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CHAPTER ONE
May, 1992
 
The island was out of balance. He could feel the vibrations, the subtle wobble under his feet. Something had to be done.
He had spent the prior few days looking for just the right person to help him restore that balance. Was there someone he could count on who could help him? He wondered if it was even possible. From what he read, if done correctly, then yes, he felt that the balance could be restored and residents and visitors alike would enjoy another lovely summer on Nantucket. 
But he needed the right person. The right help. It couldn’t just be anyone. The wrong person wouldn’t solve the current crisis and could even further stoke the imbalance.
At first, he had struggled to find that person. Some were too old, and many were just too young. He felt strongly that only adults could help him achieve his goals. Only adults would have the right physical value and personality he needed for a Gift.
But he found the one on a beautiful, warm day at Madequecham Beach. He was part of a larger group of college-aged men and women who were enjoying the day. Scantily clad, the group threw frisbees, sunned on towels, splashed in the waves, and drank heavily. It appeared they were having a wonderful time. 
The man he thought could help was tall, handsome, confident, and clearly wealthy. The others in the group circled erratically in his orbit like moths to a porch light. Despite being dressed inappropriately for the location and situation, he had managed to talk to the man to determine his worth and confirm his suspicions.
He had learned he was living on the island for the summer and claimed to be working as a sailing instructor at the yacht club. He was from the City and his parents had just bought a property near Tom Nevers. He planned to work hard, help some of the summer kids learn how to sail, and save some money for college.
But he knew better. This young man was here to have fun and party. He smelled of wealth, privilege, and entitlement. Sailing was just an enjoyable distraction to kill the hours until party time. And the only money he was saving for college was beer money. Mommy and Daddy no doubt would be paying the full ride to some exclusive East Coast University. 
He walked away from his encounter with the young man with a smile on his face. He had found the right candidate. This sailing instructor would bring a new vision, a new perspective, a new position to help the island achieve balance.
Yes. He would be the perfect Gift.
A few days later, the weather had turned. The sunny, warm, and clear days had given way to a damp, foggy chill. Two beachcombers, a man and a woman, were out early in the morning and looking for unique shells and sea glass. Walking a few feet above the breaking waves, he was the first to notice the bundle and motioned to his partner. Maybe it would hold some treasure?
They stumbled through the damp, heavy sand toward the bundle but soon realized it was much more than that.
The woman screamed. She turned and vomited up her breakfast.
The man dropped to check the pulse. The body was cold.
Balance had been maintained.
CHAPTER TWO
 
As appeared on Nantucket in the May 28th, 1992 edition of The Inquirer & Mirror.
_______________________________
COMMUNITY ANNOUNCEMENTS
 
My Gift to You
Nature’s first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower;
But only for an hour.
Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,
So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.
Unless a gift made in moment brief
Can pause our time’s silent grief
She follows those gone now, still and gray
A bequest I have done for you my dear. This day.
 
_______________________________
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE
Hyannis, Massachusetts
Thursday, Memorial Day Weekend
 
The four diesel engines on the Gray Lady IV high-speed ferry thrummed to life under a cloudless blue sky as it readied itself for the thirty-mile trip to Nantucket. It was a stunningly perfect, late spring afternoon and the first Memorial Day weekend in several years where the weather prediction was favorable. For the past few years, the three-day weekend, unofficially the start of the summer season, had been plagued by a pandemic, rain and fog, cold temperatures, and even a rare spring Nor’easter, which disrupted travel plans for thousands as planes were delayed and ferries cancelled due to high winds and large waves.
But not this year. This year, the weather was going to be perfect. And it was in anticipation of that perfect weekend that the nearly five hundred passengers of this sold-out voyage on a beautiful Thursday afternoon buzzed with excitement. 
At exactly the 2:25 p.m. departure time, the dockside team untied the mooring lines and tossed them on board, where they were quickly stowed by the crew. The captain advanced the throttles, and the 160-foot, three-deck tall catamaran eased slowly out of its berth. Clearing the final pier, the captain deftly pivoted the vessel 90 degrees and pointed her due south. 
Baxter’s Boathouse, a Hyannis landmark favored for its delicious menu and ideal location, was packed with smiling faces, nearly every outside chair filled. Some looked up at the ferry and waved. Many on the ferry returned the gesture. The mood on ship and shore was ebullient. It was a gorgeous day, and a new summer was about to start. 
The boat accelerated and passed the historic Hyannis Harbor Light to starboard. It idled slowly through the no-wake zone until it reached Kalmus Park Beach, where the harbor emptied into the Atlantic. Passing the end of the jetty, the captain advanced the throttles, and soon the Grey Lady IV was traveling at 32 knots over a sea as flat as glass.
On board, travelers had staked out their territory for the hour-long trip. The main cabin, on the first floor, held a mix of individual forward-facing buckets as well as bench seats facing each other over a Formica table. The latter was perfect for bigger groups and visiting families. The large group near the stern turned out not to be visitors at all, but the returning Nantucket High School girls’ field hockey team. They had just finished the interscholastic tournament and had taken victory from their rivals from the Vineyard. Their mood was celebratory, and they took turns passing the trophy and relishing their win. 
Toward the bow, the concession stand was already in full swing as a long line of travelers waited patiently to kickstart their weekend with their preferred beverage and a snack. Of course, there was always the one, the entitled, who felt like they shouldn’t have to wait in line. This time, it was an older woman clutching a pocket-sized Yorkie. Claiming her sciatica was acting up, she angled her way in front of a dozen in line and was soon being served. Those behind her rolled their eyes and shared knowing looks, but none wanted to spoil the day by confronting her.
Angling back toward the bow and up the central staircase to the second deck, an elderly couple sat in the premium seating, known as the Captain’s View, and proceeded to ignore all those around them. She was lost in a book while he sat and stared out across the water and into the distance. They had the familiar comfort between them from a couple who have been together for decades. He was holding her hand.
Moving rearward, an obviously wealthy young woman was struggling to control her three children. All boys under the age of ten, they were yelling, play-fighting, and trying to wrestle each other off their seats. Despite her repeated warnings and threats, the boys ignored her. Their neighbors tolerated the noise and pandemonium mainly because they had no other choice. There simply was not another seat available.
Proceeding to the rearward deck, an exterior area sheltered by the top level, the rushing wind and engine noise increased. Here, several people were relaxed, enjoying the fresh air and their journey. Many talked animatedly with their companions, some were reading, others absorbed in their devices. A teenager, watching a movie on his phone, had the volume up for all to hear.
But it was the top deck where the party had really started.
A group of a dozen college men was seated on the port side of the stern and taking turns chugging beer to supportive chants from the rest of the group. They were all starting internships the following week in New York and were anxious to celebrate the weekend before a summer of hard work and even harder partying began. More than one would vomit before they reached their destination. 
On the opposite side of the boat, a group of young women was smiling and laughing. One was clearly the focus, and it soon became apparent that she was a bride-to-be and heading to the island with her friends for a proper send-off into matrimony. There were nursing hard seltzers and talking animatedly about the plans for their upcoming weekend, new bathing suits to be worn, and where they were going to eat.
Along the back rail in a seat facing toward the bow, a well-known news personality from a major network sat in the sun and was shoving handfuls of potato chips into his mouth. The breeze generated by the boat’s speed was making this task very difficult, and most of the chips were missing their intended destination, much to the delight of the seagulls who were following the boat.
As the ferry motored southward, they passed a number of sailboats practicing for that weekend’s big race from Hyannis to Nantucket. Known as Figawi, it was as much about the partying as it was the actual race itself. Stories from the sixty-year event were legendary. People waking up with strangers sleeping in their homes, unconscious from a night of partying. Sailors sleeping on the benches on Main Street. Even a topless woman - who didn’t realize she was topless - walking into a popular local restaurant asking for another drink. 
One of the car ferries passed heading northward, its open-air top deck with hundreds of seats was devoid of any passengers. Everyone was heading to the island. No one wanted to leave.
An attractive woman toward the center of the boat was making friends with her pet duck. Kept in a canvas bag, the duck seemed content sitting and looking out while fellow passengers stroked her head and smiled at the thought of a waterfowl companion. 
Behind her, a yellow Lab, smiling and tail wagging furiously, was desperate to secure some of the duck’s admirers. Being ignored, the dog barked a couple of times only to be rebuked by its parent, a middle-aged man with a long gray ponytail. Reluctantly, the dog lay down, his eyes darting back and forth as the line of fans progressed by the end of his nose toward his fowl neighbor.
As the group of college men finished their second case of beer, the Grey Lady IV passed the start of the jetty where seals sunbathed on the rocks, looking at the passing ferry with mild interest. Soon, the captain closed the throttles, and the boat slowed quickly. Rounding the Brant Point Lighthouse, the captain made a beeline to the Straight Wharf, passing a half dozen mega-yachts docked stern-in at the east end of the Boat Basin. The rest of the slips were full with smaller but equally impressive sailboats, sportfishing boats, and cruisers.
The boat came into its dock quickly, the captain reversing the engines at the last moment to slow the vessel to a crawl. It eased into its berth, and the dockside crew tied her off. The luggage carts made their way from the port stern door and were pulled several hundred feet down Straight Wharf, where they would reunite passengers with their luggage. Several crew worked the gangways to the center and forward openings. Once secured, the doors opened, and a flood of passengers began to disembark. 
The college men stumbled, hanging onto each other and trying to act nonchalant. That image was shattered when one of the men fell face-first the minute his feet touched the island. Three others, not in full control of their movements, couldn’t avoid the prone body and followed him to the ground, briefly backing up the passenger line as they struggled to get up, regain their forward momentum, and recover their pride. Nonplussed, they dusted themselves off and made their way down Straight Wharf, anxious to retrieve their belongings and find a welcoming bar. 
The bridal party followed at a distance, not wanting any part of the men’s debauchery, while the yellow Lab eagerly pulled its owner, anxious to be back home. The girls’ field hockey team was met with dozens of friends and family, many with balloons and banners celebrating their victory. Clutching her Yorkie, the older woman managed her sciatica just fine as she made her way quickly ashore. A tall, elegantly dressed gentleman met her with a nod, and together they walked past the luggage carts and to a waiting car.
The three young boys raced down the gangway, rudely pushing other passengers out of the way as they raced to be the first to the luggage carts. The mother followed futilely behind them, apologizing for their behavior as she went.
The lady with the duck, tucked carefully under her arm with its head looking out, was one of the last to disembark, followed by the elderly couple. They were still holding hands and exchanging glances as they looked out across the town. It was evident that they had been here many times before and had a shared passion for the island.
The mass of people merged at the luggage carts, followed by a brief frenzy of activity. Most were polite, but a few lost their patience as others stood and blocked the carts, trying to remember which cart had their luggage and which one of the dozens of black roller bags was theirs.
A middle-aged, slightly heavy-set man stood in front of the Gazebo and watched with interest as the hordes of visitors descended upon his island. He smiled and chuckled at all of the people and personalities on view in front of him. They really never changed. The fashion was different, and there was more diversity within the crowd, but the people, their personalities and their attitudes were the same as when he watched his first ferry disembark over thirty years before: the wealthy and entitled, the rude New Yorkers who thought that were in the Hamptons, college kids - male and female - looking to party and have sex, the daytrippers from the Cape, the seasonal workers, the nannies and au pairs, the young families, the older single women hoping to score, older couples anxious to enjoy another summer, and the hardworking and incredibly tolerant year-rounders.
He hadn’t been born here - something he would always regret - but did feel like an adopted son, especially as he cared for the island year after year. He took that responsibility seriously as he felt there was no other place on earth as special and as near to his heart. But he knew it was a balance - it always was. The crush of visitors and Covid-era transients had eased somewhat in the past few years, but the demand on island resources remained high, especially in the summer months. 
And he worried deeply about his charge. There wasn’t a minute that passed that he didn’t have some thought or concern about the impact these visitors had on his home. When he arrived in the early nineties, Nantucket was busy, but the crowds and the demands had been manageable. As time progressed and the island became more and more popular, those demands had multiplied. For the first time in its history, local government was talking about reaching a hypothetical maximum build-out. He worried that his efforts would no longer be enough to keep things in balance. This was his 34th year. Every year since his arrival, he had been successful in maintaining balance and ensuring the quality of life for residents and visitors alike remained high. But he felt like things were tipping away from him, that his efforts were losing their potency. That he might soon lose control. 
He put a hand to his chin and surveyed the passengers as they passed. Some nodded and smiled. Most simply ignored him. He wondered which, if any, of them even thought about the impact they had on the island. And could one of them be the one, the one that might help keep the balance for another year?
A group of women emerged from the long line of blue baggage carts. Based on their stumbling and erratic footsteps, he knew they had been drinking and probably not paying much attention to the people around them. As he watched them, one in particular caught his eye. She looked strong, powerful, and smart. Very different from what he had offered in the past. Yes. This was what was needed to fully restore the balance. 
He smiled to himself and fell in step behind them as they made their way down Straight Wharf.
CHAPTER FOUR
Nantucket
Friday, Memorial Day Weekend
 
Nature’s first green is gold
Katie Chapman needed a break and some alone time. 
Her footfalls fell naturally to the beat of the classic rock pumping through her AirPods. Her dad had turned her on to the genre when she was still in school, and her appreciation had grown since. Her current playlist had over two hundred songs, and she was adding to it regularly as she discovered “new” bands. 
She held the stem on her right and heard the tone in her ears.
“Siri, play I Need You.”
The voice responded in her ear. “Now playing, I Need You by Lynyrd Skynyrd.”
The beat on the high hat and the familiar chords sent a thrill through her and brought a smile to her face, thinking of her fiancé. This was their song, and in a way, how they had first met.
She had been at a biotech conference in San Francisco, and the Saturday night entertainment had featured a classic rock cover band. The conference had pretty much been a bust so far, and she was hoping that the music might make the three-thousand-mile trip worth it. She had been sitting at the bar, sipping on a Manhattan and swaying to a decent cover of “Breakfast in America” when she felt him slide up next to her.
“You like Supertramp?”
She turned and looked into the steel gray eyes of Harrison Reid. He was slightly taller than her and was dressed in a blue striped button-down, a navy quarter zip, and tan dress pants. He stood out in a sea of men who looked like they had just rolled out of bed.
“I do. Though my favorite song by them is Long Way Home. You?” She had angled slightly toward him as she spoke, a small smile lingering as she rested her arm along the back of her chair. 
“Yeah. But have to admit I’m more of a Skynyrd fan myself.” He had glanced down at her, one corner of his mouth lifting, his fingers tapping lightly against the table.
“Really? I love Skynyrd!” She had smiled, instantly connecting with him and feeling a spark. 
That revelation had started a conversation that lasted well into the night. They discovered they both lived in Cambridge, worked in the same industry, and had a number of shared acquaintances. Returning to Boston, they had started to see each other, and it wasn’t long before she had fallen head over heels. And based on his reactions, she was pretty sure he felt the same.
The proposal had taken some time, though, despite the many hints she had dropped. But he was old school and had wanted to talk to her father before he popped the question. That had happened last Thanksgiving, and now, nearly nine months later, she was here on Nantucket to celebrate her upcoming nuptials. 
She and four friends had decided to have her bachelorette party on Nantucket. Her parents had brought her here as a child for a long weekend one summer, though she remembered little of it. But Harrison’s sister, Madison, also her maid of honor, had spent considerable time on the island during college working as a server in several of the local establishments. She had jumped on the idea and had taken the lead in planning, wanting to make every effort to deliver a very special weekend for Katie.
The song had finished and automatically went to the next in her playlist, “Sultans of Swing”. She glanced down at her phone to double-check where she was on her run. She had planned a simple out-and-back and was hoping she was getting to the turnaround point. Although she was barely thirty years old, she had to admit to herself that she couldn’t party like she used to, and she was feeling it.
They had arrived on the island late yesterday afternoon, already pretty well into the cocktails. Before their ferry, they had pre-gamed at a place on the Cape and enjoyed several rounds of adult beverages along with their clam chowder. The drinks continued on the boat, served by a couple of very attractive guys working the ferry as summer jobs. She feared things with her group had gotten a little out of hand based on the glances she saw from other passengers, and she had cringed at their behavior. 
And the fun continued once they had landed. They had grabbed their rental Jeep, run out to their Airbnb in Siasconset to freshen up, and then taken the Wave bus back to Town, heading to Cisco Brewers for some good beer and live music. After that, it was off to The Brotherhood of Thieves for dinner, more drinks, and some lively karaoke at the Gaslight. They finally called it quits when they realized the last bus of the evening would be leaving at quarter to eleven. Between the bus and the walk from the Sconset rotary, it had taken them nearly an hour to get home. The others had retired to the patio for a nightcap, but she had called it quits. She needed the rest if she was going to keep up this pace. 
Their “celebration weekend,” as her maid of honor had called it, included a detailed itinerary, matching sweatshirts - in Nantucket red of course - and a plan to send Katie off into blissful matrimony with a four-day weekend of eating, drinking, and some light flirting. 
She shook her head at the thought. She could no more cheat on Harrison than she could sprout wings and fly. She was loyal, sometimes to a fault, and had been brought up in a family where marriages lasted until death. Her parents had just celebrated their forty-fifth anniversary and acted as if they had just met a few weeks ago. They were her Northstar as relationships went, and she had every intention of achieving their level of happiness and success.
Harrison’s parents, on the other hand, had divorced when he was in high school. Citing that they had grown apart and needed to pursue their own interests, Katie had thought they probably should never have gotten married in the first place. They were very different people in personality, political beliefs, and life goals. Having done some quick math, Katie realized that they probably married because they had to. Harrison, their only child, had been born eight months after they were wed.
She felt her phone vibrate and looked down at the map. She had reached the turnaround point, the trailhead for one of the many hiking trails on the island, and she slowed to a walk. Pausing her music, she stopped at a picnic table and pulled her running pack off. She set it on the table and slid out her water bottle. Flipping open the top, she took a long drink, quenching the thirst she had developed in the first three miles of her run. It was then that she heard the car entering the small parking lot adjacent to the trailhead, its tires crunching on the shells used to pave the space.
The driver, a lone man, parked the car, got out, and stretched. He was older, dressed in hiking gear, and as he caught her eye, he smiled. He had a knee brace on his right leg and walked with a slight limp to the back of his car. He rummaged in the trunk and brought out a small pack, a wide-brimmed hat, and a can of what looked like insect spray.
Being a woman, she was always on alert, especially in this type of situation. She was alone, in a quiet area with no other people or activity, and had no easy means of escape. He wasn’t giving off any negative vibes, and given his age and dress, he was probably harmless. Still, she paced slowly well away from him and prepared herself for the return run. Slipping the now-empty water bottle back in her pack, she slid the pack on her back, buckled the strap below her chest, and pulled up her phone to start a new playlist, the first one that she and Harrison had curated together. They had jokingly called it the Katerson Hit Parade. The first song was “Hotel California.”
She glanced up and noticed that the man was walking toward her. She felt a bolt of fear, but then compelled herself to settle down. She forced a smile. 
He lifted his hand. “Hi. Sorry to bother you, but have you done this trail? This is my first time, and I’ve got a bad knee. So, just curious if there are any tough stretches I should know about. I went on the ACKTrails app, but there wasn’t much detail.”
She relaxed. “Sorry, I can’t help you there. I didn’t do the trail. I’ve just been on a run. This was my turnaround point.”
“Oh, okay,” he said, looking up and squinting at the sun. “Well, you certainly have a beautiful day for your run.”
“Yes, it is. And a good day for a hike. For you.”
He smiled. “Yes. Well, enjoy the rest of your run.”
She nodded. “Thanks,” and began to turn.
He moved quickly. He raised the aerosol can in his right hand and sprayed it directly into her face. 
She recoiled as the insect repellent clouded her vision and burned her throat.
Did he just spray me in the face with bug spray?
Confused, she waved her hands in front of her face in an attempt to clear the air and get a fresh breath. She hit the brow of her new hat and sent it tumbling to the ground. Strangely, she wanted to lean over to retrieve it - why do I care about that right now! - but before she could, she felt a stinging in her right thigh. Almost immediately, her world started to fade. She tried to run, her brain shouting at her to escape, but her legs would not respond. Stumbling, she drunkenly pulled up her phone only to have it ripped out of her hands. Confused and dizzy, she looked at him. He shifted in and out of focus, her eyes desperately trying to assess what was happening to her. In a moment of brief clarity, she saw his smiling face had been replaced with one of determination, and she felt a terrorizing stab of fear. 
So this is what it’s like. This is how it feels to be taken. This is what I have feared my entire life. 
Harrison!
His beautiful face flashed through her mind as she felt his hands grab her. Her world was darkening. What had he used on her? She feared she was dying. She felt her legs weaken, and she struggled to stay upright, desperate to escape. Escape to the life she loved. Escape back to Harrison and the joy she felt at the thought of their upcoming life together. A lone tear traced its way down her cheek as she felt her consciousness fading away.
She started to collapse, but he was there to catch her. His strong grip held her upright, and he marched her toward his vehicle, her feet dragging on the shells and leaving twin trails toward his car. He scanned the area looking for potential witnesses, but the parking lot and the field surrounding it were quiet. Satisfied, he popped his trunk and carefully folded her in. She was all but unconscious now; the propofol had worked its magic quickly. Still, he pulled her ankles and wrists together and used large zip ties to bind them. He didn’t bother with a gag as he didn’t want to increase a possible suffocation risk. Plus, the propofol would keep her out for at least an hour, so he had more than enough time to get her home and properly confined.
He loved propofol. 
He had discovered this wonder drug by accident when he had had his first colonoscopy earlier in the year at Cottage Hospital. He was amazed at how quickly it knocked him out and thought it would be a good addition to his toolkit. Further research identified some risks with direct injection, but given his intended use, he thought those risks were tolerable. Obtaining it had been far easier than he thought. This was his first use of it in the field, and so far, it was a five-star review.
Satisfied she was as comfortable as possible, he closed the trunk carefully, making sure not to hurt her in the process, after all, he wasn’t an animal. She was scared, yes, he had to admit that. But he knew once she understood what this would mean in the big picture, then she would appreciate what he was doing. Maybe even embrace it. She was going to play an instrumental role in maintaining the balance of life on Nantucket.
Slipping off the backpack, he opened it to retrieve a Faraday bag. He turned off her phone, the latest iPhone by the look of it, and placed it in the bag, and then slipped it all back in his pack. Adding the bug spray, he slid the pack behind the driver’s seat. Closing the door, he took a long look around to confirm he was still alone. Just a couple of things left to do, and then he could get her home.
He smoothed the tracks left by her running shoes and then grabbed her hat. He thought briefly about keeping it. What a souvenir this would make! He could relive this time again and again, and only he would know just how special this hat was. But another thought came to mind, one that would likely improve his chances of success.
Ten minutes later, he glanced around one final time to ensure he hadn’t overlooked anything and made his way to the driver’s door. Stealing one final glance, he slid behind the wheel, started the car, and pulled slowly out of the small parking lot. As he made the left onto Polpis Road, a pack of bicyclists pulled off the bike path and into the parking lot for Windswept Bog. They pedaled up to the picnic table and began to dismount.
He looked in the rearview mirror at the cyclists and smiled. His timing had been perfect. He was certain now more than ever that she was the one. 
It was all about the balance.
 
CHAPTER FIVE
Three Months Before Memorial Day
 
FBI Agent Rick Caton was in downtown Nantucket, wearing the uniform from his days as a Community Service Officer. The streets were empty as fog curled along the cobblestones like smoke from a fire that’s already burned everything down. The harbor was dry with boats stranded and leaning sideways on the cracked silt. Where the Brant Point lighthouse should have been was the much larger Sankaty Head. At the top of its arched brick body, the lantern room had been painted red, and what looked like blood dripped off the railings. Inside, its light blinked slowly like it was running off a dying battery.
He felt a throbbing underfoot as if the earth was trying to warn him of an impending danger.
Like his days as a CSO, he was walking a beat. In his dream, he made his way past the parking lot at the Stop & Shop by the harbor. Several people had gathered, grouped around something that was lying on the asphalt. As he passed, they looked up at him. Where smiling faces should have been, there was a shielded, black emptiness. A twinge of fear coursed through his body, and he quickly walked away.
As he made his way up Main Street, the normally cheerful storefronts were replaced by emptiness, with shadows swirling behind them. The signs hanging above the doors creaked in the wind. The names of the stores, as he had remembered, had been replaced with words that appeared to have been written in blood. One said TRAITOR. Another, YOU LET HER DIE.
He turned a corner and found himself outside the old police station. A single red light glowed from inside, pulsing like a heartbeat.
He tried the door. The knob wouldn’t turn. Locked.
From behind him, a voice grumbled: “You should’ve stayed gone.”
He turned, but no one was there—just the ocean in the distance, rising fast, black and unnatural. It crashes down the street like it doesn’t care about maps or memories. He turns to run, but the water catches him. Salt in his mouth. Cold in his bones.
As he sinks, he sees her —arms outstretched, reaching for him—her mouth forming a word he can’t hear.
Gasping, Rick woke in the dark, breath ragged, heart hammering. At first, he panicked, not knowing where or who he was. But as he regained consciousness, reality started to reassemble itself. A distant siren reminded him he was still in his apartment on Berkshire Street in Cambridge. He stared at the ceiling, trying to gather his thoughts as he watched the shadows of tree limbs stirring in the wind. He let out a long breath. Just another stress dream playing on his worries and concerns about the move back to the island.
With a start, he realized that today was the day, and probably why his unconscious brain was acting up. Later today, he was planning on meeting with his boss at the FBI, Special Agent in Charge Hanna Fines, to submit his resignation, and he’s pretty sure he knows how she will react. Disappointed? Definitely. But she had always been supportive of him, and he had no doubt she would be again. What he doesn’t know is how he will react once that trigger has been pulled. Sadness? Reluctance? Yes. Excitement and the prospect of being back on Nantucket with the woman he fell in love with? Absolutely. But was he making the right choice? Was he rushing things?
Maybe he should give it some more time. Stay in Cambridge for another six months or a year and make sure this was the right decision.
But Nantucket was pulling at him. And his relationship with the island was complicated.
His parents, third-generation owners of a local restaurant, had wanted Rick, an only child, to join them and take over. But he had no interest in becoming the fourth generation to run the local establishment. He had other ideas. As long as he could remember, he had had the desire to protect others, and that had drawn him to law enforcement.
After graduating from Nantucket High School, he received his degree in Criminal Justice from UMass Lowell and then returned to the island, where he joined the Nantucket Police Department as a recruit. He was sent off for intensive training at the police academy in Plymouth and, following graduation, returned to Nantucket to start his career as a police officer. He had mapped out his career path and planned to build his skills and become a detective. He had hoped to spend his entire career with the NPD, perhaps one day even assuming the role of chief of police.
That dream had been derailed by a very public falling out with his wife at the time. She was a demanding spendthrift who also happened to be the daughter of the Nantucket Chief of Police. Catching her kissing another man in a crowded restaurant, the confrontation resulted in a viral incident, which did not go over well with the NPD, the Tourism Board, or the Town Manager. Despite his three years on the job and mostly strong performance reviews, he had been fired. Many on the island thought he had been wronged - she was the one having the affair after all - but he had left the island with his tail tucked between his legs.
He had settled on the Cape and bounced around trying on different careers, but nothing seemed to fit. At a friend’s suggestion, he had applied to join the FBI and was accepted, sneaking in under their mandatory age restriction with a few years to spare. After graduating from Quantico, he had been stationed at the FBI’s Chelsea Field Office.  With his natural curiosity and sharp intellect, his career had blossomed at the FBI, focusing on financial crimes. He had successfully closed several high-profile cases, and his future at the Agency was bright.
But that had changed with a single phone call the prior summer. An old family friend, Charles Post, had been found dead on a local beach. While the local authorities had written it off as a terrible accident, his wife, Ann, suspected otherwise. She had called Rick and begged him to investigate. Reluctantly, he had returned to the island only to discover that Ann had died as well, and the situation was far more complex and far-reaching than he had anticipated.
With the help of one of Nantucket’s best detectives, Tuna Fisch, and leveraging many FBI resources, he had wrapped up that case in a week. But it was during those seven days that he came to the realization that he wanted to come home to the island. As much as he enjoyed his career at the FBI, he missed the people, the community, and the sheer beauty of the little speck of sand thirty miles out to sea. When the new leadership at the Nantucket Police Department offered him the position of detective, he knew that it was the right move and jumped at the chance.
And then of course, there was Felicity.
She was the daughter of Ann and Charles Post, and Rick had babysat her and her older brother Scott for several years. He had remembered her as a shy, gawky, and gap-toothed first grader. But she had grown into a beautiful, intelligent, and impressive young lady who had been a huge help to Rick in solving her parents’ case.
That had been over five months ago, and a lot had happened in the interim.
Felicity had left her position as the director of a non-profit in Providence and relocated back to the island. She had moved into her parents’ house off Monomoy Road and assumed a new role with a local foundation focused on developing affordable housing solutions. She and Rick had casually dated long distance - he had the ferry schedules memorized - but had agreed to hold off on anything serious until, if and when, he made the move back to Nantucket.
Making that move had been a very difficult decision for Rick to make, despite the powerful pull of Nantucket and all it had to offer.
Leaving the FBI would be like leaving his work family. He had a great boss in Hanna and was surrounded by a close team of dedicated and hard-working professionals. He knew he would always have their friendship and, if needed, could lean on them for assistance if and when that would occur. But he would miss the daily interactions, the satisfaction of bringing down white-collar criminals, and the sense that he was indeed making the world a better place.
But on the See-Saw in his mind, the balance always seemed to tip toward Nantucket and Felicity.
He got out of bed and padded down the narrow hallway to the kitchen. It was late January, and sunrise was still nearly three hours away. But he couldn’t sleep now. His mind was still buzzing from the dream and his upcoming meeting. He opened the cabinet and pulled out a pod for the coffee machine. He looked out the window as the machine heated up and then loudly groaned out his coffee, rudely breaking the silence of his apartment.
We can put a man on the moon, but can’t make a quiet coffee machine?
He grabbed the mug and blew the steam off the top. Taking a tentative sip, he thought again for the hundredth time about the words he was going to use with his boss.
…A very difficult decision to make…It’s the right time for me to go back…Will really miss working with you and the team…did some great work together…Hope you understand…I can give you six weeks’ notice…
Now almost forty-five, he felt the same nervous jitters as he had when he put on the uniform of the NPD for his first day on the job. He smiled at himself, thinking of the awkward recruit he had been, worried sick that he was not going to be a good cop. But that had quickly passed, and as he gained his footing, he realized that he really did have a knack for police work. And with the exception of a couple of years’ pause due to the incident with his now ex-wife, he had proven that.
But this next transition was far more nerve-racking than his first day on the job. He would be leaving a successful career at the FBI for the hope, the dream, of community policing on Nantucket and perhaps, if he would even let himself think about it, the potential of a life with Felicity.
He finished his coffee and put the empty mug in the sink. Time to get going and get this done.
A light snow overnight had covered his agency-issued Dodge Charger, and it took him a few minutes to clear the windshield, back window, and door glass. He had started the car before he tackled the snow, so it was warming up nicely. He pulled away from his parking spot on York Street and made his way to Chelsea.
The office was quiet, and he was happy to be in before his colleagues. He grabbed a coffee from the kitchen and walked to his office. On his desk were a half dozen file folders from the current cases he was working on. As usual, they represented all that was wrong with people. Men and the occasional woman who were hell-bent on enriching themselves at the expense of others.
His colleague, Mia, said it was just “people peopling”. Mankind had been dealing with theft since the first two humans got together, and not much had changed other than what they stole.
He reviewed the files and mentally made notes on how quickly he would be able to close them out and get what the Suffolk County District Attorney needed to prosecute the cases. He didn’t want to leave Hanna or any of his colleagues with an open case. They had enough on their plates as it was.
Footsteps came down the hall, and there was a tap on the door.
“You’re in early,” said Hanna.
Rick smiled as he looked at her. “Yes. Just want to review these cases and make a plan for wrapping them up.”
“Good. You know I love closed cases.” She started to leave.
“Hanna?”
She leaned back into the doorway.
“Can I grab you for a few minutes? Just need to talk to you. Personal thing.”
Hanna looked surprised. “Sure, Rick. Um, I’ve got a regional update meeting at nine, which should be done by eleven. Pop by then?”
“Sure. Thank you.”
She turned and walked down the hall toward her office.
Rick took a deep breath and, for the hundredth time in the past week, rehearsed how he was going to tell his boss he was leaving.
…An impossible decision to make…Great opportunity to get back to Nantucket…Will really miss working with you and the team…Yes, we did some great work together…Hope you understand…I can give you eight weeks’ notice… I will get all of my cases wrapped up and over to the DA…Please don’t hate me…
The time passed quickly, and before long, Rick was standing outside Hanna’s office, feeling like the high school student whose been called to see the principal.
Hanna was at her desk, absorbed by something on her computer screen.
He tapped on the door frame. “Hanna?”
She looked up. “Rick, please come in.”
He took a seat in a chair facing her desk and put his hands in his lap.
“What’s up?”
Rick paused, rubbing his hands in his lap, and then took a deep breath. He looked up intently at his boss.
“It is with a lot of regret, but I need to resign my position with the Bureau.”
She paused, leaned back in her chair, and steepled her fingers. A pensive look came across her face. “You know, when you first joined us, I had some concerns about you. To be honest, I didn’t think you were going to make it. Joining the Bureau so late in your career? But you worked hard, applied yourself, and had some real wins.” She paused, reflecting. “You remember the Hermann Capital case?”
He smiled and nodded.
“I thought you were chasing your tail. Nothing there. But you dug in, pulled the resources you needed, and built a strong case showing how the two founders were essentially using the firm as their personal ATM machine. We clawed back millions for investors and put two shady actors in prison. That case was all you. And that’s when I knew my doubts were unfounded. That you were going to be a real asset to the FBI.”
“Thanks, Hanna.”
She smiled softly. “You know, I was kind of expecting this. After your case there last fall, I thought maybe you had thoughts of rejoining the Nantucket Police. But then, nothing happened, so I thought you had changed your mind and decided to stay with us.”
“Believe me, it has been an incredibly difficult decision to make. And I have gone back and forth on it, but in the end I know it’s the right move for me.”
“I appreciate that. And glad you took your time on the decision. So you are sure?”
He nodded. “I am.”
“Okay, well, I have two things to say to you, Rick.” She blew out a breath and leaned forward in her chair.
He looked at her anxiously, fearful for what was coming. Was she going to fire him on the spot? Tell him to pack his bags and go, never to darken her door again?
“One. If it doesn’t work out, for whatever reason, you will always have a position here. I might need to juggle some things, but I will always want you on my team.”
Rick let out a long sigh of relief. “Thank you, Hanna, that means a lot. It really does.”
“And secondly, if you need us for any reason, we are here for you. I know there is a process for local law enforcement to access FBI resources, but I’m letting you know that all you have to do is call. We’ll do what we can, within reason, of course.” She smiled.
Rick returned the smile. “Thanks so much, Hanna. I really appreciate it. I’m going to miss you guys. We really did a lot of good work together.”
She nodded. “We will miss you, too, Rick. So what are you thinking for your last day?”
“Well, my apartment lease is up on May first. And I still have several cases that need closure. So I was thinking end of April?”
“Umm, sure. That works. Are you going to tell the team?”
“Yes. Now that we’ve talked, I’ll let Mia and the others know.”
Hanna stood and walked around her desk. “Thanks, Rick. If you change your mind or need anything in the interim, please let me know. It’s been a pleasure working with you, and I wish you nothing but the best on Nantucket.” She extended her hand.
Rick shook her hand. “Thank you, Hanna. I appreciate everything you and the Bureau have done for me.”
He turned and walked out of her office feeling relieved, excited, and frightened all at the same time. Relieved the decision had finally been made, excited about his future with the NPD and Fel, and frightened that he was making the wrong call. 
CHAPTER SIX
Three Weeks Before Memorial Day
 
Rick stood at the door to his small rental cottage with more than a little trepidation. Given the housing situation on the island, he felt lucky to have secured this little gray shingled Cape out by the island’s only eighteen-hole public golf course. It was more expensive than his place in Cambridge, but worth it. It came furnished but in a style that really didn’t fit that of a bachelor in his early forties. But he had no one to impress, and he didn’t suspect Felicity would judge him on his taste - or lack thereof - on the interior decor.
His ferry had been delayed due to a late-season Nor’Easter, and he had spent two unexpected days in Hyannis. Fortunately, it was still the off-season, so he was able to secure a room for a reasonable rate and used the time to walk the docks, read in front of the wind and rain-battered windows of his hotel room, and enjoy some delicious meals at the Black Cat. It also gave him time to think and worry some more about his decision to leave the FBI and return to Nantucket.
Finally, the wind had died down, and the ferries returned to their schedules. After a rather choppy late afternoon crossing, Rick found himself standing at Straight Wharf with two large roller bags and waiting for a taxi. In his dream of returning to the island, he fantasized about walking down the gangplank on a gorgeous, warm day to a crowd of waiting friends and colleagues. Some had signs welcoming him home. Others had balloons. All were laughing and smiling, cheering him home like a war hero.
Reality hit him square in the side of the face.
He emerged from the ferry to temperatures in the fifties, gray skies, and a dreary mist of rain. The only person to greet him was a friendly Hy-Line employee directing him to the baggage claim area. He tightened his coat at the collar, dipped his head against the rain, and made his way to the baggage carts, where he retrieved his luggage. He cinched his backpack tight and then, grabbing a roller bag in each hand, ambled his way over the bricks and down to the taxi stand.
In his arrival daydream, he had hoped that Felicity would be sitting by the curb, her old Bronco idling, with a big smile on her face, ready to welcome him back. Instead, he found the clapped-out old minivan of a local cab company.
Sighing, he threw his luggage and backpack into the back and jumped through the sliding door.
“Where to?” asked a kindly, older woman.
“One seventy Summerville Road, please.”
“Is that just past the Miacomet golf course?”
“Yes.”
She nodded, put the car in gear, and pulled away, the old van swaying heavily from side to side on the cobblestones. The suspension creaked and groaned in protest while a number of plastic bits on the dashboard squeaked in solidarity.  
Rick closed his eyes and leaned back into the seat. He had arrived on the island with little more than two suitcases of clothes. Following the divorce and his move off the island nearly a decade before, Rick had made a pointed effort to travel light. Even once he had settled in Cambridge, he kept his apartment simple with minimal furnishings. It wasn’t the cheeriest place, but he really didn’t need it to be, given that he spent the bulk of his time at the FBI offices in Chelsea. The few possessions he had managed to acquire in his years there had been carefully packed up and shipped ahead of him. He expected they were
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