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  BAFFLED IN BOSTON


  Because I know how fortunate I am to have her as my wife, my honey, my lover, my pal, my playmate, my partner, my precious, precious darling, because my love for her is the overriding fact of my life, and because having her in my life is and will always be the best thing about it, I dedicate this book to Gail—a/k/a/ my darling little Nushka Resnikoff.


  —G.P.


  (a/k/a/ Major Garonovitch)


  CHAPTER 1


  On her way out the door my wife, Anne, said something about my choice of the freelance writing life being irresponsible, selfish, and unmanly. My unwillingness to wear a necktie was childish. My trips to Las Vegas were reckless. And most of her orgasms had been faked. Clearly, she was peeved. I was, she said, an utter failure. Also, she had fallen in love with another man, so she thought it would be best if she left me. It would turn out to be the second worst thing that happened that week.


  For a year we had been living in a three-room apartment on the second floor of a brick building on Queensberry Street in Boston’s Back Bay. It was a narrow little flat, the rooms all in a row like boxes, kind of like a three-room hall. Anne had complained about it often. She said that other people in their forties had houses. “Houses, Jeff,” she used to say. “You know, with yards and garages.”


  That Sunday afternoon I followed Anne and her suitcases through the narrow bedroom, through the narrow living room, through the narrow kitchen, down the narrow front stairs of the building, and out onto the brick steps which faced the narrow tree-lined street.


  It was a Sunday in October, one of those chilly autumn afternoons, common in Massachusetts, with cold rain dripping like bad plumbing from a sky the color of nails. Pathetically defiant, I stood on the top step, getting wet while Anne shoved her luggage into her crumbling Volkswagen Jetta. “Utter failure, your ass!” I shouted, waving my arms in the air like Mussolini.


  But it was a futile gesture. Anne fastened her seat belt, turned on her wipers, and pulled out of her parking space, banging someone’s fender in the process. She did not look back.


  Anne had also said, “Scotty, get yourself a real job,” which had amused me because during the twelve years of our childless marriage, Anne, herself, had never stayed at one job long enough to need her pencil sharpened. Anne certainly had her faults. But still I loved her, and having the woman you love call you an utter failure just before she abandons you for another man is always stressful. As I watched her car shrink in the distance and finally disappear, it was like having a hole drilled in my heart.


  I skipped the anger and denial steps and went directly to grief. For the next few days I counted flowers on the wallpaper, watched television by the gallon, and smoked cigarettes, something I had not done in years. I even put my .38 Smith & Wesson to my head. Of course, I didn’t load it. I wasn’t that crazy. During those first few days I mostly blamed Anne. I pretended that the main reason our marriage had ended was that I wanted children and she did not. If Anne were there, she would have argued that she couldn’t very well quit work and have babies while I was earning less than a high school English teacher. However, Anne was not there, so I won all the arguments. But when I honestly inspected myself for answers, I could see that unfulfilled dreams had made shallow people of us both. I had become cynical, Anne skeptical. Perhaps Anne had left to get away from us.


  By Wednesday I could sense a slight parting of the clouds, but I was still not ready for major life-affirming gestures. Like shaving, putting my socks in the laundry basket, or answering the phone. But I thought it would be a small vote for life if I could just change out of the ripe blue pajamas which I had been wearing for seventy-two hours, and into a fresh pair. So I took off the jammies and dropped them neatly onto the floor. And as I stood naked in the bedroom, searching for a clean pair of pajamas, Channel 4’s Liz Walker came on TV with a bulletin.


  “This just in to the Channel Four newsroom,” she said. “Advice columnist Molly Collins has been struck by a hit-and-run driver in downtown Boston.”


  God, I thought. Not Molly. I felt my skin tighten around me. “According to police, Collins, whose column is seen in fifteen hundred newspapers worldwide, was crossing Huntington Avenue in front of her apartment building when she was hit. Collins has been taken to Massachusetts General Hospital. We’ll be back with more on this story at eleven, and we’ll have today’s winning Megabucks number.”


  I sat on my bed, stunned. Molly. My friend Molly had been smashed into by an automobile. What was God trying to pull here? First Anne, now Molly. I could not bear the thought of Molly in pain.


  Still naked, I padded into my “office,” a small corner of the living room about the size of a phone booth. I yanked away the blankets that I had placed over the phone to muffle its ring. I had not answered it since Anne’s Sunday departure, and now a red light flashed impatiently on my answering machine, telling me that messages had come in. They would have to wait. I picked up the phone and dialed the hospital.


  Good thing I’m not bleeding to death, I thought, when the hospital’s phone rang for the fifteenth time. Molly. Was she bleeding to death? Jesus, how could this happen?


  Finally I got through to someone officious who told me, “No visitors are allowed,” and “No details are being released,” and a lot of other things beginning with the word No. She talked to me as if I were just another reporter trying to get the story. She didn’t understand. I was Molly’s closest friend. At least, I had been at one time.


  Time has a way of reshuffling the deck, I thought as I put the phone back on its cradle. I walked back into the bedroom. Mindlessly I got dressed, as if I were going somewhere. Somehow Molly and I had been reduced to eating lunch at a fern bar on Newbury Street every two months, and hardly even calling each other in the meantime. Now what pained me most about that was that, even though Molly was the busy, famous person, she was always asking me to visit, and it was I, the utter failure, who never seemed to make time for us.


  As I stared at the television from which I had heard the news, my mind was filled with tragic pictures. Molly walking with a limp. Molly in a wheelchair. Molly in a grave.


  “Damned drunk drivers!” I roared at the walls. “Hang them all.”


  How many news reports had I heard about some low-life from East Boston who had been arrested nineteen times for drunk driving and not once put in jail? If they caught this brute and set him free, I would personally put a ball peen hammer to his head. Molly had never hurt anybody. It wasn’t fair.


  I was not only enraged at drunk drivers, I was mad at myself, too. It is the nature of us utter failures to cast ourselves into other people’s dramas, and I couldn’t get it out of my head that if I had accepted more dinner invitations from Molly, met her for more lunches, driven more often with her to Cape Cod, or taken her to more movies, my presence in her life would have shifted the time and place of all the other events in her life, and she would not have been in a certain spot at that moment when some drunken cretin sped by and smashed her down. It was a ridiculous thought, but no less painful for being so. I vowed that I would visit Molly every day that she was in the hospital.


  By the time the eleven o’clock Eyewitness News came on, Molly had died.


  “Like a sister to millions,” Liz Walker was saying when the first pitiful wail came out of me.


  “Messages of tribute have come in from Ann Landers and Abigail Van Buren,” a correspondent on the scene at Mass. General was saying when I fell like a wounded animal to the floor of my bedroom and pounded my fists in rage.


  “Funeral services to be held Saturday,” Liz Walker said when my combined grief over the loss of Anne and Molly caused me, for the first time since I was a kid, to cry. It was the worst moment of my life.


  I could not sleep. I smoked and smoked. I thought about the Smith & Wesson, but I didn’t have the courage for that.


  At three in the morning I stormed into my office like a crazy person, thinking that I would telephone everybody I knew. I was becoming unhinged and I needed the sound of friendly voices to lead me back to reality.


  Instead, I settled for the answering machine. Yes, I thought, I’ll play my messages. Reminders of friends, of my work, will prove that life goes on. Maybe Anne had called and wanted to come back.


  There were no Sunday calls. The first call was from Monday, a Mrs. Spicer at First Boston Bank. Discreetly she had left no message except her phone number. But I knew what she wanted; it was the same thing she always wanted. I had overdrawn my checking account. Checks were bouncing all over the state, and the bank was curious about how I planned to handle it.


  Then there were a couple of hang-ups, and a Tuesday night call from some guy in Methuen who wanted me to critique his manuscript about bone fishing. Then two more hang-ups. Then I heard Molly’s voice and I started to cry again.


  “Scotty, it’s Molly. Look, sweetie, I’m giving a big party a week from Saturday and it’s really important to me that you come. Bring Anne if you want. No excuses, okay? It’s sort of a surprise party. Call me in the morning. If I’m not at the office, call me at home. I’ll be soaking in a hot bathtub. Some numbskull nearly ran me over tonight, and I think I wrenched my back jumping out of the way. Talk to you soon. Love you.”


  Somebody had almost run Molly over on Tuesday night. And tonight she had been killed by a hit-and-run driver. Maybe in my grief I was just getting paranoid, but as I cried for Molly and for myself, I couldn’t get it out of my mind that she had been hit deliberately. Murdered.


  CHAPTER 2


  I met Molly a few years before my career went sour. I met her at the Bay State News, an aggressive suburban daily that was giving the Boston papers fits. Molly was the paper’s advice columnist, and I, then with a growing reputation as a writer of true crime books, was a guest speaker for the newspaper’s editorial staff. When Molly and I met, the attraction was immediate. We both loved the Boston Celtics, fried chicken, and Bugs Bunny. Neither of us could stomach John McEnroe or the Moral Majority. Like a couple of tots, we became friends instantly. We were both married at the time, and we never mistook our friendship for a romance.


  A year after Molly and I met, she divorced her sexist swine of a husband. At that time Anne and I were looking for an apartment. My friend, Mungus, who also had gotten divorced, was looking for new quarters, too, and so was Molly’s friend, Deidre. So we all decided to live together.


  We rented a respectable looking six-room split-level house in a Brady Bunch neighborhood in Framingham. Group living, we called it. It was common in those inflationary years. Friends would live together and share the electric bill, the phone, the heat, the rent, so that everybody could live in a roomy house instead of several small apartments. More important, none of us had kids, and this was our way of having family.


  Molly and I used to go for walks every day on that quiet block, where station wagons sat in almost every driveway. Molly would wear those billowing olive-colored slacks of hers and her wiry black hair would blow out in all directions. The neighbors always smiled at us, thinking we were a couple. And I guess we were. It was always Molly to whom I went with my problems. With Molly I could reveal fears and weaknesses that I had always kept from Anne. Anne and Molly, always cordial, but never close, seemed to sense that they were in each other’s way, but nobody ever spoke about it. Molly and I talked about our careers. We always thought that I would be the one to become famous. Who would have guessed that Molly Collins would become a household name.


  From the Bay State News, Molly went to the Boston Patriot, replacing the advice columnist Lillian Gilmartin. When the Patriot began to syndicate a few of their columnists nationally, Molly soared. By the time Molly died, her column was being published in twenty countries. She was as big as Ann Landers and Dear Abby, mainly because she was different from them. When they were square, she was hip. When they were conservative, she was radical. When they said to keep cool, she said to take risks. People loved her. And she looked great on television.


  I thought of all this a million times during the month after Molly’s death. I spent that month somewhat grief-stricken, somewhat drunk. Then one morning over a bowl of Cracklin’ Oats I understood that self-pity was not fun, and I decided to no longer live alone in the apartment I had shared with Anne.


  I called Mungus and asked if it would be okay if I lived with him for a while.


  “Does the pope shit in the woods?” Mungus replied.


  I took that as a yes, and on a November evening I gutted my apartment and drove up to Plum Island, just over the causeway from Newburyport. A one-hour drive north of Boston, Plum is a flat and narrow island, eleven miles long, much of it sandy beach. A sanctuary for migrating birds and malicious greenflies, it is a place where Bostonians who hate Cape Cod, and New Hampshirites who hate Hampton Beach, can hide out for a week in the summer. I had gone there often to visit Mungus. Anne had come along once, but the greenflies had made her testy, and she had vowed never to come again. Because I wanted Mungus and Plum Island to myself, I never told Anne that the greenflies only harass people for two weeks in July.


  Mungus’s cottage went by the name of “Late Sleeper.” The words were painted in faded red letters on a piece of driftwood that was nailed over the front door. “Late Sleeper” was two stories of weathered slatboards that tilted a dozen different ways. It looked like the rough sketch for one of Mungus’s cartoons. The cottage just barely stood on the corner of Ocean Drive and an unpaved road that exhaled clouds of sandy brown dust whenever anybody drove on it. But, in the win column, you could walk out the front door, cross the street, and be on the beach in twenty-five seconds.


  It was already dark when I pulled into the dirt lot beside the cottage, being careful not to run over Mungus’s flowers. He came out in a sweatsuit and helped me carry my stuff up creaky stairs to the cramped, slanty-walled bedroom that would be my home.


  When we finished unloading, I stood in the room, surrounded by a dozen ratty cardboard cartons that contained everything I owned except my car, and somewhat baffled by all the sudden changes in my life. From the cluttered room I could smell both the ocean and the bay that was just a few blocks behind the cottage. If I want to drown myself, I thought, I won’t have far to walk.


  Mungus held a can of Coors beer tightly in his right hand and said, “This is great. We’ll hang around and do manly stuff. It will be fantastic. It will be like being back in college.”


  I didn’t remind Mungus that I had never attended college, and that he had been thrown out of Colgate for moral lapses. That was not his point. As I plucked my possessions from cardboard boxes and found places for them in the small room, I felt as if I were maneuvering around a friendly bear. Mungus is a good-sized fellow. His real name is Hugh, so his sisters used to call him Humongous, which evolved into Mungus. “Think of the money we’ll save on video rentals,” Mungus said. He took a swig of his beer.


  “Right,” I said, hardly listening. My mind was elsewhere. I had gone through the horror of Molly’s funeral without falling completely apart, and I had told no one about my suspicion that Molly had been murdered, believing I would be thought insane. But now I was aching to tell Mungus, so that he could tell me it was an idiotic idea.


  “And pizza deliveries,” Mungus said.


  “Pizza deliveries?” I said. I placed some socks in a drawer.


  “We can split the tip,” he explained.


  “Great,” I said somberly.


  Certainly Mungus could use the rent money I would give him. He did not have a real job. The cottage, on one side, had a small studio with its own entrance, and Mungus, in violation of the island’s zoning ordinances, used the studio as his business, T-Shirt Heaven. There he sold T-shirts and sweatshirts, on which he would print anything the customer wanted, no matter how disgusting or libelous it might be, though Mungus did draw the line at racist slogans. Mungus, who offered a twenty-percent discount for anti-Republican sentiments, specialized in small letters. He once printed an entire haftorah on the T-shirt of a bar mitzvah boy and then gave the shirt to the kid for free, though Mungus did show up at the bar mitzvah, where he ate more than eighty dollars’ worth of food. Free food was a big thing with Mungus. Anyhow, T-Shirt Heaven had long been about as solvent as your average Texas savings and loan institution, and Mungus’s career as a cartoonist rarely raked in enough money even to pay for his season tickets to the Bruins.


  Mungus watched with great curiosity while I silently shoved my clothes into the dark wooden dresser. Neurotically searching for order in my life, I placed socks and underwear in two small drawers on top, shirts in the middle drawer, pants in the bottom. It occurred to me, as I began closing drawers, that I couldn’t remember Anne ever folding my clothes or hanging them up, the way other guys’ wives did. But then, I had never checked her transmission fluid, either.


  For many seconds I stared down at the remaining boxes as if I had never seen them. Would Anne have murdered Molly for any reason? It was not a new or surprising thought. During the month since Molly’s death I had interrogated, in my mind, a list of possible suspects ranging from the doorman at Molly’s building to Dr. Ruth.


  “Scotty,” Mungus said, “you are not with the game plan tonight. What’s on your mind?”


  “Nothing,” I said.


  “I believe that,” Mungus said.


  “Okay, there’s something I’ve got to tell you.” Mungus raised one of his big bushy eyebrows.


  “Sounds serious,” he said.


  “It’s about Molly.”


  “Shit,” he said.


  Mungus had not been as close to Molly as I, but he had lived with her in that Framingham house.


  “I don’t want to talk about Molly,” he said. “It gives me the creeps thinking about her being dead. How can a person be dead? I don’t get it.” Now he put his beer can on my dresser. He leaned against the wall and pulled one of his beefy hands against the other. “Isometrics,” he explained.


  “The night she died she left a message on my answering machine,” I told him. “She said that she had almost been hit by a car.”


  Mungus thought it over. “So?”


  “Don’t you find that strange? She was almost hit by a car one night and the next night she was hit by a car?”


  “Not especially,” Mungus said. He pulled his hands apart and shadow-boxed for a minute. Then he sat on the bed, which screeched under his weight. He hauled one of my cartons onto his lap, ripped it open, and started pulling out its contents. “Gore Vidal?” he shrieked, holding a paperback with two fingers, as if it were evidence. “You’re reading books by Gore Vidal?”


  “My wife’s,” I lied. “And you’re changing the subject. Now listen. Molly gets almost killed by a car one night, and the next night she actually does get killed, and you’re saying you don’t find that to be an astounding coincidence?”


  “Not at all,” Mungus said. He continued plucking items out of the cartons as if they were his own.


  “Why not?”


  Mungus peered into one of my paperbacks, read a few sentences, then put the book down.


  “For starters,” he said, “it’s not like Molly was in downtown Marblehead or something. She was in Boston, where crazed drivers foaming at the mouth are easier to find than parking spaces. I was there Saturday and I must have had five near-death experiences just trying to get across Kenmore Square. Not only that, but you know how Molly was, always thinking of something else, not watching where she was going.”


  By this time Mungus was surrounded by my audiotapes, my tennis balls, and photographs of the minor celebrities I had interviewed.


  “Maybe you’re right,” I said. “But it bothers me.”


  “Of course it bothers you,” Mungus said. “She was our main gal. Remember, we used to call her that.”


  “Yes.”


  Mungus put the carton aside. He seemed bored with looking at my stuff. “Besides, what’s your point? I mean what are you saying? That she could have been hit on purpose?”


  “Well, yes. Silly me. I’m just being paranoid, right?”


  “Right,” Mungus said. “Who would want to kill Molly? It’s absurd. Kill an advice columnist. That would be like killing Pat Sajak. What would be the point?”


  “You’re probably right,” I said. I almost believed it.


  “But let’s pretend that somebody would want to kill Molly. Who would it be?”


  “Nobody,” Mungus said. “There is nobody who would murder Molly Collins.”


  “Nobody?”


  “Oh, some strung-out teenage crackhead sleaze sociopath who needed a new pair of Nikes might kill her to steal her pocketbook or something, but that’s tough to do when you’re driving a car. Nobody would kill Molly, not the way you mean.”


  “Why?”


  “Because Molly was great,” Mungus said. “The killer would have to be a psycho.”


  “Well, just pretend there is such a psycho.”


  “There isn’t,” Mungus said.


  “Mungus,” I said, “humor me. Pretend there’s a murderer. Who would it be?”


  Mungus stared off into space. His eyebrows did a couple of loops and spins. “Lillian Gilmartin,” he finally said.


  “Lillian Gilmartin?” I said, sounding astounded, even though the thought had occurred to me often.


  Lillian Gilmartin had been the advice columnist at the Boston Patriot until she was replaced by Molly. Now she was the advice columnist for the competing Boston Times. Well-known locally, she had never achieved national syndication. It was no secret that the writer of “Luv, Lilly” thought that Molly’s fame and fortune should have been her own. But their feud had always been, it seemed to me, mainly a creation of each paper’s public relations department.


  “Lillian Gilmartin?” I said again.


  “Sure,” Mungus said. “Isn’t it obvious?”


  “You’re saying that Lillian Gilmartin might have killed Molly.”


  “No,” Mungus said. “I’m saying no one deliberately killed her. I’m saying that if I believed that Molly was murdered, which I don’t, I’d give a lot of thought to Miss Lillian.”


  “Why?” I asked.


  “Because she hated Molly. Everybody knows that.”


  “Maybe,” I said. “But even if she did, why now, after six years?”


  “I don’t know,” Mungus said. “Maybe she just got a bad case of PMS one night and did it. And by the way, why did you place rolled-up socks in your drawer instead of shooting them in from across the room like Larry Bird? What’s bugging you tonight?”


  “You mean besides the fact that my friend is dead, my wife left me, and my career has been dog shit for four years?”


  “Yeah, besides all that?”


  “What’s bugging me is that I wanted you to talk me out of this idea that Molly was murdered.”


  “She wasn’t murdered, okay?”


  “Thanks,” I said, “but I can’t shake it.”


  “So what are you going to do?” Mungus said. He glanced at the doorway. I knew he was wondering whether or not this was an appropriate time to go downstairs for another beer.


  “I don’t know. I was thinking of calling Joan Bentley.”


  “Molly’s secretary?”


  “Yes, just ask her a few questions. See if she remembers anything odd.”


  “Aha!” Mungus said.


  “What?”


  “So that’s what this is all about. This whole thing is just an excuse to call Joan Bentley because you kind of fancy her.”


  “Don’t be ridiculous.”


  “You’ve always fancied her, don’t deny it,” Mungus said. He rose triumphantly from the bed and moved toward the door. His hand already assumed the shape of the next beer can he would hold.


  “She’s married, for God’s sake.”


  “Oh, excuse me,” Mungus said. “I had forgotten you were a man of such high moral standards.”


  “Joan has nothing to do with this,” I said. “I’m really afraid that Molly was murdered. Is that so hard to understand?”


  “It sounds …”


  “I know, I know,” I said, “it sounds crazy.”


  “Right,” Mungus said. “Crazy is the word we were looking for. You win the trip to Luxembourg and the set of Samsonite luggage.” He poked me in the stomach. “You want a drink while you finish unpacking?”


  “Sure,” I said.


  Instead of leaving, he stood beside me for a moment without speaking. In his eyes I saw a look that was almost fatherly. It was as if he could see me walking into danger and wanted to pull me back, but didn’t know how. For the moment he seemed larger than usual, mainly because I, with my sadness and my failures, felt small enough to hide in a hamper.


  “Jesus, she’s really dead, isn’t she,” he finally said. Then he turned and moved heavily toward the door.


  A few minutes later he came back up the stairs with a new Coors for him and a wine cooler for me. He sat on the bed again and we talked about other things while I pulled the remnants of my life from the cartons piece by piece and hung them in the closet, dropped them on the dresser, or placed them near the staircase so that I could later take them down to the small front room that would be my office.


  When it was time for David Letterman, Mungus got ready to leave my room. He put his arm around me and leaned in close. It reminded me of kinder days when he and I used to play flag football on the green in Framingham. Back then Mungus would pull me close the same way, so that other guys couldn’t hear the secret plays he would whisper, plays which always ended with the promise, “That’ll shove lye up their asses.”


  Now, in the small bedroom, with its slanted walls that seemed to slice into me like blades, Mungus said, “Look, I’ve got to be honest with you. I don’t like talking about Molly. It makes me cold. But yeah, I find it strange that she was almost hit by a car the night before she died. Real strange. I can’t imagine that anybody would want to murder her, but this planet is a very strange place and you never know.”


  “What do you think I should do?” I said.


  “I don’t know.” He shrugged. “All I know is that you’ve had your throat slashed once and that seems like enough for one lifetime. There’s a lot of freaks out there. Watch yourself.”


  Mungus’s allusion to throat-slashing was prescient. It had been on my mind. Four years earlier I had published Soul of Darkness, my third true crime book. My first two had been well reviewed and quite successful. But this one, the reviewers agreed, could best be used to line cat boxes. It was the story of Fred McHale, the mass murderer. McHale was a Unitarian minister who answered a chilling “yes” to every question at his trial, including “Did you mutilate and behead six women in Muncie, Indiana?” He did not relish his fame. When the book was published, McHale broke out of prison and dropped by for a visit one night when Anne, fortunately, was away. There he terrorized me for six hours with the gleaming blade of an eight-inch carving knife, before sliding the knife across my throat and then shoving it into his own black heart. I lived, he died.


  Though I later told the story heroically in many fine Boston saloons, the truth is that I was terrified for every single minute of that six-hour ordeal, and when it ended, I was left shaken and cowardly and unwilling ever again to research a story involving violent or deranged people. My encounter with him had also left me with an obsessive fear of sharp blades, and lately even butter knives were making me edgy.


  Mungus and I watched television in the living room. Then I went to bed for the first time in my new nest. Mungus was a good guy, I thought, and I would try to be a good housemate to him.


  I thought the sound of the ocean would lull me into the peaceful sleep which I had craved ever since Anne left. But I did not sleep that night. The new home. The things on my mind. Something about my conversation with Mungus was troubling me. As Molly would have said, some need of mine had not been met. I tossed. I turned. In the darkness the walls were no longer slanted. Everything was flat and black. I thought, of course, about Molly and how everybody loved her.


  Actually, not everybody loved Molly, I thought as I endured that first sleepless night in Mungus’s cottage. But I loved her. To millions of people Molly Collins had been “Dear Molly,” the voice of wisdom. But to me she was the shy person who was a nervous wreck before she had to give a speech, the divorced woman who was terrified that she would never find true love, the perceptive but often insecure friend who used to call me and say, “Scotland, I need help. Give me some advice.”


  By four in the morning my face was wet from tears, and I understood why my conversation with Mungus had been so unsatisfying. I didn’t want him to convince me that Molly had not been murdered. I wanted him to tell me that it was okay for me to be a coward.


  I was getting sucked into the fantasy that I could figure out who killed my Molly and why. But I was scared. My throat had already been slashed once, and that’s why I hadn’t written a true crime book in four years, that’s why my career was a wreck. All this time I had steered clear of psychos and sharp blades. I certainly didn’t need another Fred McHale in my life now.


  Molly wouldn’t make me do this, I told myself as I twisted this way and that on my new bed. Molly would say, “Take care of yourself, Scotland, let the police handle this.” And she’d be right. It wasn’t my job to bring her killer to justice.


  But the police didn’t think there was anything to be handled, except a hit-and-run. I knew there was nobody to take care of Molly. And if Molly’s friend, the washed-up investigative reporter, couldn’t look into her murder, then who could?
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