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Chapter 1






TO MOST PEOPLE, ILL BET THE OLD PLACE LOOKED nothing at all like a battlefield. To most casual observers, the Chandler House was the epitome of what they imagine the past to have been: a big colonial house by the ocean, a wind-swept lawn leading down to a dramatic cliff, romantic to the nth-degree. The reason that so many people think the past really was the good old days is because of the fine, lovely things that survive. These are the very best, the very richest things that would have inspired pride and a desire to preserve them. Seeing these objects causes people to confide in me how much theyve always loved history, how theyve always wanted to be archaeologists, how they would have loved to have lived back then, whether back then was ancient Egypt, imperial Rome, or, as it was in this case, colonial New England.


I have to smile when I think that theyre imagining big skirts, wigs, and courtly manners. They are not imagining a world without antibiotics or indoor plumbing or the hope of democracy and equal rights. They are forgetting that they might be lost without supermarkets or instantaneous global communication or electricity. They are not thinking of a world where, to paraphrase Monty Python, the king was the only one who didnt smell like crap, which isnt such a bad summary for most of history.


It wasnt even the neat row of trenches by the side of the house that reminded me of a battlefield: I would never have allowed my students to let things get that messy. No, our trenches were orthogonal, hell, even the back dirt piles were clean, made of well-sifted loam, filled with fat worms and sorted pebbles, the sort of thing that sends gardeners drooling. If we didnt have to put it all back when we were finished, I would have brought it back home with me myself. And it wasnt the fencing wed put up around the site to keep the unwary, the unthinking, and the dim-witted from falling into one of our nice, square units and breaking a neck, or worse, disturbing my carefully exposed stratigraphy. Wed even deliberately chosen the portable wooden fencing to blend in with the scenery, so you couldnt even claim that it resembled a military picket. No, Im afraid it was the general background hum of negative emotions that made me feel like I was digging in for my own protection as much as I was trying to learn about the Chandler family.


Im not usually so misanthropic; its just that I was tired of trying to fight to do my job properly and we still had another two weeks of work to go. It would have worn the patience of a saint down to a nubbin, and Im no saint for all my sister claims I am a Puritan. I just knew that I had to bide my time and pick which battles to fight, and which ones to avoid. Anyone who tells you that the Ivory Tower is a quiet retreat from the dirty old outside world doesnt know what shes talking about.


I sighed and stood up from the bench, telling myself that I would be better off for another walk around the property, and another long look out at the ocean behind the house. I was waiting to be invited into the Stone Harbor Historical Societys board meeting to tell them all about the archaeological research Id talked them into letting me do on their property at the Chandler House. I figured thered be another half hour or so of their private businessto which I was pointedly not invitedbefore I had to go in.


The main part of the Chandler House was an early example of a brick Georgian structure, two floors with four rooms each, and an attic with dormers. As I faced the front, there was a small brick addition to the right; there was none on the left. When I walked around to the rear, there was another, later addition, also in brick; its two large cube-shaped rooms faced the ocean that relentlessly crashed against the Massachusetts coast.


I picked up a flat pebble from the path and slung it sidewise, making it skip three times before it lost momentum and sank. The one that followed it only brushed the water twice, then hit a wave with a plop. The next pebble I picked up ached to be thrown at the fat seagull I saw perching on a white-stained piling not too far away from the shore. I told myself that I could hit it, if I wanted to. But my aim is pretty bad and I didnt really want to wreck my karma by taking out my bad mood on the poor bird, no matter how nasty I think gulls are. Besides, my veterinarian sister was staying with me and any slight I inflicted on the animal kingdom would be immediately telegraphed to her, and she would instigate a massive retaliation. So I dropped the stone back on the path and walked up the lawn to the house. After another half-perambulation around the building, I heard the sound of footsteps on the gravel in front of the house.


Evening, Professor.


I looked up to see Justin Fisher, one of three security guards who worked here. A nice kid, maybe twenty-four or so, who looked like he was five years younger. He had straw-colored hair that was cut fashionably short and close to his head, a crooked smile, and a youthfully eager presence that was made positively gawky by the authority of his uniform.


Evening, Justin. You know you can call me Emma, right?


I know, its just that I made the mistake of calling you Emma in front of Mr. Fiske, and he wasnt thrilled. So I figured Id just better. He shrugged. You know.


Just to keep on the safe side. I nodded and we both smiled uncomfortably, trying to find a topic that was a little less awkward.


Hey, that book you told me about, for my paper? Justin was taking classes at night, trying to earn a graduate degree in history.


Was it helpful?


He rocked his hand, mezzo-mezzo. Kind of. It was a little off from what I needed, but there was an appendix with a whole lot of references that really paid off. Archaeologists really do look at things differently than historians, dont they?


I shrugged. Well, I think the main differences are in the scale and focus of what were looking athistorians tend to look at major events on a global scale, and were more often looking at individual families or communities. The materials are different, but I wonder if the distinctions arent really just academic.


Justins face showed he wasnt convinced. Feels different to me. But I like getting the alternative perspective.


I couldnt help smiling and waved a finger at him. Ah, thats the first step down the slippery slope, though. First its getting an alternative perspective, then youll start looking at houseslooking to see what was original, what was added on laterand youll tell your friends you can stop any time you want. Except then, architecture wont be enough for you. Your family will start to worry. Youll begin to ask about old photographs and paintings and how Stone Harbor used to look before the warRevolutionary War, that isand then it will get worse. Youll start walking with your head down, looking for broken bits of pottery that might have washed out of the fill theyre using to make the new sidewalks downtown. Therell be an interventionyour girlfriend crying, your grandparents shaking their fists at the skybut it will be too late. Youll be an archaeologist and theres no cure for that.


Yeah, except for the bad pay. Except for the snakes and spiders and worms and all that manual labor. Nice try, but no thanks. I think Ill stick with teaching grade school history.


Okay, okay, but do let me know if you need any more helpoops, it looks like Im on.


We looked over to the house, where an older woman was waving to me.


Justin raised his hand in farewell. Good luck. Im going to walk down along the seawall and make sure there isnt some threat coming to us by water.


The woman called, Were just about ready for your presentation, Professor! Come on in!


I went up to the front door and tried to banish my embattled feelings. I wasnt particularly fond of Fiona Prowsecall me Fee was what she told everyonebut I did want to try to get along with her. Problem was, she saw my work as an unnecessary expense and kept trying to find ways to make it either vanish or make it pay into the coffers of the Chandler House, neither of which was likely to happen.


She clapped her hands to get me to speed up, and although I knew from the big grin on her face that she thought she was being funny, I gritted my teeth against her false cheeriness. I decided that if shed only loosen up, I wouldnt feel quite so put off. She led me through the front door; the two rooms on the left-hand side of the hall were devoted to office space. The central hall held a small ticket area and a display of postcards and books on local history for sale; the rest of the rooms on this floor and the second were open to the public. The addition held an education space downstairs and a hall/auditorium upstairs. The education room was set up like a kitchen for demonstrations in colonial cookery and dyeing and other household activities, complete with period utensils like a mortar and pestle, earthenware bowls of various sizes, and big wooden spoons. There were herbs hanging from the rafters, and a string of dusty dried apple slices over a working fireplace, thankfully unlit during the summer. Fee Prowse led me into the central hall, and up the front staircase.


Fee was a tall, big-boned woman with old-fashioned posture that spoke of determination or at least a capacity for endurance. She had a round face with cheeks going a little soft and sagging and her mouth was hard but not quite pursed, her jaw always set behind her smiles. Her hair was a carefully molded bunch of short, dark mahogany curls that in the back brushed her collar; maybe her hair had been close to that color in her youthdarker red than mine nowbut at this moment, the gray in her eyebrows seemed much more authentic and I reckoned that both the curls and the color had come out of a box. She was the kind of woman who never lost an argument, at least not in her own mind. All of the dresses Id ever seen her in were below the knee, short-sleeved, sensible professional prints. Low heels, because a lady didnt wear anything else to work, but not too high, because that would give people the wrong idea and besides, they were so bad for your feet. Practical and thrifty and singleminded, Fee had good qualities for someone in charge of the account books.


She gestured to a chair outside the meeting room. If you just have a seat here, we should be ready in just a minute.


Thanks.


I sat outside the room, which had been converted from the big upstairs room in the addition, and pushed my seat back so that it was leaning against the wall on two feet, evidence that I really was in a bad-girl mood. The door didnt catch closed all the way, and I could hear the conversation as clearly as if Id been in the room myself. Always good to get a feel for what was going on, I rationalized.


the police havent been able to do much. Though, honestly, what are they supposed to do? I recognized that voice: It was Aden Fiske, who was the head of the Stone Harbor Historical Society and manager of the Chandler House site. They cant exactly do anything with a brick and a pile of rocks, or analyze the handwriting from a spray-painted wall.


The question isnt what they can do now, the question is, where were they at the time the vandalism took place? a cross-sounding mans voice groused. I thought it might be Bradley Chandler, who was the manager of the Historical Societys other property across town, the Tapley House. As homeowners, we pay a lot of tax money and then this


Id heard about the vandalism but didnt know any of the details; Id have to ask my husband, Brian, if hed seen anything in the paper when I got home. There certainly seemed to be something about the historical district in Stone Harbor lately, I thought, and it wasnt doing anything to dispel the notion of a place under siege.


Now, Bray, I understand your frustration, but they cant be everywhere at once. They got there as soon as the neighbors called. That voice was a younger mans, quite arresting.


And I suppose we should be grateful that anyone bothered to call in, the way things are going now. I thought that Perry was supposed to That was Bradley Chandler again, grousing.


She is very late, isnt she, Bray? said Aden Fiske. Has anyone tried her house?


Fee spoke up then. There was no answer. I think that we should just continue on so we can all get home.


All right then, if you would call in our guest, then.


That was my signal to stop eavesdropping and straighten out my chair as quietly as I could. By the time Fee came out for me, I was carefully going over the notes Id penned on a yellow legal pad.


Professor? She smiled and raised her eyebrows, too full of glee for my taste. Sunday nights were for watching television while folding the laundry, and thats what I wished I was doing right now.


The room was filled with about twenty people, four sitting at one table set with water glasses and notepads for five. Aden Fiske was seated at the center of the table. He was slight and trim, in his sixties and a working definition of dapper, with white hair brushed back off his narrow pink face; his nose was straight but came to a sharp point, giving him a faintly comical air. He stood up and introduced me.


Well, Fee and I both know what Professor Fielding is up to, but I think it would be useful for her to give us a little overview for the rest of you about the absolute mess shes been making in our backyard!


Everyone giggled at Adens naughty behavior, and I smiled. He really was helping me to disarm any more potential nay-sayers.


I briefly summarized my goals, to identify any archaeological remains that might be affected by the proposed gift shop and restroom facilities, and to learn more about the early eighteenth-century Chandler family from their own artifacts and documents. Most people nodded, interested, a few smiled politely, a handful remained unconvinced.


Aden thanked me. Ive been following the project from its start and I for one am very excited about what we might learn. And, who knows? Professor Fieldings expertise might be needed elsewhere on our properties, as we hope to expand their facilities.


Well, I hope it wont become too much of a habit. Fee says it is very expensive. I got a good look at Bradley Chandler then, a sloppy-looking man, carelessly dressed in business casual, his graying blond hair and a short, curling beard making him look like an overweight and annoyed garden gnome.


Bray, when will you stop being so damned cheap! Its not like its your money were spending, anyhow! Aden said this in such an overstated way that the rest of the board members laughed. Bradley, or Bray, as I guess he was called, looked put out, but then relaxed when Fiske continued.


Oh, I know youre just being careful. We couldnt be managing so well without your caution, but I think a little spending is called for here.


I nodded, ready for this complaint at least. It is an expense, but when you consider that you are getting a team of professionally trained people to conduct research for you, answer questions to inform the public, and pave the way, legally speaking, for you to build a snack shop and toilets to upgrade your facility I paused to smile, its really not that bad. Plus, I think the publicity is good for tourism.


I know Aden thinks so, Bray answered carefully, but theres nothing to indicate that our visitorship is up in the past week.



I nodded again. These things do take time. But the way I figure it, the more people talk about the project, the more we get nice little articles in the paper like the one last week, the more interest is generated, the more people will stop by for a tour or to buy a book and the better that is for everyone.


There was general murmured agreement from the rest of the board.


You know, I was thinking, Fee chirruped. Those little bits of things you dig up?


I frowned. Artifacts? Potsherds, glass, that sort of?


She nodded. Right, the little bits of pottery. I was wondering if we couldnt scrub them up all nice and clean and then sell them, you know, as souvenirs? Fifty cents or a dollar, and the visitors can take home a little piece of history with them.


I blinked and then decided that she really was serious. Sell the artifacts? Uh, well, cant do that, Im afraid. The laws are pretty strict about these things and the fact that the house is on the National Register means youve got to preserve these things for the future.


I didnt expect the help I got, but it came from the best source possible. And besides, Fee, Aden said, we discussed maybe having a little exhibit, one of those glassed-in table cases, to show the visitors what weve been finding. The Chandler family descendants are very keen on preserving the historical trust, as well. And when Aden Fiske said something, you could pretty much count on it being the final word.


Everyone around the tables nodded, even Fee, who still didnt look convinced. She shrugged and bobbed her head up and down in an effort to put distance between her and the idea. It was just a thought, she said.


I went on. Well, as some of you might have observed, weve started opening a few test pits beside the house, the proposed location of the restrooms and gift shop. From what Ive seen of the maps and documents Ive been studying, this was the location of the wing of the house that burned down in the early part of the eighteenth century. It doesnt look to me like it was ever rebuilt, which I think is strange


Why is that? A man, the youngest person in the room besides me, probably in his thirties, spoke up. He had eye-catching good looks, very slim with brown wavy hair. I tried to remember his name from the short list Aden had rattled off for me: Daniel Voeller. It was worth remembering, I decided. I vaguely recalled that he was connected with the factory in the northern part of Stone Harbor up the coast from the Chandler House. It was a modern concern that had done a lot to bring employment to Stone Harbor by bidding for the assembly jobs of larger electronics companiesfairly low impact on the environment, lots of different work for the employees, and so far, very successful.


Because a house as high-style as this one, belonging to people as wealthy as the Chandlers usually was built with elite English ideas about classical symmetry, I said. There probably would have been wings on both sides of the house, the same number of windows on each side of the door, lots of geometry. You know, like Mount Vernon and Monticello were built later on in the century? Anyway, Im surprised the Chandlers didnt rebuild it, but maybe Ill find out why as we work. We havent yet reached the burn layer in every unitthe depth at which we could actually observe fire-altered soil, a layer of ash and charcoal, things like thatbut we are closing in on it. And well also find out whether they had outbuildings of any sort nearbybarns, storage sheds, and the like. On one hand, the road has been in its present location since the house was built; the Chandlers needed a way to get into town and to get guests from their small dock up to the house. On the other hand, that side of the house would still be visible from the common, and therefore, the issue of aesthetics would certainly have come into play.


There were a few throats cleared here, and glances were being exchanged. I wondered what was going on.


Aden Fiske filled in lightly, As there seems to be today as well. Our only neighbors to the south of us, the Bellamys, have again voiced concerns about the, ah, visual disruption that they claim your work presents. In point of fact, theyve asked whether you cant fill in your units and get rid of the blue tarps while they have their guests over next weekend.


I could feel myself slump; Id met Mr. Bellamy once, and his complaints had been a nuisance as well as irrational, but this new one took me by surprise. Fill in the units, before the work was completed? That would be like gluing the marble chips back onto an unfinished sculpture. Ireally, it just isnt possible


Aden raised a hand. No, of course not, and we would never ask you to. I have told them that we will put up some bunting or potted plants along the inside of our fence, as a neighborly gesture. But they do not seem to understand that we are well within our rights and their backyard doesnt even line up with ours, so there isnt really much to complain about.


But you forget, Ade, that these are the people who wanted to live here for the view and the historical nature of the area, and then complain that there are tourists that want to come here in the summer for exactly the same reason. Bray Chandler showed a rare bit of humor and the smile did a lot for him. Theyre capable of complaining about anything.


First they were upset because they thought our old wooden fencewhich would have shielded you from their view admirablyblocked their view to the north, Aden explained to me. So when it came time to replace it, we discussed it with them and went for a coated chain link fence. Nicer view, but now they complain because they can see the visitors on the grounds and insist that they didnt move here to have herds of people outside their front door, which is actually nowhere near our grounds. So dont worry about them, just be aware that they exist to make your life unpleasant.


This brought universal laughter, and I guessed that there was no love wasted on the Bellamys. I went on to explain that my work would be going on for another two weeks, that the finished report would be prepared within a few months, and that we were preparing a flyer to hand out to curious visitors. If your guides are interested, well keep them updated with what we find, so that they can answer any questions about the site.


Im sure I speak for everyone when I say that were all looking forward to learning about your discoveries and adding to what we know of Stone Harbors history. No doubt this relationship is to our mutual benefit here Aden glanced around at the other board members, who nodded agreement to have someone of your caliber interested in our sites: We know we are getting the best for our properties, and its possible that as work is needed on Stone Harbors other historic properties, youll be in a position to get some real professional benefit from the job.


I smiled and nodded thanks, but inside, my thoughts were racingand so was my pulse. Was Aden really doing what I thought he was doing, essentially establishing me as the go-to person for conducting archaeological research in Stone Harbor? If he was, and it was clear to me that was exactly what was going on, this could be the basis for research not only on the level of the Chandler household but of neighborhoods, and the whole community of Stone Harbor, longterm research that could cover the whole range of questions, from first settlement to industrialization, and the whole population, from the lowliest fisherman to the wealthiest landowner. Considering the number of two-and three-hundred-year-old structures still standing in Stone Harbor, with a good possibility of intact surfaces left to explore, this was a gift with a big red ribbon on the box. And although every archaeologist thinks that every project could potentially be the start of something big, longterm, and revolutionary, this really could be a shiny brass ring.


Thank you, Aden. Im certainly looking forward to working with you all. Which was a nicely ambiguous statement, possibly referring to either this project or the hypothetical projects to come after.


Right, Aden announced, looking around. I think thats about


Fee cleared her throat. I think we have just one other issue to discuss, Aden? The one I brought up the other day?


Aden made a face. Oh, Fee, do you think its necessary?


She bit her bottom lip and faced his obvious reluctance. I really do.


Aden turned to the others. Fee is concerned about the security here. She thinks that our present security is insufficient and that our most recent hire, Justin Fisher, is not up to the job. Any thoughts?


Daniel Voeller spoke up, his eyes hard and his words deliberately chosen and provocative. And why is that, Fee? Hes been on time or early every shift, thereve been no incidents. Why, exactly, do you think he should be replaced?


She didnt meet his glance. I think hes just too young, is all, Danny. Not enough of a presence.


Aden looked around impatiently. If there were any others who came down on Fees side, they were not speaking up. Well, perhaps well give him another month, and see how he shapes up, shall we? Thats enough for tonight, people. Ill see you all next week for the Chandler reunion meeting. Go home, get a gin and tonic, for Gods sake!



Everyone laughed, got up and stretched and shook hands, arranged to meet elsewhere, planned to get together for drinks, the way that people do whove been working familiarly with each other for years. Aden was in the thick of this, and as I packed up my notepad, I could hear him arrange for two cocktail parties and several barbecues. I noticed that his jokes, sometimes bawdy, sometimes barbed, were taken as marks of affection.


Good evening. Im Bray Chandler. The garden gnome introduced himself to me. I found your talk of particular interest as Im descended from Matthew Chandler.


Really? And your familys been here ever since? Thats so neat, I said. Which one of his children are you descended from?


Nicholas Chandler.


I frowned, not remembering the name right off. Im not sure I.


There are some sources that list him, some that dont. He waved his hand airily. You know how these family genealogies can be.


Oh, sure. Ill go back and check my notes. Its very nice to meet you, Bray.


Bray said hed see me later, and Aden caught up with me in the hallway. He tried to speak, and then was interrupted as departing board members passed us calling good night. He waved but with an overexaggerated shrug gestured that I should follow him into the next room, where we could speak privately.


I just wanted to catch up and tell you how much I am looking forward to watching you and your crew at work. Im sure everyone tells you how they always wanted to be an archaeologist


Yeah, but its okay, its nice to know people are interested in what you do, I said.



but I actually worked on a dig when I was in college, many, many years ago. In Greece, gorgeous place, all blue and white He grimaced and sighed, as if remembering just how many years ago it had been. So while I would never want to get in your way, if there was a moment when I was free and there was some dirt to be sifted, well, Id be delighted if youd let someone show me what to look for. It would be a treat.


I nodded: The more he felt a part of the project, the better for us all. Id be happy to.


Great. He rubbed his hands together. I didnt want all the others pestering you, but I am glad I might be able to sneak in and help a little. RHIPrank hath its privilege, you know, and I damned well make the most of it! Youre only here for a few weeks. Do you have other plans this summer? More work, I mean.


Ill probably be going up to Maine for a few weeks later on, to work on Fort Providence. Its an early settlement Ive spent some time on before.


Yes, now I remember the name from looking at your vitae. He frowned. I seem to recall that there was some real unpleasantness up there. A news segment, some time ago.


I kept my face blank and looked out the window at the boats moored far out in the harbor. A good friend of mine was killed. It wasnt really anything to do with the site or my work, not really. I still had trouble convincing myself of that fact, on some days. I swallowed. Still, its good to get up there, remember her and why she loved the place.


Aden was instantly contrite. Of course, of course, I didnt mean to bring up any bad memories. Im sorry I asked. In any case, its good to know youve got lots to keep you busy this summer.


There was another awkward moment and then Aden led me down the stairs. Oh, about the Chandler family reunion, on July Fourth? They would absolutely love it if you would do a little talk about your project here, before the big party. Now, you dont have to, of course, but I know they would just be delighted


Oh, no problem, Id be happy to, I said. Aden locked up the house with a key he returned to his pocket. He immediately lit up a cigarette and inhaled greedily.


And you and your husband will join us for the dinner after. It will be a great feed. The Chandlers dont skimp when it comes to their food.


Oh, thanks, I said. We were back outside now, walking the parking lot in front of the house. Say, Aden? Can you tell me who owns the Mather House, offhand? You know, the abandoned place just to the north of here? I havent found out who the present owners are, and Id like to talk to them about doing some work there, sometime. You know, comparative stuff.


I couldnt say, Emma, but if you


A car pulled up to the lot, and we watched a young man get out. He waved to Daniel Voeller, who, upon seeing him, quickly said good-bye to the remaining board members and brushed past us.


Aden leaned over to whisper in my ear. Thats Danny Voellers Charles. Loves young dream. He rolled his eyes.


I would really love to stay for the Chandlers dinner, I said, ignoring his unspoken comment, but my sister is visiting and I promised her fireworks on the Fourth. But the talk, thats fine.


Bring her too, if you like, and well have fireworks here. Wont be a better seat in the house, unless you are on a boat.


I suddenly realized that Aden relished playing lord of the manor, and his humor and teasing were all part of that larger-than-life image.



Okay, great, thank you, Ill think about it. Good night, Aden. I shook his hand and dug out the keys to my Civic, which I wished looked a little less rough than it did. A wash, at least, would have made me feel a little more respectable, even if it wouldnt have done any real good.


Good night, Emma. He rapped the hood of the car with his knuckles as he walked by and called out to Justin, who was running up to us. Im heading out, Justin. You can finish closing up and set the alarms before you head out.


Justin was out of breath and looked unhappy. Yes, but Mr. Fiske, I was trying to find you. I just took a call in the main office. Its Perry, ah, Ms. Taylor.


Whats wrong?


I froze: Something in Justins face told me it was bad.


Shes in the hospital. She was hit by a car!


Aden went ashen. My God, Perry! Is she hurt?


Justin nodded, still winded. Broken bones and bad bruises. But you dont know the worst of it.


What worst, whats happened? I thought that Aden wobbled a little where he stood.


Justin gasped out, Ms. Taylor saysthe car swerved toward her. Someone tried to run her over.















Chapter 2






I PULLED UP INTO THE DRIVEWAY OF THE FUNNY Farm, our nineteenth-century house, which, with all the renovation work we were doing, was getting funnier by the day. My heart rate had slowed down over the course of the drive across two towns, and seeing the old white farmhouse with its connected buildings, only about two years in our possession, had a lot to do with it. Big house, little house, back house, barn, was the way the rhyme went, and the structures formed a courtyard on the driveway, with doors to each building leading out onto the gravel. It felt like a family compound, and that sense of security was what I needed most at the moment.


Relieved to see that the students hadnt come back from their weekend yet, I grabbed my briefcase and headed toward the back door of the main house when something made me stop. I couldnt shake the feeling that I was being watched, and when you live on a tertiary country road with no neighbors within a quarter mile, that is a very spooky feeling indeed.


I looked around, saw no one, then began to cross the drive when I felt compelled to stop again. Something drew my eyes down to the bushes by the side of the house and I saw what was disturbing me. A single yellow eye, bright as a lamp, was following me from the shadows; farther back I could just make out the slow twitch of the end of a tail betraying its owners interest in my progress.


I relaxed, but only a little. Evening, Quasi.


The big black and white coon-cat-mixed-with-who-knows-what didnt say a word, of course, but now that I was aware of him, I could hear his tail rustling the dead leaves under the shrubbery. Even though it had been a good long while since Quasimodo, a stray Brian had rescued a year ago, had actually tried to claw a chunk out of me, I watched him as I began to step onto the low back porch. He stared right back, his one good eye intent on holding my gaze.


Something was definitely wrong: I could swear that Quasi was grinning.


That in itself was warning enough, and I looked down just in time to avoid stepping in the remains of a squirrel left on the step. Whether it was deposited there as a tribute for Brian or simply messy eating, I couldnt have said, but I was ninety-nine percent certain that the cat was also hoping I would step in his leftovers. We have that kind of relationship.


Nice try, Quasi, I called back to him, but all I saw was the disappearing snake of his bushy black tail as the cat slunk off into the undergrowth, thwarted. I nudged the former squirrel off the step for Quasi to finish later.


Hey, Sugar! I called, once inside the house. Brian? Bucky?


There was no answer, either from my husband or my sister. The red light on the answering machine was blinking and when I hit the play button, I heard my trainers voice. Good evening, Dr. Fielding. While you told me that you wouldnt be in for a few weeks, I would like to remind you that Krav Maga requires practice as well as mental preparation. I trust you are at least thinking through your moves during your break, and if you would like to join me for a session, here in the real world, I would be delighted to see you.


I frowned: Fat chance, Nolan. I already felt defensive enough on my own, at the moment, without more of the Israeli armys fighting techniques. I flung my case onto the table and promptly made myself a G and T with two lime wedges, and then found my way out to the front porch and the swing. It was practically the only part of the house that wasnt under construction or covered in power tools, sawdust, and dropcloths. Or graduate students, for that matter.


The cold condensation on the glass felt good against my forehead and after a healthy sip, I bit into the extra piece of lime; the sharp citrus bite helped clean out the bad taste the evenings events had left in my mouth; I pitched the lime skin over the porch railingit might go well with squirreland rocked gently back and forth on the swing, letting myself relax and staring at nothing in particular in the field across the street from us. There were sturdy green stalks more than a yard tall coming up in the neat rows of furrows, and I realized the corn would need a lot more rain if it was going to make it through the season.


That was one of the things that I liked about Lawton, Massachusetts, where our soon-to-be-a-dream house was located. Wedged in between Stone Harbor and Boxham-by-Sea, it had most of their good qualities with few of the drawbacks. Although it was within commuting distance to Brians work as a chemist at a pharmaceutical lab in Cambridge and mine at Caldwell College in southern Maine, it was still largely a matter of a central downtown and outlying farms, which gave it a country feel. It had been created as a town in the late eighteenth century, made up of former chunks of its two neighboring towns, but because it had only the tiniest of waterfronts, it was still quite rural. While they fought over tourist trade and waterfront attractions, people lived in Lawton at a slower pace, with just the first signs of gentrification starting to show. Brian and I only hoped that the fields that surrounded us would continue to provide fresh produce for the chic restaurants in those two towns, had for the ships in their harbors during the seagoing days, and wouldnt start to sprout condominiums or deluxe McMansions in the faux colonial style. Selfish, perhaps, but in spite of that hope, it was the long history of change with incoming waves of immigrants, from twelve thousand years ago to the present, that drew us to the area. Despite the increasing crowdedness downtown, it still felt as though there was room for everyone and everything, Vietnamese groceries next to the 1930s Federalist-style post office next to an eighteenth-century storefront housing a German deli that replaced a dry-goods store in the 1890s. Maybe that was an idealized notionand heaven knew that the towns werent without their strife, even ugliness at timesbut I had hopes for the place, and what was the point of living somewhere if you didnt believe it would grow into your ideal?


It was really nice to be so removed from everything, listening to the early night noises begin to pick up, smelling clean dirt that I hadnt dug myself. And after what Id heard about Perry, I was glad to be well away from people. Quasi might be a terror to the local fauna, but I wasnt so particularly fond of my own species at the moment.


Whod want to run down poor Perry Taylor? Thank God she wasnt badly hurt, a broken arm and some bad bruises, but still. I couldnt imagine what it would take for someone to intentionally point a pickup truck at a young woman and drive toward her with every intention of harming her, maybe even killing her. But I couldnt believe it was a drunk driver, not from what Justin had told us. It seemed to me that drunks were more likely to hurt someone out of some misjudgment, rather than actually aiming for you.


At that moment I heard car horns honking; the students were coming home to roost and it was time for me to put aside such morbid brooding. I waved and smiled, but inside, I sighed. Rather than have my crew drive down from Maine every day, about an hour each way, I had suggested that they camp out in the back part of our house. I didnt resent saving them the timetheres nothing like the grinding misery of a long drive after a hard days work before you get to a shower and a beer and dinnerbut I did rather regret giving up my privacy after work. It was my chance to unwind, forget about the day, to let my hair down, literally and figuratively. Theyd all been grateful and good about taking short showers and keeping the crowded conditions as tidy as possible, so I couldnt really complain. They also seemed to be having a lot of fun.


Maybe it was just that I felt unable to get into the slumber party atmosphere that they were able to foster. I felt like I was like the mother who hears the kids voices fade away and die into suspicious silence every time she goes into the party room to see how everyone is doing. Ugh.


I sauntered off the porch and across the drive to where they were unloading their gear.


Hey, Emma! Good weekend? Meg said. I could only tell it was Meg Garrity because I could just make out the platinum blonde spikes of her hair over the two big brown grocery bags she was carrying in addition to a bulging duffel bag with a broken zipper. You had the meeting tonight?


I took one of the bags from her and walked her into the back house, which was serving as a bunkhouse for the next couple of weeks. Yep. Not everyones convinced of the necessity of our work, but thats getting smoothed over. And the endthe end was a little more exciting than I think anyone expected.


I told her about Perry having been hurt. She frowned.


Perry? Is she the older lady with the scary smile and the too-tight clown curls?


No, and a little charity please, if you dont mind. Thats Fee youre thinking of. Perrys younger, a little preppy, brown hair always in the headband. I think you met a couple of times.


Meg grimaced as she set down her burdens. Right. She was the one who said she thought the archaeology would be more interesting. More than just holes in the ground.


Thats the one. Well, Justin told us that she was out checking her mailbox before she was supposed to come in for the meeting and this truck came bearing down on her. At first, I guess she thought the driver was just pulling over to ask for directionsshe lives in a big old place way out past the farmstandbut then she realized that the truck was speeding up and not slowing down. She got out of the way just in time, escaped with a broken arm and bruises.


Shit. Meg stared. Did she get the plates, see the driver, anything?


No, it was too quick. She only thinks it was a dark-colored pickup. Maybe an SUV, maybe blue.


Thats not much. Must have been a drunk driver?


Yeah, I guess. I didnt tell Meg about the discussion of the graffiti and the vandalism at the Tapley House. Without further proof, I had to assume that these were still coincidental. Everyone else coming in?


Yep, just sorting out the various bags of clean laundry and whose junk food is whose. We stopped by the state liquor store on the way downtoo bad they dont sell beer, it would save a stopbut we picked up some clear and some brown. Meg pulled out a large pour-size bottle of gin and another of bourbon and set them on the counter.


That should last us the rest of the dig, I observed. Not too much partying going on. Again I felt a pang of disappointment; everything seemed so tame, which was fine, but I couldnt shake the notion that I was an inhibition.


No, not that kind of crew, this time, Meg agreed. Everyones pretty mellow. Its nice, for a change.


I was surprised to hear her say that. Hows Neal doing? Everything going okay up at the lab? Meg and Neal Fenn had been living together since theyd met at the dig on Penitence Point a couple of years ago.


Meg smirked. Just ducky. Hes eating his heart out, stuck doing analysis up at Caldwell when the rest of us are digging. Especially when the weather is so nice.


Well, thats a part of the job too, I said, not feeling a bit sympathetic. You dont just get to dig up the goodies, you have to study them, or people will get the wrong impression. Think were just greedy. I looked at Meg. But you did encourage him, I hope, tell him hes on the road to his degree, all the hard picky work will pay off, etc.?


Nope. I rubbed his nose in it. Told him how gorgeous the site is, how all the contexts were perfect, and how we were finding the most amazing stuff.


We havent gotten far below the nineteenth-century levels yet, I reminded her, but if you like whiteware, we have tons of really nice transfer print. That brick feature looks promising, though; it may be a foundation. But I suspect you didnt mention the ogling tourists, the cold scrutiny of the historical society members, and the crabby neighbors, right?



Again, Meg made a sour face and shook her head. She unloaded another bag. No. He wants to experience the field, he should be in the field.


I cant wait until you start work on your thesis. It will be payback time for Neal, then.


Who says well be together that long? She tossed her head so that her rows of silver earrings clattered, but Megs breeziness indicated to me that she said so, or believed so, and nothing was going to change that. The others came in, depositing backpacks and bundles of food on the floor.


Id worked with them all before and had to admit, I had it pretty good as far as crews went, on this project. Dian had been at Penitence Point with me as well, and was almost ready to start her dissertation work next year. A little taller than Meg, and all dark curls and curves, Dian, although a fair student and a very nice person, always made me imagine that all she ever thought about was sex. She had a permanent grin that was half lazy leer and half cat-that-ate-the-cream. It was unnerving at times.


The two guys working with me were a little more innocuous than Megs aggression or Dians lasciviousness. Rob was a compact and jovial little gorilla whose on-again, off-again relationship with Dian didnt seem to worry either of them too much. Joe was tall, fair skinned, and vague, a dreamy first year whose black hair and eyebrows were the most definite thing about him. They followed us into the back house and dumped down their clean laundry and groceries onto the floor with all the carelessness of youth.


I looked around at the room in the little house where they were sleeping, instantly made less tidy by the mere presence of the students. Im sorry youre all out here in the boonies. Id let you into the house to sleep but


But you havent got a floor in the dining room, and the living room is full of the stuff from the dining room, and your sisters in the spare room. Dian patted my arm. Dont keep sweating it, Emma, we dont perceive it as some kind of political statement, with management sleeping in the big house and labor in the outbuildings.


I tried unsuccessfully to suppress a grin. But Dian, thats actually how I meant it.


Meg waved my worries away. Were fine. No bugs, no rain, fifteen minutes to work, no problem. Were going to get the grill started. Can we cook you anything?


We had an old stone barbecue with a chimney out back. No thanks, Meg. I think Ill wait for Brian and my sister to get home.


So were actually going to get to meet her? Rob took a beer from the cooler and opened it. Whats your sister like? Do you guys look alike?


No, not at all. Buckys a lot younger than I am, almost eight years. I was at a loss to describe her politely. Shesmore compact and athletically built.


Shorter and flatter, translated Dian.


Well, maybe a bit, five-five or so. I guess our faces arent too differentmy nose is way cuter, though, if anyone asks, and shes got that stubborn chin on her. Same hair and skin color, and frecklesneither one of us can be out in the sun without scorchingbut her hair is short, it was shorter than Megs at one point, but now its down to her ears. It still looks a trifle rad, but Mother is delighted.


And shes spending her vacation here because? Meg was piling packages of ground meat, hot dogs, condiments, and buns onto Joe until he didnt have any arms left.


She claims she wants to know what it is I do for a living. Shes going to help out a couple of days. I frowned. Bucky had never been all that interested in archaeology, and I suspected there were other, more personal matters at hand that she would bring up only when she was good and ready.



Well see how that goes. Anyway, I suspect its because she thought it would be nice if we fed her for a week or two. Cheaper than a real vacation.


Way cheaper. Dian frowned. Why do you call her Bucky?


I fished the other wedge of lime out of my drink and worried it for a while. She didnt like her real name when we were kids, so I gave her a new one. Too bad for her; I think I was looking for something that would reinforce what I perceived as her sidekick status.


Does your mother call her that? Joe asked from behind the pile of food.


No, she calls her by her real name.


Which is? Dian was getting impatient with me.


Youd better ask her that. I grinned. I wouldnt want to give away any state secrets.


The students exchanged a glance, making faces. Must be something awful.


Im not telling. Shell tell you if she wants to.


Hey, guess who I saw this weekend? Rob announced.


Whos that? I said.


Alan Crabtree. Hes working at the library again; I think hes going to go for a degree in library science. He said to say hi.


Hows he doing?


He looks real good. Seems happy. He doesnt miss the fieldwork at all. Likes air-conditioning in the summer. Suddenly Rob hopped up and began rooting through a backpack. Before I forget, Em, I got the flyers photocopied like you asked.


Thanks. Well use this bunch, and if we need more, well get the Chandler House people to do more for us. I looked over the sheet and handed one to Meg. So what else should I have put?



Meg read, nodding. Youve got a nice summary of the site and what were doing. What about a FAQ?


I shrugged. We can do that on the next batch, I guess. Top Ten Answers to Questions Archaeologists Get Asked. Anyone?


They all chimed in, in varying tones of boredom and sarcasm because there were some days it felt like there really were only about a handful of questions we ever got asked.


No, we didnt find any gold.


No, were not looking for dinosaurs.


No, we dont get to keep what we find.


No, we probably wont find any bodiesah, skeletons, I mean.


Meg smacked Joe in the arm and they all looked at me, the giggling turning nervous and dying away. Everyone in the department remembered what had happened out at another site Id worked on where there were actual bodies. Meg especially.


I shook it off. Nope, not a chance of it. Sorry to disappoint you all. I dont suppose anyone has another lime, do they? Ive just about killed this one.


It worked; the mood lightened, I got another chunk of lime to torture, and the students finished unloading the cars. They all went around back to start their dinner.


Just then Brian and Bucky came back from the grocery store. I suppose that it would have been easier to say simply that Bucky and I look a lot alike, but the truth of it was, I just couldnt see what other people did of our resemblance. Brian Chang and I have been married for almost seven years now, and even though he is a couple of inches taller than I, has dark brown hair that always needs cutting, and is almost always in a good mood, I really felt he and I were more similar looking than me and my sister, though no one else would ever have suggested that resemblance in a thousand years. I guess its just the way that people who have been together for a long time start to rub off on each other.


I ran over, ostensibly to help with the bags, but it was really to kiss Brian. He tasted saltier than usual. I kissed him again, trying to figure out what it was.


Hey sweetie, where you been?


He knew what I meant. We got pizza down by the supermarket.


Thats what I tasted: sausage. And you didnt wait for me?


We didnt know how long youd be. Bucky dug a couple of plastic-handled shopping bags out of the back of the pickup.


Still. I grabbed a couple of bags, and we walked up to the house.


Next time, Brian said. He looked down at the side steps. Bogus. Squirrel tartare.


I know. Quasi left it as a booby-trap for me.


You dont understand him. Hes just a big muffin, Bucky said, closing the kitchen door with her foot.


You can say that, you and Brian are the only ones who can get near him. I began unloading the groceries onto the counter, handing things to Bucky to put in the fridge. When God was making nasty, scary animals, he came up with Quasi, but decided that cat was too damned mean. So then he came up with the Tasmanian Devil and thought it was much sweeter.


Bucky frowned, trying to make room amid the leftovers. Naw. Hes just a little, you know, territorial.


Did you bring your stethoscope with you? Id love it if you could check him out. Quasi and I had opposing ideas about going to the vet but had come to a compromise in the past year when hed grown beyond even Brians ability to wrestle him into a carrier: I wouldnt make him go to the vet and he wouldnt try to tear my spleen out. We settled on having Bucky check him out and give him his shots when she came up to visit. I know youre on vacation and all.


Sure, but I keep telling you: The day he lets you take him to your real vet, youll know hes really ill.


And thats your considered professional I went to pass Bucky the milk and suddenly a small bottle of water went whizzing past my face: Bucky had thrown it behind her without even looking. Hey!


I looked over and Brian had snagged the bottle handily. Neither of them had said a word to the other. Hey, I repeated. Someone could have gotten hurt!


You want some water, Em? my sister asked.


Nobut take it easy, will you? We just patched up the walls in here and I want one room without big, gaping holes in it.


Relax. Bucky opened her water. You always worry too much.


She knows I hate being told to relax.


Brian drank some of his water and then came over to rub my shoulders. Have you eaten?


I was in no mood to be mollified. No. I was waiting for you guys.


Good thing I brought this for you then. He pulled out a small box from the last of the bags, marked Marios. I could smell the sausage and snatched it away from him, all forgiven. Lets go sit on the porch then?


The porch was really the living room, this summer. Bucky finished in the fridge and then ran past me, so that she could claim a seat on the swinging bench. Brian sat down next to her and I found myself annoyed with both of them again. Then Brian reached over and poked Bucky in the side, and said, Shift it over to the steps, kiddo. I want to sit next to your sister.



My storm clouds evaporated and I sat down next to Brian, who pulled me closer. Bucky made a face and sat on the stairs.


Howd the meeting go?


Oh. I stopped smiling and felt my shoulders slump. Okay. I told them about my presentation, that it had gone well, and then paused.


What else? Brian nudged me.


Something happened to one of the board members. She was hit by a car. I fished a piece of onion from the bottom of the box.


What?


Holy snappers! Bucky gaped, then sat back and stared at the birds hopping around the field on the opposite side of the street.


I gave them a brief account of what I knew. That little furrow between Brians eyebrows got deeper. It doesnt sound like its a good time to be on the Stone Harbor Historical Society board, does it? he said.


Bucky looked up at us. Why do you say?


The vandalism at the Tapley House? he said. I read about it in the paper. And the flap about the bus route? Everyone in town is up in arms about that. That was in the paper too.


I thought about the proposed rerouting of the local bus, the one that took tourists from the train to the downtown and commuters from downtown to the train. If it moved to preserve the aesthetic and historic qualities of the historic district, a lot of people were going to have to find another way across town to get their bus to work. And that included the workers at the Voeller assembly business. Hmmm.


This is where were digging tomorrow, Em? Bucky looked more interested than worried.


No, were at the Chandler House. None of this has anything to do with us, I said, as much for Brians benefit as for Buckys. I put my thoughts that had run along similar veins aside for the moment. The sun was taking its time setting and the bugs still werent out yet. It was the perfect time to let your cares seep away.


Brian sighed and raised his bottle halfway to his lips when a thought struck him. Ah, Emma? You did speak to Meg about leaving her you-know-what at home, didnt you?


Brian was referring to the fact that Meg owned at least one handgun, something he wanted to keep as far from our house as
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