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    Dedicated to
All those that have come before
 and all those that are yet to come.

      

    

Dedicated to 

All those that have come before and all those that are yet to come.
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Chapter One
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Henry Blackstone was a myopic nerd with dark, greasy hair plastered to his head and the complexion of a prepubescent teenager. He had a nervous habit of chewing his thumbnail. Henry spent his days fixing other people’s computers and his evenings playing video games. He sat there in the computer repair shop watching the jewelry store across the street. The repair shop, Treadwell’s Computer Repair, was located on a quiet side street off Boylston Street in the heart of Boston.

He figured he had the courier’s schedule down pat now. Pushing his dark-framed glasses back up his nose, he watched the courier make his delivery. “Right on time,” he thought to himself, checking his watch. Henry had a way of asking questions and getting information from people. He learned the courier delivered diamonds, lots of them, to the old Jewish man who ran the shop.  Mr. Fishbourne would then sell them to other jewelers in the area at a pretty steep markup.

Henry had been in Mr. Fishbourne’s store on Friday afternoon, just wasting time before catching the “T” and heading home. He found it hard to believe the prices people would pay for jewelry. 

While he was there, he saw the courier enter the store and listened to the exchange between the courier and the jeweler. Henry had a way of being invisible to those around him. It had paid off that day. A way out had presented itself.

Henry had plans. He was in his thirties and still living with his mother. He had his own little space in the basement, but it was still living with his mother. His plans didn’t include working at the computer shop forever. He wanted out of his mother’s basement and into a place of his own. Maybe he’d even open his own repair shop someday. With enough money, he would never have to ride public transit again. No more riding the “T” all the way from Arlington. God, how he hated riding the public transit system—with all those people looking at him or the other kind that tried not to make eye contact with him.

“Hey, boss. I’m going for a coffee. You want one?” He had no plans for coming back with a coffee or anything else. With luck, he would never be back there ever.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” his boss, Max Treadwell, called from the back room of the shop. “Why bother? We’ll be closing soon.” But Henry was already out the door.

Henry stood on the sidewalk checking his pocket for the tools he would need: wire cutters and a screwdriver. Walking casually across the street, he waved at Mrs. Grimly. She was bringing in her sign from the sidewalk that advertised the café’s specials of the day. “Hey, Mrs. Grimly, been a busy day?” She was one of the few people he would talk to occasionally.

“Not too bad, Henry,” she said, lifting the sign and carrying it back into her shop. Her little bakery did a brisk business during the day, but it was almost closing time.  Most of the shops along this quiet Boston side street would be closing, too. Mrs. Grimly was a pleasant old lady approaching retirement, but she refused to even think about giving up the shop she loved—in fear that the next owner wouldn’t take care of her customers as well she did.

Slipping down the alley between the small bakery and Mr. Fishbourne’s jewelry store, Henry located the junction box that controlled the CCTV camera inside the shop. He took wire cutters out of his pocket and cut the wires to the camera. He had already hacked the street cameras and had them on a loop showing the activity on the street from that morning. No one would notice a couple of hours playing over and over again. The cameras would return to normal in two hours. He wasn’t a computer hacker for nothing. Enough time for him to get in and out, hop the “T” to Arlington and disappear. He considered himself to be an underappreciated computer genius. 

Just before he entered the jewelry store, he pulled a ski mask from his pocket and tugged it over his face. Mr. Fishbourne was closing for the day,   occupied with checking to be sure all the glass display cabinets were locked. The older man had his back to the front door, and Henry was able to sneak up behind him. Cold steel on the Fishbourne’s neck sent a shiver down the jeweler’s spine. It didn’t matter that what he felt was the tip of the wire cutters and not a gun in the hands of the robber.

“Open the safe,” Henry growled trying to disguise his voice. He pretended he had a gun by pushing the point of the wire cutters hard into the jeweler’s back.  With the safe finally opened, Henry pushed the old man to the floor. Mr. Fishbourne lay there, cowering, his hands covering his head. Henry dug through the safe looking for the pouch containing the diamonds he knew were there. 

Mr. Fishbourne inched his way along the floor behind the display counter to reach the silent alarm. He managed to press it without Henry noticing. The jeweler breathed a sigh of relief and hoped he would still be alive when the police arrived. He had been in the same store, the same street, the same damn town for thirty years, and this was the first time he had been in this situation.

Henry rummaged through the safe and found the blue velvet bag he was looking for and shoved it in his pants’ pocket.  He looked at Mr. Fishbourne lying on the floor, feeling terrible for the old man, but it didn’t matter. He would finally have a place of his own—maybe even a car. “Keep quiet until I’m outa here, or else,” Henry cautioned the man.  He hurried to the front door and looked out. 

Stepping outside the door, he ripped off the ski mask—tossing it in a sidewalk trash can as he walked down the street. “Shit,” he exclaimed to himself as he heard the wail of a Boston police siren screaming towards him. “Damn those bastards are fast. Old Fishbourne must have hit the silent alarm,” he muttered to himself. 

The three patrol cars roared to a stop in front of the jeweler’s shop. They quickly blocked off both ends of the street. They were stopping everyone—asking questions. Henry had to think fast. He ducked into the first doorway he came across. Yesterday’s Antique Store was a small and cozy place loaded with antiques from estate sales all over the Boston area. The bell over the door tinkled to announce his arrival. He pretended to stroll around looking, picking up an item now and then, checking a price tag here and there.

Mr. Markov, the shop owner, came out of the back room and walked to the windows. “Hi, Henry, you know what’s going on out there?”

“Na, nothing to do with me,” Henry told him. He didn’t look at the dealer. Instead, he chewed his nail and continued to pretend he was interested in a statue he had picked up.

“I didn’t know you were into antiques,” Mr. Markov remarked. The dealer knew Henry from the repair shop across the street. He didn’t like computers but had gone over to ask questions about them from time to time. His daughter was after him to modernize and start keeping his records on a database—whatever a database was—instead of in the ledgers he had always used. 

“Oh, I’m on a break and thought I’d have a look around. Mom’s birthday is coming up. I’m trying to get some ideas,” Henry replied. He was a quick thinker. No one knew his mom was an addle-brained alcoholic. She had embarrassed him more than once when he was in school by showing up at school activities. After a while, he had learned not to let her know about anything going on at school. He gained a lot of sympathy by telling his teachers she was too sick to attend.

“Well, we have some fine old jewelry pieces in a cabinet over there. Let me know if I can show you anything,” Mr. Markov said and returned to the back room and his paperwork.

Looking out the window, Henry saw the police stopping and questioning everyone on the street. He had to hide the diamonds so that he could leave. He heard Mr. Markov in the back and figured the man might come out again. “Crap,” he exclaimed under his breath.

Henry moved to the cabinet Mr. Markov had indicated. He noticed an old, wooden box sitting on the counter. It looked ancient and had unique Celtic carving on it. The smell of herbs and candle wax hit him as he lifted the lid. He noticed there was an old key in the lock. He thought it just might be the right place to hide his diamonds until the coast was clear. He placed the diamonds inside and turning the key, locked the box. He took the key and put it in his pocket. Raising his eyebrows, he thought, “Not bad, should do for a bit. I can come back tomorrow after things quiet down a bit.”

“Thanks, Mr. Markov, I might be back later,” he called out as he left the store. Sure enough, he was stopped by the police and questioned. They even had him turn out his pockets. The police were not letting anyone leave the area, so he was stuck. He could go back to work or hang around until he was able to catch his ride home. He leaned against the antique shop window watching the activity on the street.

A man came down some stairs on the other side of the street. Henry read the words stenciled on the second-floor window, Julia Prentis, Literary Agent. “Guess that guy’s a writer,” Henry thought.

The man crossed the street, nodded to Henry and entered the antique shop. “Hey, Abraham, you back there?” he heard the man call out.

“Hello, Mr. Durant. How are you doing today?” Mr. Markov came out of his office and greeted his visitor as he adjusted the wire-rimmed glasses on his nose. The aging antique dealer had been accommodating when Jake and his wife, Megan, had decided to empty their cluttered attic and make it into an office. Jake was an author with several mystery books on the Times Best Seller list. Their Inn, The Green Lady, belonged to Megan’s family. It was built in the middle of the eighteen hundreds for a distant relative. She had inherited it after her grandmother was found murdered.

“Just fine, Abe. I was across the street at my agent's and thought I’d drop in and say hi. Any idea what’s going on with all the cops stopping everyone?”

“Not yet. I guess I’ll find out in time,” Abraham said.

“Oh, well, I also want to thank you for selling so much of that stuff from the attic at the Green Lady. The remodeling of that attic into my office has been great.”

“When are you going to bring your wife, Megan, and that adorable daughter back in to see me again? Of course, if you have more antiques for me to look at, I’d gladly take the trip up to Salem.”

“You are welcome at the Green Lady anytime. We don’t have anything for you right now. Megan wants to hang on to as much as possible to keep the character of the Inn. I wanted to say thank you again.” Jake shook hands. Then, looking over the dealer’s shoulder, he spotted the old box on the counter. “Hey, what’s this? It looks pretty old.”

“That, my dear boy, is a witch’s spell box,” the dealer said in his heavy Jewish accent. “It dates from the early 1700s. I got it from the family of a real practicing witch that had passed away. The woman’s family was selling off a few things. It’s meant to contain all manner of things a witch might use to cast a spell. I love the carvings on it. I believe they might be Celtic,” Mr. Markov said. “I thought there was a key here, but I can’t find it now,” the dealer said as he played around trying to open it. I must have the key around here someplace.”

“Megan would love this. You have $450 on it. What about if I give you $400, and I make you a character in my next book?”

“I’d love to be immortalized in print. You have a deal. I’ll write it up.” Mr. Markov took Jake’s credit card and went back to his office. The dealer was old school and wrote everything up by hand.   

Jake picked up the shoebox-sized spell box and studied the carvings—then he looked at the lock. The box was indeed old and made of oak. He could still smell a hint of incense, candle wax, herbs and oils that it might have contained. It reminded him of the old trunk where they had found the Emerald necklace and dress that had belonged to Megan’s ancestor, Lucinda Sinclair. 

Markov came out, had Jake sign the receipt and handed him his copy. “Do you want me to wrap that for you?”

“No, thanks, I’d better be going so I can miss the traffic. I’ve already stayed too long, and the traffic on the Mystic River Bridge is going to be hell. Thanks. I’ll drop in again,” Jake said. He picked up the box and shoved his copy of the receipt in his pocket.

Standing on the sidewalk, leaning against a lamp post, Henry almost had a heart attack when he saw Jake walk out of the antique shop with the box in which he had hidden the diamonds. The police were leaving, and so were his diamonds. He turned when he heard the lock on the antique shop turn. Markov was locking up for the night. Henry had to find out who the man was that had taken his diamonds. He ran around, down the alley and pushed open the back door to the shop right as Markov was about to leave.

“Oh no, you don’t,” Henry said—pushing the man back inside. “You’re going to tell me who bought that old box and where I can find him.”    

“Henry, what are you doing?” Markov was stunned by Henry’s actions.

“I’ve decided I want that old box,” Henry growled—shoving the old man back inside the shop.

“And this can’t wait until tomorrow?” Markov asked, walking back into his office.

“No, I’m taking a few days off and need to find the guy that took that box.”

“Henry, you are acting very odd,” the dealer said. “I’ll write it down for you. Mr. Durant lives in Salem at the Green Lady Inn.”

“Don’t bother.  I can remember it.”

“Henry, what’s going on? Why is that box so important it can’t wait? Maybe I can reach Mr. Durant, and he can return the box before he leaves Boston for Salem.” Mr. Markov turned to reach for the phone.

Acting without thinking, Henry picked up a bronze art deco statue and slammed it into the old man’s head. “Shit, now look what you made me do,” Henry said to the man now lying on the floor. 
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Chapter Two
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The following day, Lieutenant Greely had his men going from shop to shop along the street asking questions.

“I want to know who saw what. Let me know if anyone seemed out of place. Report back to me as soon as you can,” Greely told the officers.

Mr. Treadwell, a stout, balding forty-something, rose up from his workbench in the back of the store when he heard the lieutenant enter his shop. “May I help you?” he asked, taking a quick gulp of cold coffee from a Styrofoam cup. The label was from the bakery across the street.

“I’m Lieutenant Greely, Boston PD. I’m investigating the robbery at Fishbourne’s Jewelry Store. Are you the only one here?”

“I have an assistant when he chooses to show up. I’m Max Treadwell; this is my shop—has been for the last five years.” He extended his hand to the lieutenant. “I retired from one of those “IT” companies on route 128 in Waltham and set up on my own here.” Max was likable and chatty. 

“You said you have an assistant. Any idea where we can find him today?” the lieutenant asked.

“You know, yesterday late, he says he’s going for a coffee, asked if I wanted one. I figured he’d be right back. It was almost six o’clock.  He never did come back,” Max said.

“Did he often do things like that?”

“He’s a great tech but not good at keeping time. He shows up late more often than not. He always blames it on his having to take the ‘T.’ Sometimes he works straight through the day. Other times he takes a two-hour lunch. He cuts out early some days, or he could work late. I don’t care as long as the work gets done. He’s a regular computer genius. He can fix anything.”

“You got a name for this genius?”

“Henry, Henry Blackstone.”

“You got any paperwork on him?”

“Yeah, must have it in here somewhere. Henry’s worked here practically since I opened the place. Told me he dropped out of MIT. More likely the kid flunked out of a technical college and fudged a lot on his application. I don’t care so long as he can do the work. People around here don’t know a lot about computers. He does, so he got the job.” Max was talking as he dug around in a battered cabinet—opening different files. He laughed at the look he got from the lieutenant. “Yak, I know, computers are great, but they crash. Paper can’t crash,” he said as he continued to flip through the files.

“Look, call me when his application turns up. I want an address on him,” Greely said handing him his card. 

“I know he lives in Arlington. That’s about all I can tell you right now,” Max told him. “I’ll call you as soon as I find that file.”

The lieutenant nodded to his partner, Detective Hagopian, and left the shop. They stood on the sidewalk for a few minutes looking up and down the street. Greely wanted to know more about Henry Blackstone. 

“Run that name, Henry Blackstone. See what pops up,” he said. The next couple of hours were busy ones trying to track down shop owners and employees and interview everyone they could.

Another detective, Brian Cox, new to the job, jogged up to them, “Boss, a Miss Markov has been ringing the station. Says her dad didn’t come home for supper. He’s not answering his cell phone or the phone in his shop. I thought you should know.”

Lieutenant Greely stood there waiting for more. “He owns the antique shop across the way, down from the jewelry store,” the younger man said.

“Check it out,” Greely said, looking across the street. “The sign says closed, and it’s after eleven o’clock. Try the back door.” The young man hesitated. “Now, Cox,” Greeley shouted. Two patrolmen hanging around got the message and followed Cox around to the back of the store.

Greely and Hagopian waited by the front door of the antique shop for Cox and the other two officers to go around the back. 

The back door was unlocked.  Cox took a quick look around and hurried to open up the front door.

“Boss, you gotta see this,” Cox said, opening the door and leading them to the back office.

“Shit,” Greely grumbled as he stood in the doorway. On the floor in front of him was Abraham Markov. He was lying in a pool of blood with his head cracked open. In the puddle was a bronze art deco figure of a woman on a pedestal. “Call the coroner and then call Markov’s daughter. We need a positive ID. Get the forensics team in here. I want answers, and I wanted them yesterday.” He issued the orders walking back into the shop. He was in the middle of the antique shop wondering if anything was missing. “I need Miss Markov to come down here,” he told Detective Hagopian.

An hour later, Abraham Markov’s daughter, Halide, came in the front door of the antique shop escorted by two patrolmen. Lieutenant Greely met her and expressed his condolences, “Sorry about your father, Miss Markov, I’m Lieutenant Greely, and I’ll do everything possible to catch whoever did this. We do need a positive ID. Can you do that?”

Taking a moment to steel her resolve, Halide took a deep breath and answered, “I can do that. Can I see my father now?” Miss Markov asked—digging in her pocket for a tissue. She was a striking brunette with dark, soulful eyes. Greely wished he was a couple of decades younger. His partner, Detective Hagopian,  standing behind the young lady gave her a once over and gave a covert thumbs up. If he could only find someone like her, maybe his mother would stop introducing him to “a nice Armenian girl.” As it was, he figured he had met every cousin, niece and friend of a friend in Watertown she could find in their tight-knit community.

“Miss Markov, your father has been taken to the morgue already. I’ll have you taken there when we’re finished. I’m so sorry about your father.”

She sighed with relief, but it was just putting it off for now. How could she face seeing her father dead? She closed her eyes, and when she opened them, Lieutenant Greely was looking at her. She saw the compassion on his face, but she also noted his very firm resolution to solve this crime. Her father had been the only one left of her family. Her mother had died of cancer years ago, and it had been just her and her father ever since.

“Did your father keep an inventory of the stuff in the store? We’re trying to find out if anything is missing. You heard about the robbery next door at the jewelers. We’re trying to see if there is any connection,” Greely said—watching her dab the tears in her eyes.

“Yes, in the office. Dad didn’t use a computer. He wrote everything down in a ledger. I’ll show you. I sometimes came in and helped him,” she said leading the way to the back of the shop and the office. She stopped short at the door, and her hand covered her mouth as she looked in shock at the blood that remained on the old, oak floorboards. She wanted to retch but stopped herself. She steeled herself before entering the office.  Halide was afraid of what she might see but knew she had to. 

“That’s where . . . You found my father? Who could do such a thing? He was just a sweet old man. He never would even kill a spider. Always picked them up in a tissue and took them outside.” She sobbed out loud now, tears running down her face. The lieutenant helped her to sit in the old chair behind her father’s desk. She tried to avoid looking at the pool of blood drying on the hardwood floor.

“Okay,” Greely said putting his hand on her shoulder. “Tell me where this ledger is, and we’ll take it into the shop away from this.” He couldn’t help but feel for the woman.

“It’s the red-bound one over there, in the bookcase,” she said, nodding across the room.

“Bring that book out,” the lieutenant said to Officer Hagopian. He helped her to stand and guided Miss Markov back to the main room.

“Can I get you a coffee or tea from the bakery?” Greely offered. “Mrs. Grimly is keeping it open for my men and the CSI’s.”

They took up places around an old dining room set made of Tulipwood. Halide cautioned the lieutenant, “Please ask your men to be careful. Some of this furniture is
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