can recall.

It was on the early afternoon of the tenth day, she said. We had been in and out of squalls, then the wind dropped, and we were very nearly becalmed. The weather had been very changeable. We had been down to short sail in the squalls, using a roller-reefing headsail, which was like a big window blind, and when Paul began to unroll the sail in the light winds, the top swivel of the roller-reefing gear separated into two parts. The sail fell down with the bottom part, and the top part of the gear remained at the top of the mast, attached to the halyard. I hope Im making this clear.

Sir Winston turned to the jury. Gentlemen, do you understand?

The jury nodded as one man.

Please go on, Mrs. Manning, Sir Winston said.

This wasnt the first time this had happened, she said, and it meant that someone had to go up the mast and pull the top part of the swivel down to deck level so that it could be reattached to the bottom part.

And who went up the mast?

I did.

Was this usual? Did your husband often send you up the mast at sea?

No. I had done that a couple of times before, but when we were tied up alongside in port. It was easier for Paul to hoist me up the mast with a winch than for me to hoist him. He iswas a large man. On this occasion he wanted to go himself, but he had woken up not feeling well that morning and was obviously not well. He had a thing about making good time at sea, and he didnt want to wait until he felt better, so I said I would go up the mast.

And how did you accomplish that?

Paul lowered the mainsail; I got into the bosuns chair, which is a canvas sling, and Paul winched me to the top of the mast on the main halyard, then cleated the line while I hauled the genoa halyard down to deck level. There wasnt much wind, but there was a sea running from the last squall, and it was pretty uncomfortable at the top of the mast. I called to Paul to lower me to the deck, and that was when I saw him, sitting on a cockpit seat, holding his arm, near the shoulder. For the first time, her voice quavered. His left arm.

What happened then?

She seemed to struggle to keep control of herself. I called to him again, and he looked up at me. Then he seemed to be in terrible pain, and he sort of just lay down on his side on the cockpit seat. Tears appeared on her cheeks now. I was very frightened. The wind began to get up again, and with no sail up, the boat was rolling very badly. I continued to call out to him in panicpanic that I was stuck at the top of the mast, and panic that he seemed to be having a heart attack, and I couldnt help him. Now she began to cry in earnest. Sutherland stood without speaking while she produced a tissue and dabbed at her eyes. Finally in control again, she continued. A few minutes passedI dont know how longthen Paul slid off the seat onto the cockpit sole. He just lay there, facedown. It was obvious that he was unconscious; he just sort of flopped about when the boat rolled.

And then what did you do?


I just clung to the mast and cried.

For how long?

A long time. Two hours, maybe three. I wasnt wearing a watch. Finally the sun got low in the sky; I realized that Paul wasnt going to help me, and that I had to do something to help myself.

And what did you do?

She took a deep breath and let it out. I hugged the mast as tightly as I could, then I slipped out of the bosuns chair and began sliding down the mast, except I slid a lot faster than I meant to. I went down very quickly until I came to rest on the crosstrees, in a sitting position. That hurt, and I was sort of stunned for a minute, so I just stopped and collected myself for a few minutes. The rolling wasnt quite as bad, since I was farther down the mast. Finally I got up enough nerve to go the rest of the way down. I still dont know why I didnt fall and hurt myself.

Then you went to help your husband?

No, not immediately. I was so terrified and so exhausted from clinging to the mast that I just lay there in a heap. I think I may have even fainted for a while; I dont know how long. When I could get up again, I made my way back to the cockpit. Paul was dead.

Stone found that he had been holding his breath. He let it out in a rush, and everyone in the roomthe coroner, the jury, and Sir Winstonturned and looked at him. Excuse me, he said sheepishly. He looked up and found Allison Manning staring at him. It seemed to be the first time she had been aware of his presence.

Please go on, Sir Winston said. What did you do next?


I tried to give him cardiopulmonary resuscitation, she said.

Had you been trained in this technique?

I took a class once, at the yacht club at home.

Did this have any effect?

No. I couldnt get a pulse at all, and PaulI couldnt get him to breathe, and his body was growing quite cold by this time.

Stone marveled at how calmly she related all this.

And then what did you do?

I sat and cried for a while and let the yacht take care of herself. When I finally got a grip, I started thinking about what to do next. It was dark by then, and it seemed so strange that Paul was dead. I kept expecting him to come up from below and adjust the sails or something.

Did you move the body at all?

Not at first. Paul iswas a big man, and Im quite small. I thought about moving him down below, to a berth, but then it occurred to me that if I did, Id just have to get him up again, sooner or later. So I left him in the cockpit that night. I was exhausted, so I got some sleep. I couldnt eat anything, though. The boat took care of me; the wind dropped, and she lay fairly quietly.

What did you finally do with the body?

When I woke up it was still dark, but there was about three-quarters of a moon, so the night was bright. It was clear to me that in that climate, I was going to have to bury Paul at sea. I went up into the cockpit and tried lifting the body, but I couldnt budge it. Finally I got the main halyard around him and winched him into a sort of standing position. When I let out on the line, he fell to leeward, and I was able to get him onto the side deck and undo the halyard. Then I released the lifelines and got him overboard.

What did you do next?

She swallowed hard, then continued calmly. I said a prayer for Pauls soul, then I began to think about sailing the boat. Dawn came; I got the mainsail up with a winch and got us headed due west, and I repaired the headsail reefing swivel with a little steel clip. We had half a dozen spares, and we had already used half of them. Paul often talked about finding some more permanent solution to the problem, but he never did. Finally I got the headsail up again. I set the self-steering gear, as Paul had taught me, and I got a sleeping bag and slept in the cockpit through the morning. It was easy sailing, and with one or two direction changes as the wind came up, I got through the day. I slept in the cockpit that night, and by the second day, I was getting used to sailing the boat.

So you just kept heading due west?

No, there was a book on board about celestial navigation; I couldnt find the manuals for the GPS or the high-frequency radio. I had never taken any real interest in the subject beforePaul had always done the navigatingbut he had shown me how to use the sextant. From the book I learned how to find our latitude, and I just tried to keep us on the right latitude the rest of the way. We finished up a little farther south than I had tried for; our landfall was at St. Marks, instead of Antigua.

Sir Winston reached into his briefcase and brought out two books. He showed one to Allison Manning. And you kept this logbook?

Yes, after Paul died I kept the log in a sort of abbreviated fashion. Paul was always very meticulous about recording everything, as you can see by reading the earlier entries.

Sir Winston held up the other book, a leather-bound volume. And do you recognize this book?

She looked at it. Yes, he bought that in Las Palmas, and he wrote in it a lot.

Did you ever read what he wrote in this book, Mrs. Manning?

No. He often made notes in such a book.

Mrs. Manning, are you quite able to continue? Would you like a rest?

No, Im fine; Id like to go on.

Good, good. Tell me, Mrs. Manning, how would you describe your relationship with your husband?

We had a good marriage; we were very content and happy.

Sir Winston looked surprised. Really? You didnt have fights, arguments?

Rarely. Oh, I suppose anyone whos married has an argument now and then, but we got along well.

No children?

No. Paul didnt want children.

But you did?

Well, yes, but I suppose Paul was more important to me. I didnt want to ruin our marriage by having a child unless Paul wanted one, too.

So you were deeply in love with your husband?

She hesitated. I loved him, yes, she said finally.


Did you treat him well?

Yes, I did.

You were a good wife at all times?

I tried to be, she replied. Excuse me, sir, but what are you getting at?

Sir Winston opened the leather-bound book and showed her a page. Is this your husbands handwriting?

Yes, it is. Allison Manning was looking concerned for the first time.

Let me read you some of what your husband wrote in this book, Sir Winston said, opening the book at a marked page. I quote: They had been on the boat together for months now, and she had been the perfect bitch. Sir Winston paused, looked at the jury, then continued. She had always had a temper, but now she frightened him with the intensity of her anger. He looked at Allison Manning as if to elicit a response, but she said nothing; she looked stunned.

Sir Winston turned to another marked passage. They argued one day as she was making lunch. She had a chefs knife in her hand, and for a moment, he thought she might use it on him. He slept badly that night, waking often, expecting to feel the blade in his back.

Allison Manning was suddenly on her feet; her face was red and contorted with anger. Thats not about us, dammit! Its written in the third person, dont you see? What are you trying to do, you bastard?

Sir Winston feigned shock at her outburst, but before he could speak, the coroner broke in. Please compose yourself, Mrs. Manning; Sir Winston is only doing his duty. He looked at his watch. I think we will stop now for lunch. We will resume in one hour. Gentlemen of the jury, please do not discuss these proceedings among yourselves during lunch. He stood, and the jurors stood with him.

Sir Winston collected the books and his briefcase and strode quickly from the room, leaving Allison Manning standing, staring after him. Finally she collected her purse and walked slowly toward the door.

Stone, nearly as shocked as she at the turn in Sir Winstons questioning, followed her from the building. Mrs. Manning? he called.

She stopped and turned. Yes?

My name is Stone Barrington; Im an American, too. My chartered boat is moored near yours.

Oh, yes, she said absently. She turned to go.

I wonder if I could speak with you for a moment?

What about? she asked, looking puzzled.

I was present at the inquest this morning, and I heard what took place. I think you may be in over your head.

How do you mean?

Do you know who this Sir Winston is?

No.

Nobody mentioned that, huh?

No. Just what is your interest in this, Mr. Barrington?

Back in New York, Im a lawyer, and right now, I think you need a lawyer very much. Can I buy you lunch?
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They walked quickly across the lawn to her boat and went down below. Would you like some lunch? Allison Manning asked. Im going to make a sandwich.

Thank you, yes, Stone replied.

She went to the galley and began putting together some sandwiches. Please tell me your name again, she said. It always takes me a couple of times.

Stone Barrington. If youll forgive me, we only have an hour before the inquest resumes, and we should talk quickly.

All right.

First of all, let me explain the proceedings. A coroners inquest is

To make an official determination of the cause of death, she said.

The cause and the circumstances. In this case, the jury could probably return one of three verdicts: death from natural causes, death by homicide, or an open verdict, which means the jury doesnt feel it has enough evidence to decide how your husband died.

I understand, she said, handing him a sandwich. Something to drink?

Anything diet, Stone said and accepted a soda.

What are the consequences of these three possible verdicts? she asked, then took a big bite of her sandwich.

If the determination is natural causes, the coroner will give you a death certificate, and you can get on with your life. If its an open verdict, maybe, but not certainly, the same. But if the verdict is death by homicide, then Sir Winston is going to be very nearly obliged to bring a charge of murder against you.

She gulped down the bite of sandwich. Murder? I didnt murder Paul!

I dont believe you did, Stone said, but Sir Winston may have a very different opinion. If you should be charged with murder, your alternatives would be to stand trial or to plead to a lesser charge for a reduced sentence or a suspended sentence, if the circumstances warranted.

I have no intention of pleading to any charge, she said.

I understand, Stone replied. Now we have to talk about whats going to happen when the inquest resumes. My assumption is that Sir Winston has other kinds of evidence to present which might cast you in a bad light. I think that to adequately present your side of this, you need more time and a good local lawyer, so the best thing to do would be to ask for a recess of the inquest until such time as you are ready to present your case.

She shook her head vigorously. Im not going to hang around this godforsaken island for days or weeks. I want to get home, get Pauls estate settled, and get on with my life.

Thats certainly understandable, Stone said. Alternatively, you can allow the inquest to resume on time and present the best case you can in the circumstances and take a chance on the outcome.

Whats your recommendation?

I think its always a mistake to rush the legal process unless youre in a very strong position, and Im not at all sure you are.

If I go back to the hearing, will you represent me?

Yes, if the coroner will allow it. Im not licensed to practice in St. Marks, but an inquest is less formal than a trial, and he might do it. But theres Sir Winston to consider, too.

You asked me if I knew who he was. I dont.

Hes the minister of justice of this island country, and Im told he aspires to be the next prime minister. If thats true, and if he sees some political advantage in pursuing this, he could be dangerous to your interests.

I see, she said. She leaned against a galley counter and looked down at her feet, silent. Finally she spoke again. I want to get this over with and get out of here. I cant believe he could possibly convince a jury that Pauls death was anything other than natural. After all, there were no witnesses; theyd have to take my word, wouldnt they?

No, they wouldnt, not if Sir Winston can present convincing evidence to the contrary. Your husbands diary, for instance.

She waved a hand. I can explain that; its no problem.

Im glad to hear it, Stone said. Did the police remove anything else from the yacht besides the logbook and the diary?

Not that Im aware of, she said.

All right. First, lets talk about the diary, then lets see what else we can dig up that will react to your benefit. He glanced at his watch. We have forty-five minutes to build our case.



Stone looked at his watch again. Five minutes to go, and she was in the head. Better hurry, he called out.

Wont be a minute, her muffled voice called back.

Stone took the opportunity to look around the interior of the yacht. It was gorgeous. The maker was Nautor of Finland, and the boat was a Swan, widely held to be the best production yacht in the world, and very close to being custom-built. She had obviously been built with little regard to cost; every piece of equipment aboard was the best that money could buythe electronics, the sails, even the galley equipment. He reckoned the boat had cost between a million and a half and two million dollars.

She popped out of the head, her makeup redone, her long, blond hair combed. Okay, lets go, she said.

Stone picked up the documents she had given him and followed her up the main companionway ladder.

Five minutes later, they were back in the Markstown meeting hall, and Sir Winston Sutherland was resuming his questioning of Allison Manning.
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Sir Winston rose to his full height and addressed Allison Manning. This time he was not bothering with charm. Mrs. Manning, he said, was your husband a wealthy man?

Were well off, I suppose, she replied, looking a bit nonplused. Paul never really discussed money with me; he took care of that. I mean, on the boat, he tied the knots and spliced the wire and fixed the engine and navigated, and I did what I did at homeI kept house. Im not a business executive or an entrepreneur or a stockbroker or a lady lawyer or a yachtswoman. Im a housewife, and that was all I ever did. Paul made the money and invested it and, except for my clothes and the things in the house, he spent it; I hardly gave it a thought. We have a nice house, we drove nice cars, but the only really extravagant thing Paul ever bought was the boat, and I dont even know what it cost.


I see, Sir Winston said, as if he didnt see at all. You never give money a thought.

I think I see what youre getting at, she said. Youre implying that I hit my husband over the head or stabbed him with a kitchen knife and dumped him overboard so I could have his money, right? Well, do you have any idea how big Paul was? He was as big as you! She seemed to reconsider. Well, almost as big.

The jury tittered at this. Allison Manning was becoming very assertive now, and it worried Stone a little. He had instructed her not to argue with Sir Winston, not to lose her temper again.

Well, Mrs. Manning, Sir Winston continued, seeming to regroup, let me ask you this: what were your husbands toilet arrangements on the yacht?

She looked at him as if he were a raving lunatic. What?

Sir Winston looked flustered for a moment. Let me rephrase, please. When your husband was on deck, and he felt the need to relieve himself, how did he do it?

In the usual way, she replied.

The jury began laughing, but a sharp look from the coroner subdued them.

I mean, Mrs. Manning, did he go below and use the toilet, or like most men on a boat, did he just pass his water into the sea?

He stood on the stern of the boat, held onto the backstay with one hand, unzipped his fly with the other, and peed overboard.

Ah, said Sir Winston, as if he had caught her in some monumental admission. This large husband of yours made himself vulnerable for just a moment when he urinated. A small shove, even by a small woman, was all it would take, eh?

She fixed him with a hard stare. That speculation, Sir whatever-your-name-is, is not worthy of a reply.

Stone sensed his moment; he rose and addressed the coroner. Pardon me, Your Honor, he said. My name is Stone Barrington; I am an American attorney, and Mrs. Manning has asked me to represent her in these proceedings. I wonder if I might put a few questions to her?

Sir Winston spun and looked at him. Are you licensed to practice in St. Marks or in Britain? he demanded.

No, I am not, Stone said evenly, but if these proceedings are so informal as to allow the minister of justice to question a witness at an inquest, then perhaps Mrs. Manning might be questioned by someone of her own choosing.

Well the coroner began.

Are you a barrister? A trial lawyer?

I wasnt aware that this was a trial, Stone replied.

The coroner asserted himself. I will permit Mr. Barrington to put questions to Mrs. Manning, if he believes he can shed some light on this matter.

I believe I can, Your Honor, Stone said. He hadnt the faintest idea how to address a coroner in a former British colony, but Your Honor seemed to do the trick. He picked up a manila folder, stepped forward, and addressed his new client. Mrs. Manning, how did your husband earn his living?

He was a writer; he wrote spy and mystery novels, mostly; he had quite a following.


And when your husband was preparing to write a book, was it his practice to make notes?

Yes, he made very extensive notes, sometimes writing almost the whole book in telegraphic form.

Stone picked up the leather-bound book from Sir Winstons table. In a form like the contents of this diary? he asked.

Exactly like that. Paul bought that blank-paged book in Las Palmas specifically for the purpose of outlining a new novel. He mentioned it to me over dinner, and he wrote in it often. He liked to save his notes in a bound form, because the university he attended had asked to be the repository for his personal and professional papers.

And why, when Sir Winston read you the passages from this outline, did you not mention your husbands usual practice?

He didnt give me a chance, she said, casting a withering look at Sir Winston.

I see, Stone continued. Mrs. Manning, what was your husbands state of health shortly before his death?

Well, Paul had never been seriously ill, but he wasnt in very good shape.

How do you know this?

We both had thorough physical examinations before we set out across the Atlantic.

Stone removed a sheet of paper from the manila folder in his hand and presented it to her. Is this a copy of your husbands examination results?

She looked at the paper, then handed it back. Yes, it is.

Stone looked at the jury and the coroner. Please follow as I read from the doctors report. He held up the paper and began to read. Paul Manning is a forty-two-year-old author who has come in for a physical examination prior to an extensive sea voyage. Mr. Manning has no complaints, but he is desirous of being examined and taking a copy of his medical records on his journey.

Mr. Manning is six feet, two inches tall and weighs two hundred and sixty-one pounds, rather too much for a man of his frame. The results of blood tests show a serum cholesterol count of 325 and serum triglycerides are 410. These are both dangerously elevated, the high end of normal being 220 for cholesterol and 150 for triglycerides. Because of these numbers, in conjunction with Mr. Mannings lack of regular exercise and a history of heart disease in his family, I have advised Mr. Manning to immediately undertake a program of exercise, a diet low in cholesterol and other fats, and to bring his weight down to a maximum of two hundred pounds.

Stone handed the coroner the page and turned to his client. Mrs. Manning, did your husband take his doctors advice and go on such a diet?

For about a week, she replied. Paul was incapable of dieting for longer than that.

Right, Stone said and addressed himself to the coroner and the jury. Paul Manning was grossly overweight and had been clogging his coronary arteries with cholesterol for many years. He was, in short, a heart attack waiting to happen, and happen it did, in exactly the way Mrs. Manning has described. You have heard how she coped with this disaster at sea, and I put it to you that she could not have invented such a story. It is simply too heartrending not to be true. This brave woman has lost her husband under extraordinary circumstances and then mustered the fortitude to save their yacht and her own life. You cannot believe otherwise. Thank you for your time, Your Honor, gentlemen. Stone sat down.

The coroner turned to Sir Winston. Do you have any further questions?

None, Sir Winston replied almost inaudibly, looking at his knees.

Gentlemen, the coroner said to the jury, do any of you have a question?

The jury was mute.

Then I will ask you to retire and consider your verdict.



Stone and Allison Manning sat at the bar of the Shipwrights Arms, as Thomas Hardys restaurant and inn was called, and sipped pia coladas.

I cant thank you enough, she said. Ill give you my address in Connecticut, and you can send me your bill.

For practicing law in a foreign country without a license? Stone asked. Id be disbarred.

What do you think the verdict will be?

You can never tell about a jury, even a coroners jury, but I believe we answered every point Sir Winston made. Im optimistic.

So am I; you did a brilliant job.

Youre too kind. What are your plans now?


I suppose Ill go home and settle Pauls affairs. He had a lawyer and an accountant; Im sure theyll help me. We both made wills before we left on the transatlanticsimple ones, each leaving everything to the other.

What will you do with the yacht?

Sell it, I suppose; Ive spent all the time on that boat I ever want to.

Id buy it myselfIve always admired Swansbut I think Im a few years away from being able to afford one. My advice is to get it ferried back to the StatesFort Lauderdale, maybewhere theres a brisk market in expensive yachts.

Thomas tapped lightly on the bar and nodded in the direction of the meeting hall.

Stone turned and saw the coroner approaching, an envelope in his hand. They had not yet been out of the meeting hall for half an hour.
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The coroner handed the envelope to Allison Manning. Here is your husbands death certificate, he said. Please accept my condolences.

Thank you, Allison replied.

He turned toward Stone. For what its worth, I thought you did a very good job. He turned and walked away.

Allison handed the envelope to Stone. You open it, she said.

Stone tore open the envelope and read the certificate.

Well, Allison asked, what was the verdict?

Its an open verdict, Stone said. The jury felt it had insufficient information to assign a cause of death.

And what does that mean to me, legally?

In my opinion, Stone said, it means you should get the hell out of St. Marks right now.


Do you mean you think Sir Winston might still come after me?

Its certainly possible, Stone replied.

If youll forgive me for butting in, Thomas Hardy said, I think its more than just possible.

Thomas used to be a New York City policeman, Stone said, and he knows how things work here. Thomas, do you have any idea what the airline schedule is?

Thomas looked at his watch. Theres a daily flight out of Antigua for San Juan in an hour and a half, and youll have to get Chester to fly her to Antigua.

Whos Chester? Allison asked.

He flies a Cessna twin to Antigua, by arrangement, Thomas replied. Would you like me to call him and the airlines?

Please, Stone said.

They sipped their drinks nervously while Thomas did his telephoning.

Youre on the flight from Antigua, Thomas said, hanging up. Now let me see if I can raise Chester. He dialed another number. Chester? You got room for one lady to Antigua, right smart? Good. Shell be along. He hung up. Youd better get going, he said to Allison.

Ill go get my things, she said, hopping off the barstool.

Forget your things, Stone said. Im sure Sir Winston had the verdict before we did. If he wants you, the police could be here any minute.

Thomas put some car keys on the bar. A cab could take a while to come; my car is out back.

Ive got to get my passport, Allison said. And a few other things.


Run, Stone said. Dont take a second longer than absolutely necessary. Ill get the car.

She jogged off toward the marina.

Thanks, Thomas, Stone said.

You take the main road and turn right after about two miles, Thomas said. Theres a sign. Chesters airplane is white with blue stripes.

Stone ran to the rear of the restaurant, found the car, a new Toyota Camry, got it started, and drove around front. He looked toward the marina but saw nothing of Allison. Jesus H. Christ! he muttered, getting out of the car. He was halfway across the lawn when he saw Allison hurrying across toward him, carrying a duffel and a mans briefcase. Stone opened the door. Lets go!

Allison dived in and slammed the door. Im not accustomed to running from the law, she said.

Dont say things like that, Stone replied, driving off. As far as we know, the law has no interest in you. Youve accomplished all the legal necessities in St. Marks, and youre leaving for home like any other tourist.

Just in more of a hurry, Allison said. Do you think they might come after me at home?

I think that if you were arrested, then ran, they probably would go for extradition, but since no charge has been made, well, there are no guarantees, but I think its unlikely theyd come after you. If they do, my advice is to get the best lawyer you can and fight it tooth and nail. Would you like me to recommend a lawyer?

Yes, please.

Im of counsel to a firm in New York called Woodman and Weld.


Ive heard of it; very prestigious.

Call Bill Eggers there. The firm probably has someone who specializes in this sort of thing, and if they dont, Bill can recommend the best man in town. If this happens, its going to cost; how are you fixed for money?

I wont know that for sure until Ive talked with Pauls lawyer and accountant, but I think Ill be all right. I can always sell the boat.

Stone turned right onto the airport road. As soon as you get home, find a yacht broker and have him fly a ferry crew down here at the earliest possible moment to get the boat out of here.

All right. She dug into her handbag and came up with a card. Heres my number in Greenwich; will you call me when you get back? Ill buy you dinner.

That might be tough to explain to the lady I live with, Stone said, but I would like to know how things work out. Ill call you.

So why isnt this lady with you?

She got snowed in. Oh, I hadnt thought of it, but the airports might still be closed up there. When you get to San Juan, check with the airlines. It might be best to spend a night there and wait for the weather in the Northeast to clear up.

Thanks, Ill do that. She smiled at him. Sure you dont want to come with me?

Its a lovely thought, but Ive got a yacht charter here, and I hope Arrington will be here soon.

My bad luck, she said.

God, Stone thought, youre supposed to be the grieving widow! He drove through the airport gates and toward a large hangar. The Cessna was parked in front of it, and the pilot who had flown him to St. Marks from Antigua was waiting. Theres Chester, Stone said.

Thank God, she said.

Stone pulled up next to the plane, took her duffel and her briefcase, and stowed them in the baggage compartment. He walked back to the wing and held open the door for her. Youre on your way, he said.

An engine coughed to life, followed by another.

She slung an arm around his neck and gave him a much bigger and wetter kiss than he could have expected. Ill never be able to thank you enough, but Ill try, she shouted over the roar of the engines. Good-bye.

Good-bye, Stone said. Then an unexpected sound reached his ears. He looked back toward the airport gate and saw a Jeep driving toward them, making some sort of strange siren noise.

The vehicle skidded to a halt next to the airplane, and two starched and pressed black policemen got out. The officer gave them a casual salute with a swagger stick. Mrs. Allison Manning, I presume?

Yes, she said.

Good afternoon, he said, smiling, then handed her a document. You are under arrest for the crime of murder. You will be charged tomorrow morning at ten oclock at the courthouse in St. Marks City. Do you have any luggage?

No, Stone said quickly, Mrs. Manning does not have any luggage. He took the document and looked at it; it appeared to be a properly drawn warrant. He turned to Allison. Youll have to go with them. Ill get you a local lawyer and see you at the hearing tomorrow morning. I doubt if I can get anything done until then.

Allison looked stunned. All right, she said. She put a hand on his arm. Im so glad youre here. She got into the Jeep and was driven away.

Chester killed the engines. Stone watched until the
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