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  Chapter 1


Nancy and I had driven to Kennebunkport, Maine, late Friday afternoon, getting stuck in Boston traffic on Route 1 that added an extra hour to the trip. I should’ve known better than to leave so late. But it’d been a busy summer for my business and Nancy worked part time at a pool club in Canton. 
The house where we were heading belonged to my cousin Raymond’s wife, Beth. Beth’s family owned the summer house, and Raymond and Beth somehow always got the tail end of the summer—the nicest part of the season. They’d invited us up to spend the weekend with them before Nancy had to go back to school in New Hampshire at the end of the month.
After a couple of beers and a decent night’s sleep, I got up early to go for a run on Goose Rocks Beach. Tiptoeing through the house, I tried not to wake anyone. 
The screen door from the porch creaked when I opened it, easing it closed so it didn’t slam behind me. I headed toward the driveway and had just started to stretch my legs when I heard my name.
Nancy was standing on the porch, on the other side of the screen door. “Can I come?” she said.
“For a run?” I nodded, waving for her to come outside. “You ready to go?”
It was already warm outside with a fair amount of humidity in the air. I looked at my watch. “It’s supposed to be warm today.”
“Well, it is August,” she said, stepping outside. She was already dressed in the shorts and T-shirt she wore to bed, sneakers in her hand. She smiled. “Ready.”
“Did you at least brush your teeth?” I said, half joking. 
She rolled her eyes and didn’t answer. 
We started down the driveway. 
I said, “Did I wake you up?”
“I heard you sneaking out. But I was already up,” she said. “I think I ate too much last night.”
“How many did you have?” I said, laughing.
“Lobsters? Two. But I’ve been eating like a pig all summer. When I get back to school, everyone’s going to think I’m a whale.”
“You don’t look like you even gained a pound,” I said. 
Nancy was always tall, even as a little girl. And she was always thin. I didn’t think she had to worry about being called a whale.
“You wouldn’t say anything if I did get fat,” she said. “You didn’t even mention the freshman fifteen.”
“The freshman what?” I said.
“They say everyone in college gains fifteen pounds their freshman year. It’s called the freshman fifteen.”
“From drinking all that beer?” I said, giving her the side-eye and a crooked grin.
Nancy said, “They have mashed potatoes in the food hall every night. It’s hard to pass that up. And the gravy’s pretty good.”
I just looked at her.
She said, “Did you know they’re raising the drinking age to twenty?”
I rolled my eyes. “I’m sure that’ll stop all the drinking in college.”
She leaned into me as we walked. “In two and a half months, I’ll be twenty.” She took off ahead of me and started to jog.
“Don’t remind me,” I said, under my breath.
She was still my little girl.
Nancy stopped and waited for me at the end of the driveway and we turned right, onto King’s Highway, which wasn’t actually a highway at all. It was the road in Kennebunkport that ran along Goose Rocks Beach. 
We waited for a car to pass and ran across the street to the other side, then took the worn path through the tall grass over the dunes. 
We both stopped when our shoes hit the sand and looked south in the direction of Cape Porpoise. There was a group of maybe ten people standing around an older pickup truck parked on the beach, although I couldn’t see exactly what they were doing or why the truck was there.
Nancy jogged toward them. “Let’s go this way.” 
I started into a light jog but picked up my pace to keep up with her. “Are you getting faster?” I said, my breathing already heavy.
She laughed, looking back at me over her shoulder. “You’re just getting slower.” 
She wasn’t wrong. 
We slowed to a walk once we got closer to the group and went over to see what the story was. The truck was a black Ford F-100, a 1971 or ’72, or in that range of being a model at least six or seven years old. There was some rust on the roof and along the lower parts of the door. 
We were close enough to see that the group standing around was made up of mostly all women. In fact it was all women, and there were nine of them. In front of the women stood one tall and lanky police officer with a boyish face, who looked to be no more than Nancy’s age.
The young officer was talking to the women with his arms out wide as if trying to corral them. “Please step back, ladies. Come on, give us some room.”
Nancy and I stood in back behind everyone, and couldn’t get a good look at what all the excitement was around the truck. 
I noticed another officer. He had snow-white hair under his hat. Crouched down near the front end of the truck, a gentle wave rolled up behind him, only to recede as soon as it touched the heel of his boot. From where I stood and with the way the truck was angled, I couldn’t see what was in front of him.   
The tall young officer continued pleading with the women who seemed to keep trying to get closer. “I’m not going to ask you again to step back.”
I stepped to my left to get a better look at the officer crouched in front of the truck. And when I saw what he was doing, I pulled Nancy back. “Don’t look.”
But she couldn’t help herself. She pushed my arm away and went around me. She turned to me, a blank look on her face after seeing what I’d hoped she wouldn’t.
A body was covered with a blanket. It was apparently a female. I could see her dark, wet hair under the blanket.
None of the women standing around seemed to shy away from watching. Nancy wasn’t the least bit bothered by the body either. She leaned in toward me and whispered, “Do you think she drowned?”
I said, “This doesn’t bother you?”
She gave me a look like she didn’t know why I’d ask such a foolish question. “Not at all.” 
An older woman in front of us turned and looked me over, then glanced at Nancy. She gave us a look like she didn’t think we belonged there.
“What happened?” Nancy said, never one to be shy about asking questions. 
I had no doubt where she got that from.
The woman kept her voice low, almost in a whisper. “Well, that’s Ron Tompkins’ truck, so…”
“Ron Tompkins?” I said. “Who’s he?”
She turned all the way around this time, facing me. “You’re not from around here?”
“We’re from the Boston area.”
She reacted with a look like she couldn’t care less where we were from. It wasn’t likely interesting enough, since most people vacationing in Maine were from some part of New England. The woman pointed with her thumb over her shoulder toward the other women in the group. “We saw her first,” she said, like she was bragging. “We were out for our morning walk. It’s the last thing you’d expect on my beautiful beach.”
Like she owned it.
I glanced past her, at the body. “Do you know who she is?”
The woman shook her head. “None of us got close enough to look.” She pointed toward a yellow, Cape Cod-style home less than a few hundred feet from where we stood, the fence along the grassy backyard meeting the sand. “That’s my house. We had some coffee on the deck and only made it halfway down when we all saw Ron’s truck.” She pointed to a woman who looked younger than the others. “Alice was the one who walked around the truck, nearly stepping on the poor girl’s body.”
The woman she was referring to, Alice, looked back at us when she heard her name.
The older woman continued, “I ran to the house and called Thomas right away.”
“Thomas?” I said.
She nodded toward the young officer. “That’s him. Thomas Silva. I’ve known him since he was a little boy.”
I tried not to stare at the body but couldn’t help noticing all the footprints around the truck and in the sand. I found it odd, the way the cops seemed careless with the way they moved around. I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t tape off the area.
I noticed footprints in the sand, coming away from the truck and toward the water. But most of them had washed away with the rising tide. It looked as if whoever was driving the truck had gone in the water and never came back out.
I suppose it was possible.
I said, “Who did you say owns the truck? Ron Tompkins?”
The woman glanced at me with a curious look on her face. “You ask a lot of questions, my dear.”
Nancy smiled, like she was proud. “Dad’s a private investigator.”
The woman looked somewhat impressed, her eyebrows raised.  “Is that so? I love Jim Rockford.” She looked me over. “I’ve never met a real private investigator.”
She was a tall woman, somewhere in her late sixties, if I had to guess. “What’s your name?” she said.
“Jake. And this is Nancy.”
“I’m Mary. Mary Potter.” She glanced at the other women in the group, some who had already started to walk away in the direction of the yellow house. 
The young policeman, Officer Thomas Silva, as I’d been told, was leaning in over the seat on the driver’s side of the truck looking around the interior. The other officer, no longer crouched over the body, was at the truck’s bed picking through what looked like scraps of wood and wet cardboard. He had a paint can in his hand and tossed it back into the pile, then grabbed the wooden handle from some kind of yard tool.
Mary Potter finally answered my previous question, her voice again slightly hushed. “It doesn’t surprise me to see Ron in some kind of trouble again.”
Officer Thomas Silva got out of the truck and turned to Mary, as if he’d been listening to her every word. “Mrs. Potter! I told you Mr. Tompkins reported this truck stolen last night, before any of this happened.” He cleared his throat, like a nervous kid talking back to an adult. “We don’t need rumors being spread around town at such an early stage of the investigation.”
I wondered what kind of rumors he was referring to, and if the way he’d said it meant whatever rumors there were, were already out there.
Mrs. Potter gave him a thumbs-up. “Sure thing, Thomas.” She rolled her eyes.
One of the women yelled from off in the distance, “Come on, Mary. Haven’t you seen enough?”
She looked toward the covered body and sighed. “It was nice meeting you both.” She turned and followed her friends.
A large, white, truck-like vehicle with red lights flashing on top drove onto the beach, heading toward us.
I pulled at Nancy’s arm. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” I glanced back at the officers and the one I knew as Thomas was watching me, but turned away as Nancy and I started in the other direction.

      ***My cousin Raymond was out on the screened-in porch with his feet on a white wicker ottoman, hiding behind the Boston Globe he held up in front of him. There was a cup of coffee on the small table next to him. He pulled the paper down to his lap when Nancy and I walked in through the screen door.
Raymond said, “What’d you, already go to the beach?”
“Tried to go for a run,” I said. I could smell whatever Beth must have been cooking in the kitchen through the open door from the house. 
“Tried?” Raymond said.
“Yeah, we only got as far as the body on the beach.”
Raymond folded the paper over and straightened out in the chair with both feet on the floor. “Are you making a joke?”
“Not at all,” I said. 
He leaned toward the door and yelled into the house. “Beth, come out here! There was a body on the beach!”
Beth hurried out, wiping her hands on a flowered kitchen towel. “Was it a seal? One washed up on the shore earlier in the summer, when my sister was here with her family.”
Raymond laughed, turning to me. “Oh, I thought you meant a human body,” He opened the newspaper and leaned back in his chair.
“That is what I meant,” I said. “It was a woman.” 
Beth gasped, her eyes wide open, covering her mouth with both hands. 
Raymond dropped the paper again to the floor, looking at Beth, holding his surprised gaze, before turning to me and Nancy. “What happened?”
“I don’t know. It appears the woman was hit by a truck. But it was hard to say for sure. The whole scene was strange, from the group of women watching like it was a show, to the two officers who didn’t appear to’ve ever dealt with a dead body before.”
“I’m guessing you spoke with the officers?” Raymond said. “Asking a hundred questions?”
“No. They looked like they had their hands full. And I don’t think they would’ve been able to answer me anyway. One of the officers—a young kid—apparently knew who owned the truck. And so did the woman we spoke to.”
“Someone local?” Beth said, a look of pure shock plastered on her blood-drained face.
“The victim?” I said. “I have no idea.”
Beth said, “I meant the truck.”
“Well, if the two knew him, I’d have to guess the answer’s yes. But the officer mentioned something about the truck being reported stolen the night before, so if that’s the case…”
Raymond said, “Did they tell you his name?”
I looked at Nancy, sitting in a folding lawn chair in the corner of the porch. I said, “Ron Tompkins, right?”
Nancy nodded. “And the woman we talked to… Her name was Miss Potter.”
“She wore a wedding ring,” I said.
“Oh, right; Mrs. Potter… didn’t seem to like this guy, Ron.”
“Well, I don’t know if it’s that she didn’t like him,” I said. “But she did make a comment about not being surprised he was in trouble.”
“I know who Mary Potter is,” Beth said. “She’s the one who lives in that big yellow Cape Cod home on the beach?”
I nodded. “That’s her.”
“What about Ron Tompkins,” I said. “You know the name?”
Beth shook her head, staring out through the screen in the direction of the beach. She took a deep breath and let out a sigh. “Last thing you’d ever expect at Goose Rocks Beach.” She started for the open doorway into the house, but stopped with what looked like a forced grin. “Well, I made pancakes, assuming you all still have an appetite.”
Beth wasn’t the best cook around. And she’d be the first to admit that. Actually, she’d be second, after Raymond. But when it came to baking, or making pancakes, it was a different story.
Nancy headed into the house behind her.
Raymond said, “Fresh pot of coffee in there, if you want a cup.”
I nodded, but that was it. I was having a hard time getting the picture of the dead woman’s covered body out of my head. “One thing I wondered, the way the footprints from around the truck kind of disappeared into the ocean, what if there’s a chance this woman could’ve been the one driving the truck.”
Raymond said, “I hope you’re not going to spend the short time you’re up here trying to figure out what happened.”
I stared back at him, thinking, but walked into the house without responding.






  
  Chapter 2


Beth, Raymond, Nancy, and I sat in a booth at Bartlett's Dockside—a popular restaurant just over the bridge in Kennebunk—after waiting almost thirty minutes for the table. The place was busy, as most of the restaurants were in Maine during tourist season. It looked to be a packed house, with every booth and table and the stools at the counter taken. 
I got the fish and chips, Nancy got baked stuffed shrimp, and Raymond and Beth each ordered a lobster roll.
The waitress had just brought over our meals when I looked through the window at the front of the restaurant and watched a police vehicle stop short on Western Avenue, beacon lights spinning. Two officers stepped from the car and walked toward the entrance.
Raymond had his back to the door, but followed my gaze and turned to look as the two officers walked in. He said,  “They don’t look like they’re here for takeout.”
“That’s the two cops from this morning,” I said, looking at Nancy nodding. 
“That’s just about the entire force,” Raymond said.
The older one, the one with the white hair under his hat, was met at the entrance by the restaurant’s owner, Mrs. Bartlett.
Raymond looked over his shoulder, watching them move toward the counter. “That’s the new chief of police. His name’s Chief Hanley, from Portland.”
I watched Mrs. Bartlett, who appeared animated, talking to the officers, but keeping her voice low at first. But then I could hear her: “Chief Hanley, please! He’s a good man. He wouldn’t do something like this.” She tried to step in their way and stop them from going around the counter. 
But they both went past her, around the other side and through the swinging door into the kitchen.
Mrs. Bartlett followed, pleading as the door swung closed behind her. Her voice grew louder from in the kitchen, but muffled. “Thomas, please. Tell him he didn’t do it. You know he wouldn’t hurt anyone.” There was a pause. “Chief Hanley, please. Don’t do this.”
Everyone in the busy restaurant was quiet. The only sound came from Raymond chewing his food, shifting his plate in position as he took a bite of his lobster roll. He dipped a french fry in the spreading circle of ketchup on his plate.
Beth, seated next to him in the booth, watched him stick another fry in his mouth. “Aren’t you paying attention to what’s going on?” she said, her voice hushed.
He glanced at her with a shrug, nodding. “Yeah, but what do you want me to do?”
Mrs. Bartlett yelled, “Stop! You’re hurting him!”
Someone was in trouble.
Beth tugged at Raymond’s arm. “Do you hear this?”
He rolled his eyes, nodding his head. He wiped his mouth with a napkin. “I haven’t eaten all day. I’m hungry.”
Beth leaned on the table, looking at me and Nancy. “Do you think it has something to do with that woman’s body on the beach?”
Raymond put down his sandwich and looked toward the swinging door. “I highly doubt it,” he said. 
Beth said, “How do you know?”
Ray took another bite of his lobster roll. “It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours.” He picked up his can of Black Label and took a sip. 
Three waitresses stood behind the counter and appeared unsure what to do. There wasn’t much they could do, including getting food for customers who were waiting to eat. They didn’t look like they were willing to walk into the kitchen. 
The door swung open and all three waitresses scurried in different directions.
The young officer from the beach, Thomas Silva, walked out of the kitchen. He had a man in custody who wore his long gray hair in a ponytail, and a tie-dyed T-shirt with shorts underneath. A  dirty, stained apron was tied at his waist. 
The man didn’t say a word, trying to bury his face in the crux of his arm. 
Nobody in the restaurant said a word. Just gasps as Officer Silva led the man away from the counter. I looked around, and it was clear by the expressions on their faces that most knew the man from the kitchen now in custody.
Chief Hanley emerged from the kitchen with Mrs. Bartlett behind him, still pleading as the swinging door closed.
I noticed a young man’s face, looking out  through the round window in the door, but then he disappeared.
The two officers left the restaurant with the man in custody, neither saying a word. I watched through the window, like everyone else, but then lost sight of the three until they came back into view, moving through the crowd waiting outside.
The young officer put the man in the back of the cruiser and closed the door. He turned to Mrs. Bartlett and she grabbed him by the arm, but the chief pulled her away. He appeared upset, perhaps losing his cool, until she finally hung her head, wiping her tears.
The two officers got back in the vehicle and drove away, back over the bridge and into Kennebunkport.

      ***By the time we finished our dinner, the atmosphere inside the restaurant had gotten somewhat back to normal, although conversations were mostly loud whispers.
The waitress came back to our table and appeared frazzled.
Raymond said, “Who was that? The man they arrested?”
She looked toward the kitchen, holding our empty plates in her hand. “That’s Ron. Mrs. Bartlett’s brother.”
“Ron Tompkins?” I said.
The waitress nodded, but walked away when a male voice from the kitchen called for her.
“That’s the man from the beach,” I said. “The truck, I mean. It was Ron Tompkins’ truck.”
“I had no idea it was Mrs. Bartlett’s brother,” Raymond said.
The four of us got up and headed for the cash register at the counter where we paid the bill and headed out the door.
Beth grabbed Raymond’s arm once we were outside. “Aren’t you going to admit you were wrong?”
“About what?” he said, although of course he knew exactly what she meant.
She said, “You said it had nothing to do with the body on the beach.” 
Raymond shrugged. “I told you I didn’t know what was going on.”
Nancy walked side by side with Beth and said, “The younger officer, the one who led him out the door… He was the one who said the truck had been reported stolen last night, like he was defending this guy, Ron.”
“Well, something clearly changed since this morning,” I said.
With the sun just about down, it had gotten cooler outside, compared to when we first showed up at the restaurant. Even though it was fairly dark, there was a good amount of light from the lamps casting an orange-tinged glow onto the parking lot. The crowd outside waiting to get into the restaurant had thinned, but there were still plenty of tourists walking the sidewalks between Kennebunk and Kennebunkport.
We walked to the side of the building where I’d parked the Nova, and got a whiff of cigarette smoke as soon as we turned the corner. 
An orange glow floated in the darkness. Someone was smoking, almost hiding in the shadows a few feet away from the screen door into the kitchen.
I unlocked the Nova’s passenger door but stopped with the door open when a woman’s voice said, “Sorry about all the commotion in there.”
I couldn’t see the person, but walked closer.
Mrs. Bartlett stepped out to where we could see her. She took a drag from her cigarette, the glow lighting up her face.
“Is everything all right?” I said. I looked through the screen door and could see someone cooking in the kitchen. 
“I wish I could answer that,” she said. “They arrested my brother.”
Beth and Nancy stayed by the car, but Raymond followed me over toward Mrs. Bartlett.
“Hello,” she said, smiling at Raymond. “You’re the Boston cop, aren’t you?”
“Formerly,” Raymond said with a proud grin. “Retired.”
Mrs. Bartlett said, “You and your wife have been coming here for years, haven’t you?”
Raymond nodded. 
She dropped her cigarette and crushed it out with her sneaker. “I don’t know what you heard in there, I’m sure there were plenty of whispers. But Ron… He’s innocent. I know he is. His truck was stolen last night, right from this parking lot.”
Raymond said, “They tell you what they have on him?” 
“Besides that it was his truck?” She shrugged. “That new chief, Chief Hanley, he wouldn’t tell me anything.” She pulled a pack of cigarettes from her pocket and stuck a fresh one in her mouth. 
Raymond pointed at me with his thumb. “Jake here’s a private investigator. Maybe he can help.”
I gave Raymond a look, like I’d wished he hadn’t mentioned it. I was heading back to Boston with plenty of work on my plate. The last thing I needed was a case in a different state, an hour and a half from the office.
“A private investigator, huh?” She lit her cigarette and drew from it. “I bet that doesn’t come cheap, hiring someone like you?”
A young woman, one of the waitresses I recognized, stood on the other side of the screen door. “Marilyn? Do you want us to lock the front door?”
Mrs. Bartlett crushed the cigarette she’d just lit against the side of the building. “First pack I’ve bought in three years, since my husband passed. I should’ve gotten that cigarette machine out of here, for my own sake.” She opened the screen door and started to go inside, but stopped before she did. “Do you have a business card?”
I hesitated, then reached into my pocket, pulled one out and handed it to her. “I don’t normally take cases up this way, but if I can help in any way…”
She looked the card over and tucked it in her shirt pocket. “Hopefully the cops will come to their senses and Ron’ll have nothing to worry about.” She continued inside, letting the screen door slam shut behind her.
I watched Mrs. Bartlett walk across the kitchen and disappear through the swinging door I assumed came out behind the counter inside.
Raymond and I headed back to the Nova, but I stopped to look when I heard the screen door slam.
A young man I couldn’t quite see in the darkness walked away from the building with a large, full garbage bag slung over his shoulder. He continued to a dumpster at the back of the lot, threw the bag inside and started back toward the building. But first he stopped to light a cigarette of his own.
“Quite a night,” I said to the young man.
He looked at me, exhaling a stream of smoke. I couldn’t quite make out his face, but it looked like the same person I’d seen through the window in the door, when Ron was arrested.
“Can’t say I’m surprised,” the young man said. He took another drag from his cigarette, then went with it inside without another word.
Raymond looked at me across the roof. “Not surprised? What’s that supposed to mean?”
I thought about it, then slid in behind the wheel.
Nancy was in the back seat with Beth and leaned forward. “Did that kid say he wasn’t surprised about that man who was arrested?” 
I looked at her through the rearview. “I don’t know.” I expected more questions from her—she always had plenty—but she’d already leaned back again, looking toward the screen door. 
I started the engine and commenced backing out of the parking space. I said, “Raymond, I appreciate you trying to get me business, but I really hope she works it out with the cops. I can’t drive up to Maine to work a case.”






  
  Chapter 3


Nancy and I left Kennebunkport around six thirty Monday morning and stopped off Route 1 for breakfast at the Maine Diner. We would have stayed with Beth and Raymond longer, but Nancy had to work at the pool club. And I had work I had to deal with. 
One of the cases had dragged on longer than it was supposed to, and if I didn’t wrap it up soon I’d be losing money just thinking about it.
My client was the owner of an insurance agency on the North Shore. She gave me a decent amount of work, although I found it somewhat boring. It did, however, put food on the table. My Uncle Pat, the man who started Horn Investigations after his brief career as a Boston cop, always believed in two types of work he liked to have coming in the door for the agency: The kind of work we wanted, and the kind of work we needed. 
The client I needed was the one that had me on contract, investigating insurance fraud. It had been keeping me busy and paid the bills. Most of them, at least. 
Nancy had been quiet for a good part of the ride back while listening to the new Talking Heads 8-track she’d bought at a record store in Wells. 
“What’s this?” I said, nodding toward the radio.
“Talking Heads: More Songs About Buildings and Food.” 
I said, “Did you know David Byrne went to the Rhode Island School of Design?”
She nodded. “I heard he dropped out.”
“I believe that’s true,” I said. “That’s where his first band was—in Providence—before he started the Talking Heads. They were called the Artistics. But they weren’t around very long.”
Nancy laughed. “I didn’t know you were a Talking Heads aficionado.” 
“I only know because I had a friend, lived in Providence a few years ago. He was into the local music scene, about a year before David Byrne went to New York and started the Talking Heads.” 
Nancy turned up the volume, when a song came on that I recognized.
“I know this song,” I said. “It’s a cover.”
Nancy looked at me like I was crazy, shaking her head. “It’s brand new.”
I listened, the sun to the left of us getting brighter. I could feel the warmth coming through the window, and slipped on my sunglasses. “‘Take Me to the River’ is an Al Green song, from a few years back.”
She said, “Really? I never heard it before.”
For the most part, I liked the music she listened to. I was glad she hadn’t really gotten into disco, especially since it had taken over the radio. Disco clubs had taken over the city over the past couple of years. It just wasn’t my thing. Maybe it was all the dancing I didn’t like. Give me a small bar with a guy playing guitar…
We had our windows down and spent a good part of the ride with nothing but the sound from the wind and the 8-track playing. 
Nancy reached for the knob and turned off the music. “Do you know her name? That woman… the one on the beach?”
I paused for a moment before answering. “Her name was Casey. Casey Jilson.”
Nancy remained quiet. I could tell she was thinking it through, her eyes on the highway ahead. “It’s just so strange,” she said, turning to me. “I mean, besides the fact her body was on Goose Rocks Beach. But, I mean, if Mrs. Bartlett’s brother really hit her with his truck, why would he just leave her there?” 
I didn’t have an answer.
Nancy said, “You think maybe they just wanted to clear their desks? You said that’s what the cops do sometimes.”
“I didn’t say that, did I?” 
She nodded. “More than once.”
I looked ahead at the highway, watching as the traffic got heavier approaching the Massachusetts line. 
I said, “There’s always pressure to find answers as quickly as possible, but most people don’t want to take the extra steps to avoid mistakes. And that goes for anyone. Not just the cops.”
Nancy looked out the passenger side before turning to me. “How come you got mad at Raymond? You said you didn’t want him to tell Mrs. Bartlett you’re a private investigator?”
I reached for the radio and switched it back on. “I don’t know. I guess… If she decided to hire me—I doubt she would—but I wouldn’t be able to take a case in Maine.”
“Even if she asked for your help?”
I didn’t want to get into it, but Nancy was the type of kid who wouldn’t let up until she got the answer she was looking for. 
“Do you think he did it?” she said.
I paused before answering. “I have no idea.”
Nancy got the hint, folded her arms, and looked out the open passenger window, her hair blowing straight back from the wind.
We spent the next few miles without another word, leaving New Hampshire, and into Massachusetts. The traffic had gotten heavier, but at least we were still moving at fifty-five.
“Wouldn’t you want another murder case?” she said.
“Who said it was murder?”
“Don’t you think it was?” she said. “You’re the one who said you hate doing the insurance work,” she said. 
“When did I say that?”
“I heard you say it to Raymond.”
It was hard having a daughter who not only asked a lot of questions, but also rarely missed a beat.
“It’s not that I hate the work,” I said. “Work is work. I take what comes to me, so I can put food on the table. And to pay your tuition.”
She said, “But wouldn’t you rather be investigating real crimes?”
“Real crimes?” I said. “What are real crimes?” 
Of course, I knew what she meant. But I wasn’t going to give in to what I knew she was fishing for.
“You know. Murders. Kidnappings. Missing people. Real crimes.”
I laughed. “It’s a business, Nancy. I’m in it to get paid. There’s nothing more to it.”
Nancy could be pushy when she wanted something. But I also raised her to know she could tell me whatever was on her mind. And she usually did. The relationship we had together was different from what most father-daughter relationships were like. It had been just the two of us for two-thirds of her life.
I took the first exit after we crossed over the Merrimack River. “I have to call Maggie,” I said. 
“What about?”
“She was going to look into something for me.”
“Do you think she knows about Casey Jilson?”
“I have no idea,” I said. 
“Can you ask her?”
“Probably not. I have other things I need to worry about right now. My client’s likely been calling the office all weekend.”
“Sorry,” Nancy said, turning toward her window.
I said, “You don’t have to be sorry. But I just can’t worry about what happened up there. Not right now. I have enough on my plate.”
She said, “How come Maggie didn’t come up to Maine with us?”
I cut the wheel and pulled into Mac’s Food and Fuel. “Well, somebody’s gotta keep Boston safe.” I gave Nancy a small grin and parked next to the pay phone at the front corner of the lot.  I opened the ashtray looking for change, but other than a few sticky pennies and crinkled gum wrappers, it was empty. I got out of the Nova and checked deep in my pockets. I had nothing. I said to Nancy, “Do you have a dime?”
She reached into her pocket and came out with a nickel in the palm of her hand. “This is all I’ve got.”
I pulled out my wallet and checked to make sure I had a couple of bills. “I gotta run in and get some change. You all right out here for a minute?”
Nancy nodded, looking at me like I had two heads. “Why wouldn’t I be all right?”
I smiled and closed the door, heading into Mac’s for some change.
The old man behind the counter had his back turned when I walked inside, facing a black-and-white TV on a small table behind the counter. He was adjusting the rabbit ears.
“Can I get some change?” I said. “For the phone?”
He turned, nodding, but didn’t seem to want to take his eyes from the TV. He was watching the Channel 4 morning news with Jack Williams. 
I said, “Anything exciting going on?”
He pressed the button on the cash register and the bell dinged. The drawer slid open. He counted out some change in his hand and dropped three quarters, two dimes, and a nickel on the counter. He said, “What was that?”
I swiped the change from the counter and dropped it in my pocket. “I was just asking if there’s anything exciting going on in the news?” I wasn’t even sure why I’d asked.
But the man nodded. “Some kid from Cambridge is missing.”
“A kid? How old?” I envisioned a child.
“Well, I say he’s a kid. But, I don’t know, whatever you want to call a twenty-eight-year-old. I guess his girlfriend was killed over the weekend, up in Maine. Now nobody knows where he is.” 
I stared at the TV, but it had switched over to a commercial for Riverside Park. “Did they say anything else?”
The old man looked at me and shrugged, taking down a brand-new pack of Lucky Strikes from the case over his head. “I have no idea, buddy. I’m sure it’ll be back on the news sometime later.” He peeled off the plastic from his pack, took out a cigarette and stuck it in his mouth. 
I turned for the door. The bell above it dinged when I opened it. “Thanks for the change.” 
Nancy had the music up loud, slouched down in the passenger seat with her bare feet up on the dash. 
She straightened up and looked out at me. “What time will we be home?”
I looked at my watch. “Half an hour. I’ll be two minutes.” I walked into the phone booth and dropped a dime in the slot. It rang twice before Maggie picked up.
“Hello?” Her voice was scratchy and almost in a whisper. 
“Sorry,” I said. “Were you sleeping?”
There was a brief pause. I pictured her nodding. “I’m on the late shift now.”
“Oh, right,” I said. “Maybe we can meet later?”
“Yeah, but I didn’t have a chance to get what you needed. Streets were busy. You know how it is. August in Boston.”
I thought for a moment. “Do you know anything about this missing man? A kid from Cambridge?”
“Logan Reed?” she said.
“I don’t know. Is that his name? I just heard about it. I’m sure you know about the woman they found in Kennebunkport?”
“Yeah, it’s the kid’s girlfriend? But I don’t know any specifics. Boston PD hasn’t been involved.” She paused. “Did you hear anything about it when you were up there?”
I watched a Chevy Nova—the same model as mine, but black— pull up to the gas pump. “Actually, yeah. Nancy and I saw the woman’s body.”
“Are you serious? You called it in?” Maggie said.
“No, we were out for a morning run on Goose Rocks. The cops were already there, dealing with the scene. And, get this,” I said. “We go to dinner that evening, and the owner’s brother gets arrested. Cops went in, pulled him from the kitchen in handcuffs.” 
“Honestly,” she said, “I hadn’t even heard they found her in Kennebunkport. I would have tried to reach you if I knew.”
“You don’t have any word on the boyfriend?” I said.
“Not now. Cambridge PD is leading the search.”
I looked at Nancy in the passenger seat. Her eyes were closed. I said to Maggie, “I have to get Nancy home so she can get to work. Can you meet? Maybe we can grab lunch?” Even with the door closed on the phone booth, I could hear the music coming from the car.  
Maggie said. “I can meet around one o’clock, if that’s not too late? That’ll give me a chance to go into the station, see what I can pull for you.”
When my uncle was still alive, he always had friends in the Boston PD who would help him with his cases, pulling files and reports he otherwise couldn’t get his hands on. Maggie was that person for me. Of course, there was risk for her. But she didn’t seem to mind. I think she enjoyed it. 
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