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CHAPTER 1 

THURSDAY - MID EVENING 

 

The fragile lock on the center drawer gave way in less than fifteen seconds. The figure kneeling 

behind the massive, mahogany kneehole desk smiled, polished the brass letter opener with a tissue, then 

set it back in the exact location where it had been just moments before. 

Got to be careful. Nothing must look out of place. 

The letter opener had always occupied the space to the right of the light-blue, suede-covered 

address book and below the mahogany tissue dispenser. All three of these pieces rested on the left of three 

light-blue, hand-tooled leather desk pads inlaid into the wood surface of the desktop. It had always been 

so. 

Just in case.…There’s probably no need for it, but just in case. No point in getting careless. Not 

now.…Certainly not now. 

The figure sat on the edge of the colonial-blue, button-tufted leather desk chair, and, using the 

tissue on the brass drawer pull, slowly but anxiously slid the drawer open. A panicky feeling began to take 

hold. 
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What if they’re not here? What if she left them in the office safe or put them in her safe-deposit 

box at the bank? I should have gotten them first…before…but there wasn’t supposed to be a before. There 

wasn’t supposed to be anything. Nothing was supposed to happen. 

The concern proved to be unwarranted. A large manila envelope lay in the bottom of the drawer. 

However, on top of the envelope rested a revolver, the sight of which disturbed the searcher somewhat as 

the light from the desk lamp glinted off the gold-plated trigger, hammer, and cylinder latch. 

Why the gun? And why on top of the envelope? Merely a coincidence? I would hope so. 

Again using the tissue, the figure gingerly lifted the revolver by its mother-of-pearl grips and, out 

of curiosity, checked to see if it were loaded. Bullet noses peeked out of the four visible cylinders. The 

searcher set the revolver on the center inlaid desk pad, beneath the blue-shaded banker’s lamp, then, using 

the unprotected hand, extracted the envelope from the drawer, taking absolutely no precautions to preclude 

leaving fingerprints. If this were, indeed, the correct envelope, no one would ever find it or its contents. 

Please let them be in here?! Dear God, please?! 

With heart pounding and breathing becoming more rapid, the searcher bent back the brass tabs that 

secured the flap and anxiously looked inside. 

Thank God! Originals, not copies. Thank God! 

An ever-widening smile followed a sigh of relief. Gradually, the heartbeat decreased and the 

respiration rate returned to normal. 

Once more using the tissue, the searcher set the revolver back into the drawer, being careful to 

orient it in the same direction as it had been, pearl handle toward the opening. After pushing the drawer 

closed with the tissue, the figure crumpled the thin paper and tossed it into the mahogany waste basket at 

the side of the desk. 

Second thoughts overrode that action. No! Don’t get sloppy. Not now. 

Retrieving the tissue, the figure stuffed it into a sweater pocket, then looked up over the desk to 

survey the living room. 

The living room, a greatroom actually, carpeted in plush white and expensively furnished, had, for 

a focal point, a California driftwood stone fireplace on the far wall. The entire wall had been faced with 

the stone, except for a storage closet set into the right-hand corner of the room. The closet’s mahogany-

stained wood door separated the fireplace wall from the south-facing wall of triple-glazed picture 

windows. In the center of the window-wall, a sliding glass door provided access to a deck overlooking the 

snowy woods. 
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A conversational grouping of furniture—a large sofa, with twin love seats on either side—sat in 

the center of the room, cozily opening up onto the fireplace. The matching upholstery on all three pieces—

random hues of light-blues, ivories, and light-browns—balanced the stone, softening the room. 

Four triangular oak end tables marked the boundaries of the conversation area—one on either side 

of the sofa and one on the fireplace side of each love seat. Identical light-blue porcelain ginger-jar lamps 

with ivory-colored silk shades graced the end tables on either side of the sofa as well as the end table by 

the love seat closest to the window-wall. However, the lack of a lamp on the fourth end table—the one by 

the foyer-side love seat—spoiled the symmetry. 

In the center of the room, as if anchoring the furniture grouping, stood a mammoth, square oak 

coffee table. 

The desk, a drawing board, and a wall of bookshelves sat off to the side in a parquet-floored alcove 

behind the sofa on the window-wall side of the room. Sitting at that desk, and looking across the 

greatroom, the figure could see the distorted reflection of the office alcove in the five-foot diameter 

polished brass tray that hung directly over the hearth. 

With the exception of an occasional crackle and pop from the half-burned logs in the fireplace, a 

pall of silence hung over the house. Flickering tongues of red, orange, and blue flames cast an ever-

changing pattern of shadow and light around the greatroom. The light patterns, however, always seemed 

to rest on two objects, giving emphasis to the fact that they, in contrast to everything else in the room, 

were not in their proper places. 

The first object—a fourth porcelain ginger-jar lamp, broken in two—leaned up against the 

California driftwood stone wall. The second—a woman—lay on the plush white carpet with her head 

nearest the empty end table. 

Reclining on her left side, with the left arm serving as a pillow, her long, lustrous, silky chestnut-

brown hair partially covered her face and her peacefully closed eyes. The woman’s left leg stuck straight 

out from under her. The right leg, though, bent at the knee, allowed a few inches of shapely thigh to peek 

out suggestively between the hem of her Dress Stewart-plaid skirt and her high-heeled deerskin boots. Her 

right arm, in front of her and held close to her bosom, appeared as if it could easily have cradled a stuffed 

animal. 

Veronica Loring looked beautiful, but then she always did, especially in this peaceful, restful pose, 

not unlike the one in which mattress companies are so fond of placing beautiful female models. In this 

tableau, however, there was no mattress and, although Veronica Loring was very beautiful and had been 
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one of the most sought-after models at one time in her career, this was no studio-set for a commercial, 

either. 

Veronica Loring—ex-super-model, ex-fashion designer, and ex-co-owner of a flourishing fashion 

design house—had been rendered an ex-person. Veronica Loring lay dead on the floor, now merely a 

beautiful but broken object like the porcelain ginger-jar lamp. 

Making a conscious effort to ignore both Veronica’s body and the personal reflection in the brass 

tray, the figure at the desk crossed to the fireplace, manila envelope in hand. Document after document 

and finally the envelope itself fed the hungry flames. 

Taking the crumpled tissue from the sweater pocket, the figure used it to hold the handle of the 

fireplace poker, and stirred the document and envelope ashes in with those of the seasoned hickory and 

oak. Then, satisfied that no bits of paper remained, the figure replaced the poker, sat on the edge of the 

raised semicircular hearth, and looked at the remains of the woman in repose. 

Ashes to ashes.…It didn’t have to be this way, Veronica. I only wanted to talk to you…to reason 

with you. This wasn’t supposed to happen. If only you’d listened. It wasn’t my fault. If only you hadn’t 

threatened me and slapped me, I wouldn’t have…If.…If, if, if.…But nothing can change that now. I’m 

sorry, Veronica…truly sorry for what I’ve done and for what I’m about to do, but you know I didn’t mean 

it. And there’s no reason for my life to be ruined by something that was purely and simply an accident. 

Veronica Loring’s killer sat there for a few moments longer, playing with the tissue as if half-

expecting the woman to answer, then rose and tore the tissue in two. Using one half of the thin paper in 

each hand, the killer picked up the broken lamp pieces and carried them down the hallway to the inside 

door to the garage. 

After opening the door, a flip of the light switch proved to be futile due to a burned-out bulb in the 

overhead garage fixture. Three additional flips of the switch gave the exact same result. 

Veronica’s murderer opened the door wider so that more light from the hall could shine in, and 

with that light, a dim flicker of hope began to glow within the figure’s troubled mind. 

An accident? The garage light burned out? A woman falls off a ladder while replacing the bulb, 

hits her head on the concrete floor and dies? Nice.…Nice and neat. 

However, reality returned to quickly smother that flicker. 

No. Anyone who is even remotely acquainted with her would know that Veronica would never 

attempt anything as mechanical as replacing a light bulb. Even if every light in the house were to burn 

out, she’d use candles until someone came over and replaced the bulbs for her. An accident, yes. But not 

this type of accident. 
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The figure removed the trash can lid, deposited the pieces of broken lamp in the receptacle, and 

pondered the next move. 

It has to be something that will cause everyone to nod their heads and say, “That was Veronica, 

all right.” Something completely in character for her.…But what? 

Veronica’s killer replaced the trash can lid, stuffed the torn pieces of tissue back into the sweater 

pocket, reentered the house, and started to close the door, but then stopped. That flicker of hope had begun 

to glow again. 

Shining into the garage through the open doorway, the light from the hall reflected off an accident 

that everyone who knew Veronica Loring, also knew was waiting to happen. 

*     *     * 

Veronica Loring had not been a run-of-the-mill tall, slender, dark-skinned, 

beautiful girl with stars in her eyes. She hadn’t gone into modeling with the hope of being 

miraculously discovered and whisked away to the glitter and glamour of Hollywood. She 

also hadn’t had to face the disappointment of most models when reality sets in and they 

wind up doing layouts for K-Mart fliers as the high point of their mediocre modeling 

careers. 

Veronica Loring was one of those rare few that had ‘that look.’ She had the ability 

to reflect her beauty onto other things, and somehow make every item she wore, held in her 

hand, or stood next to appear three times more attractive than it actually was. If Veronica 

Loring were to slip into a potato sack, some mystical fairy godmother would wave a magic 

wand and the sack would be mysteriously transformed into an exquisite ball gown, fit for 

a princess. Every advertising agency and fashion house wanted that princess and paid 

dearly for her services. 

Aside from her beauty, Veronica had three other things going for her—brains, 

talent, and the friendship of Jennifer Rooney. Jennifer, as fair as Veronica was dark, had 

luxurious, natural flaming-red hair. 

As two girls, then two young ladies, and finally two middle-aged women, Veronica 

and Jennifer were almost inseparable—at least in spirit when not physically near one 

another. 

At the beginning of their careers as teenagers, they vied for the same modeling 

assignments. However, as determined as they both were to make it big, the competition 

between them never degenerated into a cat fight. Neither girl ever attempted to claw her 
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way to the top of their mutual profession over the lacerated body of the other. Each had an 

inner confidence that her own talent and ability would get her to where she wanted to be. 

More often than not, they both ended up working the same fashion shows as the top 

models for competing design houses. Sometimes, though, one fashion house managed to 

pull off the coup of the season and have both girls, with their contrasting beauty, model for 

its showing. 

Roger St. Ives, the reclusive founder and director of St. Ives Fashions, orchestrated 

more than his share of these coups over the years, and because of it, professional rivals 

and acquaintances became fast friends. 

The girls began to like the arrangement of working the same show for the same 

design house so neither jockeyed for position as to who would receive the top billing. They 

genuinely enjoyed each other’s company and were happy just being together—so much so 

that, after the first half dozen accidental pairings, Veronica and Jennifer arranged their 

calendars so that they always did the St. Ives spring and fall showings together. 

Those shows became semi-annual safe harbors to briefly recuperate from grueling 

schedules that had them trotting in different directions all over the globe. Hectic schedules 

were a necessity for models. They had to make the most of their time before Time itself took 

its toll on them. 

Veronica Loring had a steel-trap mind. Nothing escaped her. She invested wisely 

and parlayed her sizable earnings as a model into an even more-sizable fortune. Ever the 

realist, though, she could read a mirror as well as the financial pages. At the first hint of 

little facial lines that refused to be hidden by the magic potions in the makeup kit, she 

retired. 

For Veronica, though, retirement from modeling did not mean withdrawal from the 

fashion industry that she loved. She just traded the strobe lights in front of the cameras for 

the fluorescent lights of the design studio. Not wanting to go into business by herself, 

Veronica, naturally, sought out her longtime friend Jennifer Rooney for a partner. Of 

course, Jennifer happily agreed, and L&R Fashions was formed. The two super-models, 

best friends, and now business partners, planned on being together forever. 

Both women had a good eye for style and an oracle’s knack for reading the next 

season’s whims, but where their talents as models had been equal, their aptitudes for the 

business of fashion turned out to be complementary. Jennifer exhibited the better design 
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skills, while Veronica was by far the more apt manager and businesswoman. As the 

fledgling fashion house expanded, Veronica found herself devoting more and more time to 

the managerial end of things, leaving Jennifer to concentrate on the artistry. The firm 

prospered under this arrangement, and the small fortunes that both women had made from 

modeling increased tenfold as L&R Fashions grew in size, reputation, and net worth. 

Veronica and Jennifer lived very well, indeed, and thoroughly enjoyed the fruits of 

their labors. 

*     *     * 

As the murderer started to close the door from the hall to the garage, one of the fruits of Veronica 

Loring’s labors reflected the light from the hallway—a metallic-beige Jaguar coupe. 

The figure opened the door wider and smiled as the glowing flicker of hope increased and the 

glimmer of a plan started to form. 

Less than a quarter mile from where Veronica Loring’s driveway left the two-lane road to meander 

up among the pines on the southern slope of the Catskills’ Slide Mountain stood a small picnic grounds. 

A little one-lane dirt trail ran into the trees about ten yards off the north side of the roadway, paralleled 

the road for another fifty yards or so, and then rejoined the main road. 

Five small picnic areas, two on the highway side of the trail and three on the mountain-slope side, 

had been cut into the trees. Each area had a weathered, graffiti-encarved, pine picnic table, a barbecue 

grill—encased in two-hundred pounds of concrete so that it would not wander off and climb into the trunk 

of someone’s car—and an often-ignored trash barrel chained to a tree. Each picnic site also had a parking 

space large enough for one vehicle. 

As Veronica’s killer stood in the doorway to the garage and looked at the Jaguar, not only the 

roadside picnic grounds was of interest but what lay two-hundred feet beyond—the Ashokan Pass. 

The road that connected the village of Peekamoose Heights and the town of West Shokan, curved 

sharply to the left as it made its descent from the pass. A small parking strip, wide enough to accommodate 

four automobiles angle-parked or one motor-home wedged in anyway it could manage, served as a scenic 

overlook of the Ashokan Reservoir and the Hudson Valley farther off. Beyond the old and crumbling 

thirty-inch high stone retaining wall, the mountainside dropped straight down for about five-hundred feet 

before gradually sloping the rest of the way to County Road #42. 

Perfect! Simply perfect! With the speeding tickets she’s gotten, no one will question it, not even for 

a second. It’s perfect! 

*     *     * 
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Veronica had always driven fast—never what anyone might have termed unsafe, 

but extremely fast, nevertheless. However, in the six months since she had acquired her 

‘little extravagancy,’ as she was fond of calling the Jag, the term reckless did manage to 

creep into conversations more often regarding Veronica’s driving. Her friends even started 

calling her Parnelli Loring. 

When Veronica would discover that someone was scheduled to attend the same 

meeting or charity function as she and suggest that they ride together, the friend would 

always insist on doing the driving. ‘Let’s take my car,’ they’d say. Or, ‘Yours is too small.’ 

Or, ‘Mine’s more comfortable.’ What they really meant was, ‘I wouldn’t be caught dead 

riding with you, you maniac.’ 

*     *     * 

Yes! Perfect! 

The figure left the door to the garage open, retreated up the hallway to a closet, and extracted a 

pair of gloves from the one coat that did not belong there. The killer then pawed through the various other 

coats and jackets which hung inside, finally selecting a full-length, dark, ranch mink coat and a matching 

hat. 

Might as well go out in style, Veronica. People would expect that of you. 

Carrying the garments back into the greatroom, the murderer manipulated Veronica’s limp form 

from her reclining position on the floor into somewhat of a sitting pose on the foyer-side love seat. 

There had been no blood to blemish the white carpet, and only two very slight marks could be seen 

on Veronica’s body. Her left cheek showed a reddening where she had been slapped, and a bruise had 

formed on the back of her neck where her head had hit the corner of the end table as she fell to the floor. 

The figure managed to bundle the body into the mink cocoon, then, half dragging and half carrying 

her, propelled Veronica down the hallway and into the garage. After wrestling the body into the passenger 

seat of the Jaguar, the killer placed the mink hat on her head at a rather inappropriately jaunty angle. 

Without the body lying in front of the raised hearth, the greatroom became less ominous as the 

little housekeeping tasks were tended to. Used drinking glasses were washed, wiped clean, and returned 

to their customary place under the bar, the dish towel then used to wipe every surface that could 

conceivably preserve an errant fingerprint. A vacuum cleaner had been carefully run over the carpet where 

the lamp had been broken, where Veronica had lain, and where she had been half dragged down the 

hallway. It now rested back in its usual spot inside the fireplace-wall closet. 
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The murderer, clad now in coat and hat as well as the gloves, made one last inspection tour of the 

greatroom and office, deliberately avoiding looking into the brass tray above the hearth. Turning out two 

of the three ginger-jar lamps and then the blue-shaded banker’s lamp on the desk, the figure paused at the 

bookcase to gaze at a silver-framed cover of Vogue and the laughing face of a young Veronica Loring. 

It was an accident! You know it was! And whether anyone finds out about it is of little concern to 

you now. But it matters a great deal to me. I will not have my life ruined because of a stupid accident! 

The inspection tour continued. The figure picked up Veronica’s purse from the sofa, opened it 

under the illumination of the one porcelain lamp that remained lit, and extracted a set of car keys from 

beneath an eyeglass case. After turning out that lamp, the killer crossed to the foyer and surveyed the room 

once more from a different perspective. Satisfied that everything appeared normal, the murderer switched 

off the foyer light and stood there for a moment longer, watching the dwindling fire cast its ever-changing 

montage of shadows throughout the room. 

The winter storm that had raged since early afternoon had not abated. In the now relative darkness, 

huge cottony flakes became visible through the window-wall across the room, being swirled into an almost 

opaque wall of white. 

Perfect! 

Veronica’s murderer sighed resignedly, then turned and walked rapidly down the hallway to the 

inside door to the garage. Leaving the light on in the hallway for better visibility, the figure opened the 

driver’s side door of the Jag and, trying desperately not to look at the furry bundle in the passenger seat, 

inserted the key into the ignition. The killer placed Veronica’s purse behind the driver’s seat, removed the 

garage door remote control unit from the visor, and closed the car door. 

Returning to the hallway door, the figure turned the button in the handle so that the door would 

lock automatically when closed, switched off the hall light, stepped back into the garage, and pulled the 

door shut. 

The howl of the wind through the pines, as the winter storm launched an all-out assault against 

Slide Mountain, masked the noise of the overhead garage door as it wound open. The killer hunkered 

down into a turned-up coat collar, and plunged headlong toward a car parked in the driveway, pausing just 

long enough to push the button on the remote control unit to start the garage door grinding down to a 

close. 

Once inside the car, the murderer felt another spasm of panic when the starter motor initially 

labored in protest of the bitter cold. But the engine finally caught and relief again temporarily overcame 

the feelings of anxiety. 
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Using only the parking lights, the figure eased the car around the side of the house and then drove 

at a slow crawl down the ever-curving driveway through the woods, repeatedly having to come to a 

complete stop as the swirling wind threw up a wall of white across the path. While anxious because of the 

delays, the killer gained a measure of confidence knowing that these same gusts were erasing all traces of 

the car’s existence from Veronica Loring’s driveway. 

Finally, as one of the whiteouts cleared slightly, the mailbox at the end of the drive became barely 

visible for just an instant. The killer pulled the car up to the edge of the road, turned off the parking lights, 

and waited in darkness, attempting to peer through the snow and the night to see if anyone else were out 

in these treacherous conditions. A minute passed, then two, and then three. No other cars appeared. 

Only fools would be out in weather like this. Fools and murderers. No!…Only fools and 

unfortunate accident victims. 

Veronica’s murderer switched on the car’s low beams, made a left turn onto the road through the 

drift that the snowplow had thrown up across the drive, then slowly and carefully began the quarter-mile 

ascent to the Ashokan Pass. It had been well over an hour since the plow had been through this section of 

road. The figure strained to keep the edge of the pavement in sight while, at the same time, watched the 

mind’s camera project the remainder of the plan: 

 

As plans go, this one was relatively simple. The figure would pull off into the picnic 

grounds and park the car next to the middle picnic table, then walk the quarter mile back 

to Veronica’s house and get the Jaguar. 

 

On the way up the driveway check to make sure no one else has arrived while you were gone. Use 

the remote control unit to open the garage door. 

That thought triggered another caution. Remember to put the transmitter back on the visor of the 

Jag. Don’t stick it in your pocket. Remote control unit…visor. Remote control unit…visor. 

The killer driving the car on the snowy road toward the Ashokan Pass watched as the figure on the 

mind’s projection screen continued with the plan: 

 

The killer in the mind entered the garage, approached the Jaguar, opened the 

driver’s door, got in, and clipped the transmitter to the sun visor. The mind’s figure then 

started the Jag, backed it out of the garage, pushed the button on the transmitter to close 



ENCORE TO MURDER                                                                                              11 

 

 

the garage door, and once again, using only parking lights, blindly steered Veronica’s little 

extravagancy around the side of the house and down the driveway. 

 

Where do I make the transfer? How do I get her from the passenger seat to behind the steering 

wheel? And what if someone comes by while I’m doing it?…The picnic grounds! I’ll do it in the picnic 

area. Drive in one side, make the switch, then drive out the other side, steering and working the 

accelerator pedal from the passenger seat. It’ll work. It will work! 

With that problem solved, the mental projector started up again with the remainder of the plan. In 

addition to paying attention to the roadway, the murderer watched, spellbound: 

 

The figure on the mind’s screen pulled the Jaguar into the picnic area, turned off 

the headlights, and exited the car. 

 

By the time I get to that point, she’ll have started to stiffen. Thank God I already put her in the car. 

She’ll be rigid in a sitting position. All I’ll have to do is pick her up, carry her around to the other side of 

the car, and set her back down in the same position. 

The mind’s drama resumed: 

 

The figure fastened the seat belt around Veronica Loring, closed the driver’s door 

to the Jaguar, then walked around the car and got into the passenger seat. 

 

Don’t close the passenger door too tightly. Don’t let it latch. 

 

The figure of the mind put one leg over the console in order to operate the gas pedal, 

switched on the headlamps, set the transmission selector in the DRIVE position, and pushed 

down ever so slightly on the accelerator. The Jaguar of the mind eased forward along the 

snow-covered dirt trail toward the picnic area’s exit, then out onto the road where it 

accelerated. 

 

I have to build up enough speed so that the car breaks through the retaining wall but not be going 

so fast that I can’t jump clear. In the condition that the barrier is in, twenty-five miles an hour should do 

just fine. 
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As the car accelerated, the killer strained to see the edge of the snow-covered roadway: 

 

The Jaguar in the mind accelerated to ten miles per hour…then fifteen…up to 

twenty…then twenty-five…even as the figure in the mind strained to see the retaining wall. 

The barrier! Jump! 

The figure in the mind leapt from the Jaguar, rolling clear just seconds before the 

coupe contacted head-on with the retaining wall, bulldozing the rocks and ancient mortar 

with barely a shudder. The Jag continued its forward trajectory for another ten feet, then 

hung in midair for the briefest of moments before plunging headlong into the mountainside 

five-hundred feet below. It bounced and somersaulted and rolled until finally coming to 

rest in the grip of the pines on the slope of Slide Mountain. 

 

As the speedometer of the murderer’s vehicle registered forty miles per hour, a patch of ice caused 

the car to fishtail madly. Abruptly jolted back to reality, the killer reacted instinctively to the situation by 

jamming on the brakes, causing the car to spin uncontrollably end around end down the two-lane road in 

ever-widening spirals. The engine stalled and, as the car’s speed decreased and the revolutions slowed, 

the rear bumper came to rest ever-so-gently against stone—the stone retaining wall of the scenic overlook. 

The figure, sweating profusely and hyperventilating, sat there for what seemed an eternity in an 

attempt to regain the confidence and composure of a few short minutes ago. 

Dear Lord, thank you! Thank you, sweet Jesus! 

A twist of the ignition key resulted in absolutely nothing. No sound at all came from under the 

vehicle’s hood, not even the whine of the starter motor. 

Feelings of panic rose again. 

My God, don’t do this to me! Please?! I know I’ve…The gearshift’s still in drive, you imbecile! 

How stupid can you get!…Just calm down. Calm down. It’s going to work out.…Everything’s going to 

work out just fine. 

Veronica’s murderer reached down and moved the shift lever to the PARK position and again turned 

the ignition key. The engine sputtered back to life with a cough. The killer then shifted into DRIVE, eased 

the car out of the overlook parking area, and started back in the direction of Veronica Loring’s home, this 

time giving the slippery, snow-covered road the full attention it demanded. 

A red reflector nailed to a tree marked one of the entrances to the picnic area. 

Go in the other side. That way you’ll have a straight-out shot when you’re through. 
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In between blasts of wind that swirled the snow up in front of the windshield, the killer spotted the 

second reflector, turned the steering wheel to the right, and inched the car off the road and along the snow-

topped dirt trail. 

The gusting subsided in the picnic area. Trees on both sides of the trail grew close together and 

formed screens that not only blocked the view of the picnic grounds from the road but also held back the 

wind. 

The figure slowly drove along the trail, past the first two picnic areas, and braked to a stop next to 

the center table. 

It’s no good. The trail’s not wide enough for two cars. I won’t be able to get by with the Jag. I’ll 

have to pull all the way into the parking space.…Back in! Back in! It’ll make for an easier getaway. 

Veronica’s murderer backed the car into the parking space and, alternating between REVERSE and 

DRIVE, rocked the vehicle back and forth three or four feet to make sure that the wheels would not become 

lodged in a snowdrift. After shutting off the engine and turning out the headlights, the figure exited the 

car, closed the door without locking it, and deposited the keys in a coat pocket. 

The clinking sound of those keys against the garage door remote control unit triggered a memory 

of the inside of Veronica Loring’s purse as the keys to the Jaguar were being extracted from beneath the 

eyeglass case. 

The glasses! My God, the glasses! Remember to put the damned glasses on her. She never would 

have gotten behind the wheel of a car without wearing her glasses.…Remember the glasses.…What else? 

What else might I have forgotten? 

Trudging along the trail and up the side of the road back toward Veronica Loring’s home, the killer 

ignored the wind and the snow and the biting, numbing cold by struggling to remember what other little 

mental slips could possibly be made. 

Don’t change the setting on the driver’s seat.…Remember to loosely fasten the seat belt around 

her.…Don’t adjust the mirrors.…Don’t…Remember…Don’t… 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

THURSDAY - MID EVENING 

 

Moonlight shone through the French doors, slightly illuminating the room with a bluish glow, but 

doing so in the checkerboard pattern of the muntin bars. 

Beyond the French doors lay a garden. One of the brick walls that enclosed the garden and its 

white trellis, covered with scarlet double-bloom climbing roses, could be seen from the room. Midway 

between the trellis and the French doors, a cast-stone birdbath sat atop a Corinthian pedestal. Water gently 

bubbled up to a height of about four inches from a spigot in the center of the fluted basin, catching the 

moonlight and cascading it back into the font like a shower of diamonds. 

A man abruptly stepped out of the shadows and was silhouetted against the moonlight as he crossed 

in front of the birdbath and approached the French doors. He set his hands at the sides of his face and took 

a moment to peer through one of the window panes before opening the unlocked doors. 

Careful not to make any noise, the man stepped into the room and quickly but quietly closed the 

doors behind him. Then he moved a few paces to his right, out of the moonlight, and stood there in the 

darkness, silently looking and listening. 

Removing a penlight from the pocket of his dark-blue, lightweight jacket, he aimed the thin beam 

at the front door in the foyer, on the side of the room closest to where he stood, then slowly panned it 

counterclockwise. 

The light stopped momentarily on the far wall, illuminating the bar and the swinging door to the 

kitchen, then continued across the room. A conversational grouping of furniture sat in the middle of the 

room—two short-backed, overstuffed chairs and a love seat surrounding a square coffee table. 

The man continued slowly panning the light beam until it came to rest on a kneehole desk, on the 

same wall against which he stood flattened, but on the opposite side of the room. 
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Keeping the beam focused on the desk, he quickly crossed in front of the French doors and, since 

the slacks and shirt he wore were of the same dark-blue color as the jacket, he again semi-vanished into 

the darkness. 

From that brief encounter with the moonlight, though, his features had become momentarily 

visible. He appeared to be a fairly young man, possibly in his mid-thirties, with light-brown hair and a 

ruggedly handsome face. At about five-foot-ten inches in height and weighing approximately one-

hundred-eighty-five pounds, he looked to be in excellent physical condition. 

When he reached the desk, the young man stopped, flicked off the penlight, and turned back toward 

the center of the room, listening once more. 

Not hearing any sound, he again switched on the thin beam, shining it on the front center of the 

desk as he pulled open the drawer with his other hand. After a momentary hesitation, he got down on one 

knee and reached his free hand into the drawer, fumbling around as if searching for something specific. 

“Damn!” he muttered in a hoarse whisper as he closed the drawer, then proceeded to check each 

of the other six drawers—three on either side of the kneehole. “Where the hell could she have put it?! 

Damn, damn, damn!” 

With his last ‘Damn,’ the room suddenly became flooded with light, and a young woman’s voice 

said, calmly, “Maybe more light will help, Brad.” 

A startled Brad Caldwell jumped to his feet and turned toward the kitchen door where Catherine 

Madison stood, one hand on the light switch and the other hand in the pocket of her dark-green, cable-knit 

cardigan. 

“Catherine!” he said, shutting off the penlight and crossing to the back of the overstuffed chair, 

trying desperately to hide his embarrassment. “I…uh…I…uh…” 

“You-uh-you-uh what, Brad?” 

Letting the kitchen door swing closed, Catherine crossed noiselessly to the back of the chair on 

her side of the room so that she stood directly across the furniture grouping from him. 

The little-girl cuteness of her apparel belied the malevolence in her voice and her eyes. In addition 

to the cardigan, in the pocket of which she still kept her right hand, she wore a white blouse with a Peter 

Pan collar, a Black Watch plaid mid-thigh-length skirt, and black tights. Her shoeless feet accounted for 

the lack of sound when she walked across the hardwood floor. 

“I know this looks terrible, Catherine, but give me a chance to explain.” Brad hurriedly pocketed 

the penlight and continued. “I mean…uh…you can’t imagine how embarrassing this is for me.” 
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“Oh?” she asked, letting just the trace of a smile show on her lips. “Well, if there’s anything I can 

do to add to your discomfort, by all means let me know.” 

Catherine appeared to be about ten years the man’s junior. As she backed up to the bar and picked 

up the telephone receiver, she swept one strand of blond hair, that had somehow managed to escape the 

confines of the French braid, away from her pretty oval face. 

“Would a charge of breaking and entering help?” she asked. “How about attempted robbery? 

Would that be embarrassing enough?” 

“Catherine, please? This isn’t what it looks like at all.” Brad held up a hand in an attempt to get 

the girl to delay placing the phone call as he moved a step or two closer to her. His plea seemed to work. 

She recradled the receiver. 

“Oh, I see. You weren’t going to steal anything. You were sneaking in here with your trusty little 

penlight to leave us something? Was that what you were doing, Brad?” 

She crossed to the back and far-side of the love seat, so as to keep a piece of furniture safely 

between her and the intruder. “Tennis isn’t paying all that well these days so you’re moonlighting as one 

of Santa’s little helpers? Is that it? Brad the elf? Sneaking in to leave us a present? Where’s your sack of 

goodies and your jolly, fat boss?” 

Brad simply sighed, rather than responding to the girl’s sarcasm, then again said, “Catherine, 

please?” He purposefully sat on the love seat to show that he meant her no harm. “Let me explain? Please?” 

“Would you like a minute or two to rehearse this or do you just want to try it out cold on me?” 

“I—” 

“Better take a moment and make it good. You’re playing to a very tough house.” She came around 

the end of the love seat to the chair on the French-door side of the room and sat on its arm, still with her 

right hand in the pocket of the sweater. 

“I…I was looking for something,” Brad said. He tried out a little smile of his own. 

“Noooo!” She took the right hand from the cardigan pocket just long enough to slap herself on the 

forehead with her palm. “Well, dummy me. Never in a million years would I have guessed that you were 

looking for something.” She quickly replaced the hand in the pocket. 

“Catherine,” he said with a sigh. 

“Don’t ‘Catherine’ me. I know my own name. Just what was it that you were looking for that was 

so damned important that you had to break in here to find it?” 

“I’ll be perfectly honest with you,” he began, then pausing as the girl rolled her eyes in disbelief, 

he continued. “It was a letter. I was looking for a letter.” 
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“A letter?” Catherine asked, eyebrow raised with a pull-the-other-leg expression on her face. 

“What kind of letter would you be looking for that would warrant breaking in. Why couldn’t you just wait 

until tomorrow and come over and ask for it?” 

“You don’t understand. This is really embarrassing.” Brad rose from the love seat, crossed to the 

bar and stood there, facing away from her and fidgeting with a glassful of swizzle sticks. “I guess there’s 

no good way to put it, so I’ll just say it outright.…Felicia and I were…well…” He turned to look at 

Catherine and effected a pained expression. “We were involved.” 

“You and my stepmother? Involved?” 

“Yes…involved. But it’s over now, Catherine,” he said, crossing halfway to her. “Please believe 

me? It really is. At least it is on my part.” 

As the girl started to rise from her perch on the chair arm, he quickly sat back down on the love 

seat, not wanting to frighten her. When she had resettled herself, he looked contritely into her eyes and 

continued. 

“I know it was stupid to get involved with a married woman. Don’t ask me how it happened. I’m 

not really sure I know. It just happened. Anyway, I wasn’t thinking very clearly at the time and I went 

and…uh…I wrote her a letter, telling her how I felt about her.” 

Catherine got to her feet and crossed to the back of the love seat, again putting a barrier between 

her and Brad. “You wrote Felicia a love letter?” she asked with a disbelieving shake of her head. 

After an acknowledgment nod from Brad, she went on. “How awfully sweet of you. And how 

awfully stupid. So now you want it back?” 

Nodding again, he looked up at her and, with all the sincerity he could muster, said, “That’s right. 

That’s all I was looking for. That letter. I know it was stupid, but like I said, it’s over as far as I’m 

concerned. But I don’t know what Felicia will do. If she were to show that letter to your father…I don’t 

know what would happen. I could lose my job at the club, and he’s influential enough to see to it that no 

other club would hire me.” The desperation rose in his voice. “Tennis is all I know, Catherine. I have to 

get that letter back. I just have to.…That’s all I was doing here tonight. Looking for that letter.” 

From the other side of the love seat, Catherine gazed down at him with admiration in her blue eyes. 

“My God, but you’re good, Brad! I mean it. You are good!” 

“I…I don’t understand.” A look of puzzlement showed on his face. 

“On the spur of the moment, you come up with a story that has just enough of a ring of truth to be 

plausible. And you’re so convincing. You make it sound so believable.” 

“But, Catherine—” 
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She waved away the attempted protest as she crossed to the bar. “And your delivery. A little shaky 

at first, but once you got into the swing of things, you were magnificent. I’d forgotten just how charming 

you could be, Brad. If I didn’t know better, I actually would have believed your little cock-and-bull story. 

I’m ashamed of myself for having to admit that.” 

She shook her head once again, wiped the stray lock of hair out of her eyes, and sat on one of the 

bar stools, crossing her shapely legs. 

“But it’s the truth,” Brad said, standing up. “Honest it is.” 

She snorted another laugh. “The truth? Come off it, Brad. Truth? Hardly.” She laid her head back 

and laughed again. “There are only two words that I can think of that adequately begin to describe what 

you’ve just told me and the first word is ‘horse.’ Pure and unadulterated.” 

“Why won’t you believe me?” he asked, crossing to her. 

Catherine slapped him soundly across the face with her left hand, then pushed him away with her 

foot so that he fell over the arm of the love seat. She stood and crossed to where he half sat and half lay, 

holding the side of his face in bewilderment. 

“Because I was standing outside the damn French doors when Felicia talked you into her little 

scheme to murder my father,” she said, extending her left arm and pointing toward the other side of the 

room. 

After a pause to gather his composure, Brad tried again, although still showing some desperation. 

“But I had to.…Because of the letter. That’s why I was searching. So I could—” 

“Enough, Brad!” she interrupted him. Then, still standing over him, she said, quietly, “Enough! 

There is no letter. There never was any letter. What you were searching the desk for was this!” 

Catherine removed her right hand from the pocket of the cardigan and brandished a nickel-plated 

Smith & Wesson revolver at him. “So you could murder my father with it and then have Felicia and her 

money.” 

Brad, wide-eyed and apprehensive, rolled off the love seat and backed away from Catherine. “Be 

careful with that,” he said, as she continued to wave the .38 caliber revolver around. 

“Be careful?” she asked, stalking him and backing him up toward the side of the room nearest the 

French doors. “What for?” 

Then, in an innocent, little-girl voice, she continued. “I was upstairs studying in my room and I 

heard a noise in the garden. I was frightened. I got the gun from my night stand, came down the stairs, and 

saw someone ransacking the desk. He tried to attack me…and…and I guess I pulled the trigger. I don’t 

know. It was just so terrible.” 
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She smiled at him, then, changing from the innocent voice to a very intimidating one, said, matter-

of-factly, “And the would-be burglar was killed.…You, Brad.” 

He held up a hand in front of him. “Catherine, please?” 

But she continued, again using her little-girl voice. “How tragic.…How sad.…What a terrible 

experience for poor little Catherine to have to go through.” 

Backing up a bit further, he stopped and said, hesitantly and hopefully, “You…you wouldn’t do 

it, Catherine. You couldn’t.” 

“Oh, really?” she asked, tonelessly. 

“Really,” he answered, somewhat braver now that he had collected his wits. “I’m just going to 

walk out of here and we can forget that this ever happened.…O…okay?” He continued backing up toward 

the French doors. 

Crossing around to the back of the love seat, she leveled the revolver at his midsection. “Don’t 

even think about it, Brad. I’m not kidding. Don’t try it.” 

“You couldn’t do it, Catherine. It’s just not your style. If it were your sister, Diana, holding that 

gun, then I’d be worried. But not you, Catherine. Not you. Not sweet little Catherine.” He smiled and 

backed up a few more steps. 

“You know, Brad,” she said, sitting on the back of the love seat, shoulders drooped with the 

revolver resting in her lap. “You’re probably right.” Then she sighed, shook her head, and called out over 

her shoulder in the direction of foyer, “Di?” 

From the darkened hallway to the other wing of the house, the menacing voice of a woman 

answered, “Right here, Cathy.” Then Diana Madison glided, panther-like, into the foyer. 

Unlike her younger sister, no contradiction could be perceived between Diana’s appearance and 

the threatening gaze that she leveled at Brad. A tall, slender, serious-looking woman in her thirties with 

waist-length, jet-black hair, she wore a black off-the-shoulder jump suit and black boots. 

As Brad’s face registered the fear that he felt in his heart, she smiled maliciously and purred in a 

throaty voice, “Hello, Brad, darling.” Then she winked at him, crossed to her sister, and held out her hand. 

“If that son of a bitch so much as breathes, shoot him,” Catherine said, handing the revolver to 

Diana. She then crossed back to the bar and took up a perch on one of the stools to watch the older girl at 

work. 

“With pleasure,” Diana said, then, directing her attention to Brad, she slowly moved closer to him, 

rotating the gun in a slow circle. “I believe you were saying something about being worried if I held the 

gun?” 
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“Come on, now, Diana. Enough is enough. Be careful with that thing. It could go off accidentally.” 

“Oh, I never do anything accidentally, Brad. You of all people should know that. If…although I 

suppose I really should say when it goes off, it’ll be on purpose, darling. Now just be a good little boy and 

back up to the desk.” 

She motioned with the revolver and, as Brad complied, she gave him a further warning. “Slowly, 

slowly, darling. As they say on TV, ‘No sudden moves.’” 

Brad slowed his pace and when he reached the desk chair, Diana had him stop. “That’s far enough, 

darling. Right there will do fine.” Then, turning her head ever so slightly toward the bar, she asked, “What 

do we do with him, now, Cath?” 

“Just hold him there. I’ll call the police and tell them we caught a prowler. He and Felicia can 

decide if they want to stick with the love-letter story or talk about conspiracy to murder.” 

“Aw, come on, Cathy,” Diana whined, letting her smile sink into a pout. “I thought we were going 

to shoot him.” 

“I think calling the police will suffice,” Catherine said, as she picked up the telephone receiver. 

“But you said we would, Cathy.…Remember how humiliated you were when he dumped you for 

me?” 

At the bar, Catherine hesitated. Then she looked over at her sister and Brad, narrowed her eyes, 

and hung up the phone. 

“Call the police, Catherine,” Brad begged. “Go ahead and call them. I’ll tell them anything you 

want. I promise! Please, just make the call?” 

“You’ll tell them about you and Felicia planning to murder our father?” Catherine asked. 

“Yes! Yes! I’ll tell them everything. Anything. Anything you say.” 

“He used you, Cathy,” Diana said. “And after he had his fun, he tossed you away. Wise up! When 

the police get here, he’ll just deny everything and then what have we got? Breaking and entering? Big 

deal! You’re the law student, think about it. With no record, all he’ll get is probation. We said we were 

going to shoot him, now let’s do it.” 

Brad picked up a piece of stationery from the desktop and waved it at Catherine. “I’ll write it all 

out for you. The whole thing. Please, don’t let her do it, Catherine? If I write it out, I can’t deny it 

afterwards. Please, Catherine? Please?” 

Catherine sighed. “Make it quick, before I change my mind.” 
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Bending over the desk, Brad picked up a pen and wrote frantically on the piece of paper while 

Diana and Catherine both watched. When he finished, he set the pen down and turned toward Diana, 

holding out the sheet of paper to her. “There! Now put the gun down, Di! Please?!” 

Diana took two steps forward, plucked the paper from his hand, and backed up again out of his 

reach, all the while still pointing the revolver at his midsection. 

“Did he sign it?” Catherine asked. 

“Yep. It looks fine to me, Cathy. What now?” 

“What do you mean, ‘What now?’” A sneer formed on Catherine’s lips. “Shoot the son of a bitch.” 

“Catherine?” Brad screamed and, as Diana pulled back on the revolver’s trigger, he fell back over 

the desk chair and onto the floor where he lay motionless. 

The entire room erupted with laughter. Heather Larrabee, sitting on the bar stool, put her head 

down in her arms on top of the bar and cackled. Fionnuala Blackstone, still holding on to the revolver, 

collapsed over the back of the overstuffed chair in hysterics. And, from the auditorium section of the 

theater, Beverly White and some of the other members of Mountain Gap Repertory Theatre howled. 

Jim Culpepper rose to a sitting position beside the desk, a sheepish look on his face. “Shit! I’m 

sorry. I did it again.” 

As the house lights went up, another voice from the auditorium boomed out, “For the sake of a 

little realism, it’s gunshot first, then fall.” 

A man, dressed in blue chinos and a blue-and-black plaid wool shirt ambled down the center aisle 

toward the stage, showing just a slight trace of a limp in his gate. “Gunshot, then fall. Okay, Jimbo?” 

“Sorry, Chief,” Jim replied, slightly embarrassed, as he got to his feet and brushed off his trousers. 

He muttered another apology toward his two fellow thespians on the stage, then said to the director, “It 

was going so well. Where do you want to back up to?” 

Ed McAvoy, the man in the plaid shirt who was the director of the play Match Point, looked at the 

stainless steel Seiko on his left wrist. The liquid crystals read 9:15 P.M. Only fifteen minutes of the two-

and-a-half-hour rehearsal remained. 

“Let’s call it a night,” he said. “We’ll pick it up from Diana’s entrance on Monday, then go on to 

the run-through of Act Two, Scene Two. It’s looking good, though,” then added, “as long as no one 

anticipates the gunshot.” 

There was more laughter at Jim’s expense, but the young man took it in stride. He had had, and 

would have again, a chance to laugh at the others. Such was the case in community theater. 
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Fee handed the .38 caliber revolver to Heather. While the blond girl proceeded to unload the blank 

cartridges from the five cylinders and replace them with live bullets from a little brown wooden box on 

top of the bar, Fee helped Jim straighten up the set. 

“Chief?” Heather asked, still reloading the revolver. “Is this outfit okay?” 

She did not address Ed McAvoy as ‘Chief’ simply because of his position as the director or as a 

substitute for ‘boss.’ He was, in fact, a chief—the Chief of Police for the Village of Peekamoose Heights, 

in New York’s Catskills. 

“Looks fine,” he replied. It had been a while since he had seen the attractive young girl in a skirt 

or dress. Now that he thought about it, the previous time had been another Mountain Gap Rep production. 

“What about my hair?” she asked. “Do you want it down?” Heather most always wore her hair in 

a French braid. Being a member of the police department herself, she found that the Smokey Bear-style 

trooper’s hat that the officers wore fit better with that particular hairdo. When off-duty, she sometimes 

captured her blond tresses in a ponytail, but rarely did she wear it down over her shoulders, ladylike. 

“No, I think that’ll do as is. Fee’ll be wearing hers down, and Peggy’s is short. This will be a good 

contrast.” 

He looked over to where Fee Blackstone sat at the desk, braiding her waist-length, raven-black 

hair and pinning it up into a bun. “Nice outfit, Fee. Is that what you’re going to wear?” 

“If it’s all right with you,” she replied through a mouthful of hair pins. 

“Jim? What about you?” McAvoy asked. “And I hope it isn’t going to be what you’ve got on 

because you completely disappeared into the darkness of the stage.” 

Jim had taken off his lightweight jacket and was in the process of doing up the knot on his black 

tie. His blue shirt, sporting sergeants’ stripes on the sleeves, and the blue slacks were parts of his police 

uniform. Sergeant Jim Culpepper was McAvoy’s second in command and the unofficial Assistant Chief 

of Police for the village. 

“Brad’s supposed to be coming straight from the racquet club in this scene,” he answered. “I 

thought I’d wear white tennis shorts, a yellow Polo shirt, and drape a white, preppy sweater across my 

shoulders with the sleeves tied in front.” 

“Good thought,” McAvoy said. 

A voice from the light booth at the rear of the theater interrupted them. “Not white, Jim. They’ll 

glare for sure. Pick some other color and wear the outfit on Monday.” Andy MacPherson continued. “I 

need to see how everything is going to look under the stage lights.” 

“Will do, Andy,” Jim shouted up to him. 
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“If anyone’s going over to the pub,” McAvoy said, “the first pitcher’s on me.” He looked around 

to see how many takers he had. 

“Thanks, Chief,” Heather replied, placing the now-reloaded Model 37 Chiefs Special Airweight 

revolver into a clip-on holster and handing it to him. “But my watch starts in about two hours and I need 

to shower and change.” 

Partnered with Barry Fields in the current schedule, Heather worked the 11:30 P.M. to 8:00 A.M. 

night watch. 

“Not me,” Jim said dejectedly, thinking of how good a beer would taste after being on stage under 

the lights for over two hours. “I’m on duty now.” 

Jim, teamed with the rookie, Larry Parker, worked the relief watch. Being the first week of the 

sixty-four-day rotation schedule, they filled in on the afternoon watch on Wednesday and Thursday to 

cover Don Ralston’s and Jerry Springer’s days off. As a member of McAvoy’s cast, though, he 

automatically received a special dispensation to attend the rehearsals, but he didn’t like leaving Larry on 

duty by himself any longer than necessary. 

“Fee? Bev, Peggy, Andy?” McAvoy asked. “How about you?” 

“The Rangers-Blackhawks game is on TV tonight,” Fee answered. “I dropped Dad off there on 

my way over here. Since I have to go by and pick him up anyway, I might as well stop in for a little while.” 

She finished with her hair and secured it in a little, yellow lace covering. 

“Good. I’ll ride with you, then,” McAvoy said, clipping the holstered revolver to his belt above 

the left hip, butt pointing forward in the crossdraw position. “My Jeep’s over at Donovan’s for service.” 

He had ridden over to the theater with Jim Culpepper in Jim’s permanently assigned police 

vehicle—one of the perks that went with the sergeant’s stripes. He would take one of the four unassigned 

Jeeps home with him again tonight, but riding with Fee would save Jim from having to drop him off. 

Fee, a part-time herbalist and a full-time librarian at the Olive Free Library on State Route #28A, 

was, when offstage, rather quiet and reserved. The same could not be said of her father, to whom she had 

referred. 

Patrick Blackstone, a retired magician, had performed under the name of The Renowned 

Blackstone, and owned a magicians’ supply house called Gandalf’s Cave. A fat, jolly, exuberant man with 

a long white beard, he loved to laugh and joke about. Sometimes it seemed as though Fee felt embarrassed 

by his antics. 
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“Ever know any theater people to turn down free beer?” Beverly White asked, in response to 

McAvoy’s query about going to the pub. “A pitcher of Big Indian would go down real good right about 

now.” 

Bev, an English teacher at the Onteora Junior and Senior High School and the managing director 

of Mountain Gap Rep stood with Peggy MacPherson. Both women had their coats on, waiting to go. A 

big sturdy woman at five-ten and a hundred-seventy-five pounds, Bev dwarfed the average-sized Peggy. 

Peggy owned Peggy’s Posy Patch, the local flower shop in town. Her husband, Andy, an 

independent insurance agent, had his office right next door to the shop—convenient for Peggy to answer 

the phone when he was out with customers. 

Playing the part of the wicked stepmother, Felicia Madison, in the Match Point production, Peggy 

had not been in the scene being rehearsed that evening. She had stopped by, though, to watch her fellow 

cast members since Andy, who ran lights and sound, had to be there anyway to practice the lighting cues. 

As McAvoy, Bev, Jim, and Peggy talked in the lobby, Andy went about his chores, shutting down 

the light board, turning out the work lights over the stage, and unplugging the birdbath fountain. 

Both Heather and Fee had retreated to the dressing room to change into outfits more fitting for the 

weather than those they wore on stage. Heather opted for faded bluejeans and a gray SUNY sweatshirt 

under her blue, fleece-lined trooper’s jacket. The more conservative Fee donned black tweed trousers, a 

white blouse that had black stripes with a ruffle front, and topped it off with a black vest. 

As she and Heather joined the others, McAvoy took Fee’s black, hooded wool cape from the coat 

rack and helped her into it. Jim also made a trade with the coat rack, leaving his lightweight windbreaker 

in exchange for his heavy trooper’s jacket. 

When everyone had assembled by the Church Street main entrance, Andy shut off the house lights 

and set the lock on the door. All seven of them left the building together to brave the near-blizzard 

conditions in the parking lot on the Gardenier Avenue side of the theater. 

While Fee got the engine and heater going, McAvoy scraped the refrozen ice and snow from the 

windshield of Patrick Blackstone’s mint-condition 1987 metallic-brown Buick Skyhawk. 

The roar of a diesel engine caused the chief to raise his head out of the collar of his red parka and 

glance down Church Street, past St. Mary’s-in-the-Hills Episcopal Church, toward Irving Boulevard. 

The Peekamoose Heights singular snowplow made its slow trek back toward the Ashokan Pass. 

This cycle, on the main road from the pass to the entrance of The Poplars, a private hospital in the village, 

would be repeated as many times as necessary until the snow let up. Only then would Gardenier, Van 
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Brummel, and Doolittle Avenues, along with the other streets in the downtown section of the village, be 

tended to. 

A gust of icy wind blew snow down the back of his neck, and McAvoy again withdrew his head, 

turtle-like, into the collar of the parka. As he pulled the red-and-white striped ski cap further down over 

his ears, he felt a slight twinge of sorrow for Dwight Deavers, the snowplow operator, for having to be 

out on such a bitterly cold night. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

THURSDAY - LATE EVENING 

 

The best description for The Plough & Whistle Pub would be ‘cheery.’ If one thought about it for 

an extended period of time, perhaps a better one would come to mind, but ‘cheery’ was the word most 

often used—especially on snowy winter nights. 

On this particular snowy Thursday night in December, half of a tree trunk burned brightly in a 

massive stone fireplace, popping and crackling and giving off a cheery, red-orange glow. 

At the other end of the pub, four middle-aged men laughed and joked while they played darts. The 

loser would get the pleasure of being able to grumble about paying their combined dinner and bar. Two 

couples and one threesome, at different tables, finished up late evening snacks as they watched a sporting 

event on the big-screen TV. A girl in her early twenties and an older couple stood at the bar, alternating 

their attention from the dart game to the TV to their own conversation. 

Behind the bar, a middle-aged woman, dressed in form-fitting, stone-washed jeans and a 

periwinkle-blue, long-sleeved turtleneck sweater, poured a pitcher of Hudson Lager for the dart players. 

At just under the five-foot mark, she weighed in at less than one-hundred pounds, all of it proportioned 

exceptionally well. Her size and shape, combined with an attractive, pixyish face, made her appear much 

younger than her actual age. 

The scene was typical of a cheery English pub. However, the big-screen TV in the corner showing 

the sporting event of the night, belied the fact that this typical cheery English pub did not reside somewhere 

in the British Isles. Certainly the English have big-screen TVs, but theirs are usually tuned to soccer 

matches, not hockey games. The TV in this pub on this particular December night showed the Chicago 

Blackhawks mauling the hapless New York Rangers. 

*     *     * 
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The Plough & Whistle had, for about as long as any of the local residents of 

Peekamoose Heights could remember, been Miller’s General Store. Old Bob and Jeannette 

Miller built the store just after World War II when they were young Bob and Jeannette 

Miller. The upper level of the two-story building served as the Millers’ living quarters. 

Even then, the little village of Peekamoose Heights, tucked into the saddle where 

the Catskills’ Slide Mountain, Wildcat Mountain, and Hemlock Mountain all came 

together, had started to do a bit of tourist business. The nearby ski centers drew in the 

winter people, and the equally-nearby Ashokan Reservoir and the myriad of trout streams 

in the area attracted the spring and summer folk. 

With an increased mobility after the war, more and more people looking for peace 

and quiet fled the crowded cities. People of means out of Manhattan, a little over one-

hundred miles to the south, found Peekamoose Heights to be a most delightful location. 

Consequently, the village began to grow and flourish, with second homes and, in many 

cases, second mansions built on the slopes of the surrounding Catskill Mountains. 

For the Peekamoose Heights locals, the flight to the mountains of these well-to-do 

part-timers was a Godsend. Since the part-timers had their primary residences elsewhere, 

making them ineligible to vote in village elections, it was taxation without representation 

at its finest. Local residents maintained control over their village government, and part-

timers footed the bills through their substantial property taxes. 

Over the ensuing years, as the population of the village continued to grow, so, too, 

did the need for services, both municipal and commercial. The opening of a strip-mall on 

the Western edge of the downtown main drag marked the end of prosperity for Miller’s 

General Store, located in the center of town. Both the new IGA grocery and Ace hardware 

stores offered their goods at reasonable prices. 

The Millers certainly wouldn’t starve. In fact, they were set quite well indeed. For 

all those years they had cheerfully smiled at each customer and said, “You come again, 

now,” after charging almost one-and-a-half times what each item would cost if those 

customers had had the desire to drive the ten miles or so over the mountain and into 

Boiceville. 

So it was with tears of joy rather than regret, that the Millers unloaded the general 

store on Roscoe Jarvis and his sister, Stephanie Henderson, and bought a condo on the 

Gulf Coast of Florida. After throwing themselves a big going-away party, for which the 
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whole village turned out, Bob and Jeannette handed the keys to Roscoe and Stephanie and 

headed for the Sunshine State, their substantial bank account bulging at the seams. 

*     *     * 

Because Roscoe Jarvis had always been short, with a round body, round head, and 

little ears, everyone had always called him ‘Porky.’ Not knowing what he wanted to do 

with his life, Porky had enlisted in the Air Force right out of high school. After basic 

training, he had been assigned as a motor-pool mechanic to the 3rd Air Force Tactical 

Fighter Wing at the Upper Heyford NATO base near Ardley and Steeple Aston, in 

Oxfordshire, England. 

Porky knew less about motors than he did about what he wanted to do with his life. 

As a high-school student in Albany he had not owned a car, although he had taken a 

driver’s education course one summer and had obtained a license. Porky’s father had 

passed away when the boy was in the seventh grade and, since his mother didn’t drive, 

there wasn’t even a family car for him to borrow. Mrs. Jarvis, a school teacher, and her 

two children, Roscoe and his younger sister, Stephanie, rode the city busses to get where 

they needed to go. 

So in typical governmental fashion, there was Porky Jarvis in the Thames and 

Chilterns region of England as a motor-pool mechanic. But Fate smiled on the fat airman 

with the round head and little ears, and sent a microbe to change his future. 

Whenever extra help was needed in the mess hall, Porky found himself pulling KP 

duty. After all, his mechanical expertise made him one of the more expendable people in 

the motor pool. One particular winter day, the kitchen required quite a bit of extra help 

since more than a quarter of the base personnel had been bit by the flu bug. 

On that day, the chief cook Master Sergeant Warren Crawford—called ‘Cookie,’ 

naturally, by the officers but ‘The Sarge,’ fearfully, by the enlisted personnel—stormed into 

the back room of the kitchen where Porky and an assortment of other oddballs and misfits 

scoured the cooking utensils. 

“Which one of you assholes has even a rudimentary knowledge of cooking?” he 

bellowed. 

Porky’s companions, not knowing the meaning of the word ‘rudimentary’ and 

thinking it to be, perhaps, an odd English vegetable, kept their eyes glued to their soapy 

pans. However, since Porky’s mother had made both him and Stephanie do their share of 
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the household chores, including the cooking, he tentatively raised one foamy paw and 

stammered, “I kn…kn…know how t…t…to cook.” And quickly followed up with, 

“S…s…sarge.” 

“Rinse that shit off your hands and haul your fat ass in here on the double,” 

Sergeant Crawford growled as he wheeled back through the swinging door to where the 

ranges and ovens were housed. 

Porky rinsed and hauled, and that night after everyone had been fed, The Sarge 

hand-carried Porky’s transfer papers through the system. All the officers signed without 

asking any questions. The Army is not the only branch of the service that travels on its 

stomach. What Cookie wanted, Cookie got. And Cookie wanted Porky. 

Porky exhibited a genuine talent for cooking, and not just the ordinary mess-hall 

slop, but real cooking. In no time at all the officers’ wardroom had a new chef. After a 

series of promotions and re-enlistments in the ensuing years and the retirement of Master 

Sergeant Warren Crawford, only the officers referred to the fat sergeant with the round 

head and little ears as ‘Porky.’ To the enlisted personnel, he was ‘The Sarge.’ 

After thirty years as an Air Force cook on the same base in England, Porky had 

become quite an Anglophile. While in civilian clothes, he dressed in British tweeds, wore 

a bowler, and carried a large black brolly. He even adopted some of the British speech 

mannerisms, like starting sentences with, ‘I say there,’ and calling people, ‘old chaps’ and 

‘my dear boy.’ 

Actually, Porky was not so much of an Anglophile as he was an English-pub-ophile 

and spent most of his non-working hours and leave time visiting pubs around the country. 

He loved English pubs—their looks, their smell, their cheery atmosphere, their beer and, 

especially, their food. So, not surprisingly, when the time came, Master Sergeant Roscoe 

Jarvis took his thirty-year Air force pension and looked for a place to open an English pub. 

Coincidentally, at about the same time Porky was mustering out of the service, his 

sister, Stephanie—or Stevie, as everyone had always called her—was mustering out of a 

sixteen-year-old marriage. Actually, Stevie’s husband did most of the mustering out, 

having gone AWOL with a twenty-two-year-old bimbette with a first name of ‘MacKenzie’ 

from his office. 

Not wanting to worry about the timeliness of the monthly alimony checks, Stevie 

had opted for a lump-sum divorce settlement. There had been no custody battle for their 
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young son, Danny. Instant motherhood had not been at the top of MacKenzie’s priority list. 

Consequently, there the middle-aged Stevie found herself looking for a new start in life for 

both her and Danny—especially for Danny, somewhere away from the big city with its 

crime and its drugs. 

Both Porky and Stevie had fond memories of the vacations they used to spend near 

the town of Mt. Tremper. Their mom, an aunt, and two dimwitted cousins would rent cabins 

each summer on the Esopus Creek, and Porky and Stevie would have three weeks of sun, 

swimming, tubing, and fishing in the peace and quiet of the Catskills. 

Both remembered the Catskills lovingly. Both sought a new start in life. And both 

had a substantial bundle of cash. One look at Miller’s General Store in the village of 

Peekamoose Heights and those happy memories came flooding back. 

Over and above the purchase price, about eighty-thousand dollars’ worth of 

renovations needed to be made. They converted the lower level of the store into the finest 

English pub this side of the Atlantic. The upper level, they subdivided into two separate 

apartments—two rooms and a bath for Porky and three rooms and two baths for Stevie 

and Danny. With a downstairs kitchen full of state-of-the-art commercial appliances, 

neither apartment needed one of its own. 

The time that Porky, Stevie, and Danny had lived in Peekamoose Heights had been 

the happiest years of their lives. They were finally somewhere they could confidently call 

home. 

*     *     * 

“Two Moroccan Game Hens and one Stuffed Flank Steak,” Porky Jarvis called out as he entered 

behind the bar from the doorway to the kitchen, carrying three steaming plates and a basket of rolls on a 

large wooden tray. Now in late middle age, with a head as bald as a cue-ball and with a much-rounder 

body than ever—in addition to still being short and having little ears—his nickname had become even 

more apropos. 

The trio at the bar turned to him with a mixture of ‘umms’ and ‘ahhs.’ 

“Smells delicious, Porky,” the youngest member of the threesome observed as she leaned her 

elbows on the upper brass rail of the bar, cradled her face in her hands, and deeply inhaled the aroma of 

the food. Batting her eyelashes at the portly bartender, she said, “Are you sure you won’t consider 

marrying me?” 
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“Linda, if I were fifteen years younger and you fifteen years older, I might be tempted to give it a 

go. Alas, the way it is now with us, you’d have me in my grave in less than a fortnight.” 

Porky chuckled as he set the tray on the bar and winked at the girl. “Besides,” he said, in a stage 

whisper loud enough to be heard by everyone in their immediate vicinity, “what would the in-laws think, 

hmm?” Porky motioned with his head toward the older couple, chuckled again, then busied himself 

polishing glasses and mugs that had just come out of the dishwasher. As he set the glassware back under 

the bar he kept one eye on the tables to make sure that none of his patrons were being neglected. 

The man leaning with his back against the upper bar rail, watching the televised hockey game, 

looked thoughtfully at the wooden-beamed ceiling for a moment and stroked his chin. Then he nudged 

the woman at his side. “Exactly what would we think, Diane? To tell the truth, if we got to eat like this all 

the time, I’d sure consider trading our Ralphie for Porky. What do you say?” 

“What about blood being thicker than water, Donovan?” the woman asked, raising her hand to her 

mouth in mock shock. “You’re talking about our very own flesh and blood.” 

“I know, but Porky’s gravy is so much thicker than blood. Ahh, well, let’s mull it over during 

dinner.” 

Bill Donovan picked up the tray and headed toward one of the empty tables, calling back over his 

shoulder, “Bring my beer, will you?” 

“I guess we’ll let you know later, then, Stevie,” Diane said to the barmaid as she picked up her 

husband’s mug of Big Indian Porter, “whether we get Porky for our son and you get Ralphie for your 

brother.” She and Linda followed Bill to a table next to Sam and Emily Douglas, the local antique dealers. 

“You’d better be willing to throw in a first-round draft choice, as well,” Stevie called out after 

them as she carried the Hudson Lager over to the dart players. Setting the pitcher down on the table next 

to its recently-emptied twin, she asked the four men, “You guys want to settle up now or later?” 

“Martin, did you hear Stevie?” Benjamin Krider, the best dressed member of the foursome, asked 

the player wearing an Ulster County Sheriff’s uniform. “You want to pay her now or later?” 

“Your medical ass, Doc!” Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett shot back as he took aim at the target. 

“Just sit tight, honey,” McAvoy said to the barmaid. “Deputy Dawg, here, is about to lose this little 

game of eye-hand coordination.” 

Stevie sidled up to McAvoy and he playfully tousled her short brown hair. Her brown eyes flashed 

for an instant, then she retaliated by poking him in the stomach—a stomach just beginning to overlap his 

belt. They both smiled as each put an arm around the other. 
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“Your constabulary ass, Chief!” the deputy replied, still taking aim as if the championship of the 

entire Western World hinged on his toss. 

“You see, Stevie,” the final member of the group explained, “You know that Martin is going to 

lose. I know that Martin is going to lose. Ben and Ed know that Martin is going to lose. In fact, everyone 

in this room knows that Martin is going to lose. We just have to be patient for another few seconds until 

Martin finds it out for himself.” He shrugged his shoulders and leaned back in his chair.  

“Your blessed behind, Reverend!” Martin said, as he sailed the dart into the wall to the right of the 

target. 

Laughter erupted from some of the other patrons in the pub. Stevie moved away from the chief, 

tucked the bar tab into the pocket of the deputy’s black shirt, and gave his blue-gray tie a gentle tug. Then 

she collected the empty pitcher from the table on her way back to the bar. 

“Jeez—” the deputy began, but was quickly interrupted by the priest. 

“No, no, Martin,” Fr. John Desmond admonished him good-naturedly. “The time to pray is before 

you throw the dart. You can’t really expect the good Lord to take it out of the wall after you’ve made your 

toss and place it in the bull’s-eye for you.” 

Another round of prolonged laughter issued forth from the patrons who had been watching the dart 

game rather than the TV. Consequently, the doctor’s final toss to beat Martin and win the game was all 

but obscured by the carrying-on in the pub. 

The Thursday-night dart game had become a ritual at The Plough & Whistle for the four men. So, 

too, had the loss by Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett. He had hoped this night would be different, but then, 

he hoped every Thursday night would be. They seldom were. Of the three games played on this night, 

Martin had only won a total of two legs—one less than McAvoy, who had exhibited exceptionally bad 

luck. Martin’s final throw had been an attempt to tie McAvoy at three legs apiece and at least force the 

chief to split the tab with him, but it was not to be. 

Martin, who lived in the town of Woodstock, had the farthest to come for the Thursday night ritual. 

The other two men, like McAvoy, lived and worked in Peekamoose Heights. Dr. Benjamin Krider had 

come directly from nightly rounds at The Poplars, a private hospital and rehabilitation center in the village. 

Fr. John Desmond, Rector of St. Mary’s-in-the-Hills Episcopal Church, had driven over after Evening 

Vespers. Martin didn’t mind the distance, though. He thought it much better to drive twenty miles and 

lose a game of darts to friends than to sit home alone. 
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“I say, old chap?” Porky inquired from behind the bar. “You wouldn’t care to go double or nothing 

for that tab, would you, now?” Porky had the most innocent of cherub looks when he set out to hustle 

someone at darts. 

A chorus of ‘oh-hos’ spewed out and the hockey game became all but forgotten as most everyone’s 

attention now turned toward the dart players. 

Martin looked over at Porky, removed the tab from his shirt pocket and pondered it for a moment 

or two, then looked over at Porky again. “Since this is your dart board and you get a hell of lot more 

practice than me, I ought to get three darts to your one.” 

Porky raised one eyebrow. “Oh, my! Aren’t we sporting tonight.” 

“Well, at least two darts to your one, then,” Martin whined. 

Porky sighed, shrugged his shoulders, and gave the room one of his patented ‘what’s-a-poor-

pubkeeper-to-do’ looks, then dejectedly nodded his round, bald head at the deputy. “If winning really 

means that much to you, Martin, go ahead and take advantage of me.” 

Martin Bassett had already cleared the board of the darts from the other members of his foursome 

and struggled to extricate his own errant missile from the wall. “Winning means everything, Porky. 

There’s no such thing, in my book, as second place. If you don’t come in first, you’re a loser.” He strutted 

back to the throwing line as everyone in the room now stopped what they were doing to watch the contest. 

McAvoy guffawed. “Stevie, better bring Deputy Dawg, here, some syrup for those words. It’ll 

make them a little tastier when this is all over.” 

“Your ass, Chief,” Martin growled. 

“Don’t rile him, Ed,” Porky cautioned as he removed a time-worn little black leather case from 

beneath the bar. “He’ll blame you when he loses.” 

“Lose?” Deputy Bassett sputtered. “Just let me—” 

“And, Martin, my dear boy,” Porky interrupted, “since I am giving you a one-dart advantage, let 

me explain the rules. First, would one of you chaps kindly turn the board around?” 

John Desmond complied with the request, turning the board so that the side with concentric circles, 

numbered one through ten from the outside in, showed. 

“Secondly,” Porky continued, “if my dart hits the bull’s-eye, I win regardless of your total score. 

I just thought I’d clarify that detail so you don’t mistake my generosity for stupidity. And thirdly,”—he 

raised a hand to stifle a protest from the deputy—“the darts have to stick in order to be counted. Make 

sure the two you choose, Martin, have sharp points. I don’t want to hear any whining about how you would 

have won if the darts hadn’t been so dull.” 
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Patrick Blackstone, sitting on the far side of the room, sniggered. A quick scowl from Martin and 

a slap on Patrick’s arm from Fee suppressed it before it could catch on with the other patrons. 

The deputy looked back at Porky. “Whining?” His ears were beginning to turn red as he tried, 

without much success, to maintain his cool. However, he did retain enough presence of mind to heed the 

advice and inspect the points of the four darts in his hand, setting two of them aside on the table. “Here’s 

whining for you, Porko!” He quickly took aim and hurled his first dart. It made a ‘thunk’ sound in the 

dark-paneled wall just below the target. 

There was no solitary snigger this time. The entire assembly joined Patrick Blackstone in an 

explosion of laughter. 

Martin Bassett glared at McAvoy, who choked back a howl and stood gazing innocently at the 

beams in the ceiling, not saying a word. 

Out of the deputy’s line of sight, Porky, trying his level best to stifle a chortle of his own, motioned 

for everyone to be quiet. 

The laughter died down and Martin took aim again, this time with much more care, then sailed the 

dart smartly into the number ten ring on the board. 

A mixture of whistles, ‘wows,’ ‘oohs,’ and ‘ohs’ from the room accompanied Martin’s little 

victory dance. 

While the deputy’s celebration took place, Porky Jarvis folded a dish towel into a square and set 

the towel on a small wooden tray. He then removed one of the three gleaming tungsten/nickel tournament-

quality darts from the black leather case, attached a chromolux flight to it, and placed the projectile on top 

of the towel. As the room quieted, Porky confidently waddled from behind the bar to the red OCHE line, 

or toe-line, painted on the floor seven feet, nine-and-a-quarter inches in front of the dart board. He flexed 

and massaged the fingers of his right hand as he walked. 

Stevie, who could not count the number of times she had seen this particular vignette played out, 

picked up the tray and ceremoniously carried it across the room, extending it toward her brother with a 

deep curtsy. 

Rarely winning at anything, Martin Bassett, with the taste of victory already in his mouth, let his 

impatience show. “You gonna screw around or you gonna throw that thing for second place?” He 

snickered at his own wit. 

Porky’s eyes sparkled as he returned the smile. “Someone once said to me, Martin—and for the 

life of me, I can’t recall just who it was—anyway, this chap said: ‘There is no such thing as second place. 

If you don’t come in first, you’re a loser.’” Porky drew out the word ‘loser,’ then, in one fluid motion, 
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without so much as a glance at the target, neatly plucked the missile from the tray and launched it toward 

its mark. 

He had already turned around and taken one step back toward the bar when the gasps of 

astonishment from the room confirmed the outcome that he had known would result. One does not become 

an English-Pub-ophile without also becoming proficient at the game of darts. 

Amid the cheers and the chorus of hoots, ‘Way to go, Porkys’, and ‘How does he do thats’ of the 

locals, Sergeant Martin Bassett, Deputy Sheriff of Ulster County in the state of New York, stood staring 

open-mouthed at the gleaming tungsten/nickel dart lodged firmly in the center of the bull’s-eye. 

Dr. Ben Krider, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes, rose from his chair and crossed over to the 

deputy. “I think that’s for you, Sergeant.” Ben turned him by the shoulder to where Stevie, still in her deep 

curtsy position, stood with the tray extended toward Martin. 

“Well, shit,” Martin growled as he pulled the dinner-and-bar tab from his shirt pocket and 

deposited it, along with some bills dug out of his pants pocket, onto the tray. 

The barmaid didn’t move. 

“Go ahead and count it, Stevie. It’s double,” he said. When she still didn’t move, a perplexed 

Martin Bassett looked around the room. “What?” 

Everyone who had seen this little playlet before sat quietly smirking. 

“I say, Martin.” All heads turned toward the bar. Although he had been facing away from the 

foursome and tidying up the bottle display, Porky had been closely watching the proceedings through the 

gold-veined mirror behind the bar, awaiting his cue. He remained with his back to the deputy and spoke 

to Martin’s reflection. “The double part of our little double-or-nothing wager extends to Stevie’s tip as 

well. Be a good chap and pay up, now, hmm?” 

Laughter again erupted from the audience to this little lesson in humility, again led by The 

Renowned Blackstone. 

Knowing full well that he had, in fact, been had, Martin sighed, shook his head in disgust with 

himself, dug a few more bills out of his pants pocket, tossed them onto the tray, and mumbled, “Shit!” 

Everyone in the pub applauded. Stevie gave the deputy a peck on the cheek, bounced back to the 

bar, hugged her brother, then proceeded to make her rounds of the patrons at the other tables who had 

been temporarily neglected. 

John Desmond picked up the pitcher of Hudson Lager and poured four mugs. “Come on, Martin, 

let’s have a drink on you.” 
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“Yeah,” Ben Krider agreed, raising one of the mugs and taking a sip from it. “This is about the 

most delicious beer I’ve had all week. Although, Martin, yours may taste a little salty from all those tears.” 

He chuckled and took another sip. 

“Your ass, Doc,” Martin growled, but this time his bark was completely devoid of any bite. He sat, 

picked up a mug of beer, toasted Porky’s reflection in the mirror, shook his head again, and drank deeply. 

Porky smiled into the mirror and, as he looked at the reflection of the patrons, his gaze zeroed in 

on Fee Blackstone and Peggy MacPherson, sitting at adjacent tables. He nodded to himself, opened the 

small refrigerator/freezer under the bar, and took out the necessary ingredients for a Hummer. 

After pouring the blended concoction into small brandy snifters, he waddled over to the two 

women and offered them the drinks, saying, “For my darling wife and lovely daughter.” 

Porky, the fifth member of the Match Point cast, played Edward Madison, husband to Peggy’s 

‘Felicia’ and father to Fee’s ‘Diana.’ 

Both women effusively thanked him while Patrick Blackstone silently and subtly looked on, under, 

and around the tray. 

Andy MacPherson, much-less subtly, asked outright, “Where’s ours?” 

“Family only, dear chaps,” Porky answered. “At least for the freebies.” 

Although Porky loved to be on stage, his responsibilities at The Plough & Whistle rarely afforded 

him the opportunity. He had taken the role of Edward Madison only because it was a relatively small one 

which meant that he didn’t have to attend all the scheduled rehearsals. The only major part he had ever 

accepted was that of Colonel Pickering in My Fair Lady two summers ago. For two weeks prior to the 

production and during the week between the two weekend show dates, Plough & Whistle patrons had to 

subsist on buffet fare rather than cooked-to-order meals. 

“How did rehearsal go tonight?” Porky asked his fellow cast members. 

“Jim anticipated the gunshot again,” Peggy told him, giggling as she picked up her Hummer. 

“Good Lord, not again?” Porky shook his head in astonishment. 

“Fell right off the chair as soon as I started to squeeze the trigger,” Fee added, smiling as the scene 

replayed itself in her mind. “When we run through it again on Monday I’m going to fire the gun as he’s 

saying his line rather than waiting until he’s finished with it. Maybe I can take him by surprise. By the 

way, you can show up a little late for the final scene. We’re going to run the end of Act Two, Scene One 

first.” 

“Oh, I’ll be there on time,” Porky said with a chuckle, as he headed back toward the bar. “I 

wouldn’t miss that for anything.” 
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Having just poured another mug of free beer, courtesy of Martin Bassett, McAvoy looked around 

the room. Spotting Bill and Diane Donovan and their daughter-in-law, Linda, who were just finishing up 

their dinners, the chief called over, “Hey, Bill! What’s the chances of me seeing my Jeep anytime soon?” 

*     *     * 

The Donovans owned the Shell gas station in town—one of three gas stations in 

Peekamoose Heights, but the only one with repair facilities. Two other stations on opposite 

ends of the downtown main drag, a Quick Stop and a 7-Eleven, sold only gas and snacks. 

Bill and his son, Ralph, were both excellent mechanics. Bill’s expertise was mostly 

self-taught, while Ralph received his skills via the vocational school system, and gained 

certification in about every available specialty. The Shell station was a lucrative business. 

The part-timers and locals alike, distrustful of dealerships for anything but warranty work, 

appreciated the personalized service that the Donovans provided. In fact, the reason that 

Ralph Donovan had not joined his wife and parents for a late dinner that night was that, 

due to the inclement weather, Donovan’s Shell Station, with the only wrecker within fifteen 

miles, had remained open in case of an emergency. 

The residents of Peekamoose Heights also appreciated the Donovans’ honesty. 

Sure, Bill and Ralph would sell shock absorbers, but only when a car actually needed shock 

absorbers and then, only those which suited the owners’ driving habits—not top-of-the-

line shocks to everyone who walked through the door. The four service bays were seldom 

empty and, more often than not, two or three cars waited alongside the station. 

McAvoy’s Jeep Cherokee—one sixth of the Peekamoose Heights police fleet—sat 

between two other cars in the current queue. 

*     *     * 

“Well, let’s see now.” Bill Donovan tugged thoughtfully on his left ear as he thought about 

McAvoy’s question. “Today’s Thursday. Should have the parts Monday. Probably be done Tuesday, Ed. 

Yeah, I’d say you could plan on Tuesday.” 

“Tuesday?!” McAvoy almost choked on his beer and sloshed a quarter of it out of the mug as he 

set it down heavily on the table. He wiped his mouth on the sleeve of his shirt as he got to his feet. 

“Afternoon, Ed. Tuesday afternoon,” Bill cautioned, as if he didn’t want the chief to get his hopes 

up too high. 

McAvoy crossed over to the Donovans’ table. Despite a slight limp, only barely noticeable, his 

six-foot-two-inch, two-hundred-and-twenty-pound frame would normally intimidate most people. ‘Most 
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people’ did not include electricians, plumbers, heating and air-conditioning technicians, or car mechanics. 

Repairmen are rarely intimidated by people who the repairmen know cannot do the job themselves. 

“Why Tuesday?” McAvoy asked. 

“Tuesday afternoon,” Bill reiterated as he finished the last forkful of Stuffed Flank Steak and wiped 

his mouth with a blue-and-white checkered napkin. 

McAvoy pulled out the fourth chair at the table and sat, directing an, “Evening, Diane,” and a, 

“Hello, Linda,” to the two women. Without waiting for a reply, he turned his attention back to Bill 

Donovan. “Why Tuesday afternoon?” 

“It needs parts, Ed. They’re not in yet.” 

“Well, where are they coming from that they’re gonna take that long to get here? China?” 

“No. They’re coming from Kingston.” 

“Kingston?” 

“Am I not making myself clear, Ed? Those Detroit ears of yours still having trouble with the New 

York accent, are they?” Bill Donovan smiled as he turned to his wife. “You’re originally from Omaha, 

Diane. See if he’ll understand it any better if you tell it to him in Midwesternese.” 

McAvoy started to feel a little exasperated. “It’s just that I don’t understand why—” 

Diane interrupted with a hand on his arm. “The parts’ store only delivers out this way on Mondays 

and Wednesdays, dear. We didn’t know what was needed until yesterday afternoon, so the next delivery 

won’t be until Monday, and it’ll be Monday afternoon at that.” 

“But Kingston’s only thirty-some miles away,” McAvoy said. “I could drive there and back in 

about an hour and a half.” 

Diane gave him one of those looks that a school teacher gives to the class dunce. “Now, Ed, you 

know you couldn’t do that.” 

“And why not?” 

“Because, dear, you don’t have a car.” 

Diane continued to look at McAvoy with a straight face, but a little twinkle crept into her eyes. 

Linda giggled, turning away from the chief and holding her hand to her mouth. Bill just sat there and 

laughed outright, unembarrassed. 

The Peekamoose Heights Police Chief pushed back his chair and heaved himself to his feet, sighed, 

and said, “See you Tuesday,” then walked back toward his table, his shoulders slumped in defeat. 

“Tuesday afternoon, Ed,” Diane Donovan called after him. “And that’s assuming this storm lets 

up.” 
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Before McAvoy could retake his seat, Stevie hailed him from the bar. “Ed, it’s Lucille.” She had 

a look of concern on her face as she waved the telephone receiver at him. 

McAvoy groaned as he sat down next to John Desmond and looked at his watch. The digits read 

10:30. “Tell her I’m off duty.” 

Stevie shook her head. “Better take it, honey.” She set the receiver on the bar and moved to the 

Donovans’ table to get their dessert order, but kept part of her attention on the chief. 

Even with her use of the affectionate ‘honey,’ Stevie’s voice had a note of seriousness to it. 

McAvoy didn’t argue. He got to his feet, crossed to the bar, picked up the receiver and held it about six 

inches away from his ear, then said, “Yeah, Lucille, what’s up?” 

*     *     * 

Lucille McAvoy was Ed’s sister-in-law—his younger brother’s widow. Ed had 

never asked Dave why he had married Lucille, or, for that matter, what had attracted him 

to her in the first place. One could not ask that sort of question without seeming to imply 

that the other person’s judgment might not be too sound. 

On the plus side of the ledger, Lucille possessed an excellent figure—a dancer’s 

long, shapely, tapered legs and an ample bust line that caused more than its share of 

double- and triple-takes from passersby. On the minus side, her face resembled that of a 

track-and-field star from the old Soviet Union era. On her exceptionally good days, and 

with extensive help from Merle Norman, her looks could approach plain. 

Although blessed with a heart as big as all outdoors, it was dwarfed by the size of 

her mouth. If there was dirt anywhere to be dug up on anyone, Lucille, the village gossip 

par excellence, would ferret it out. She knew everyone in the village and everyone’s 

business. 

McAvoy couldn’t decide whether this trait should be entered in the plus or minus 

column of the Lucille-ledger. 

It was probably the access to that storehouse of knowledge more than sympathy 

that caused McAvoy to offer Lucille a position with the Peekamoose Heights Police Force 

after Dave suffered his fatal heart attack a year before. The job was loosely defined—a 

combination telephone answerer, dispatcher, office manager, and whatever-needed-

doinger—and she did it all with relish. 

After twenty-five years on the Detroit Police Force, rising to the rank of Detective 

Captain, McAvoy had honed his skills as a topnotch cop, investigator, and PR man, and 
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had brought that expertise with him to the Peekamoose Heights Police Department. 

However, the attention to the mundane details necessary in managing a small-town police 

force on a limited budget did not hold much interest for him. With his sister-in-law there, 

McAvoy did not have to be all that concerned. 

Lucille had more than enough interest in the mundane for a half-dozen people. She 

could account for every pencil, paper clip, and pad of paper. To get a fresh notepad, the 

officers, McAvoy included, had to turn in the cardboard back from their used pad. A new 

pencil required the stub of the old one, and if Lucille thought the stub not small enough to 

be unusable, she refused to issue a replacement. 

Hiring Lucille turned out to be a mixed blessing for McAvoy. Although sometimes 

an annoyance, he could not operate the department without her. 

Of all Lucille McAvoy’s irksome qualities, her bad ones as well as the over-zealous 

good ones, the most irritating of all was her voice. A cross between the obnoxious sound 

of a telephone busy signal, the grinding of a garbage disposal, and the unmuffled motor of 

a chain saw, that dreaded voice at half-volume could pierce through the noisiest crowd. 

On a quiet day, her whisper would carry for a city block. 

*     *     * 

As McAvoy stood at the bar in The Plough & Whistle Pub holding the telephone receiver six 

inches from the side of his head, he steeled himself against the pending assault to his eardrums. 

“We’ve got an accident up at the pass,” Lucille said, in her dentist’s-drill-on-an-exposed-nerve 

voice. 

McAvoy grimaced as he moved the receiver another two inches away from his ear. “Deputy 

Dawg’s here. I’ll let him know.” 

“Better take this one yourself, Ed,” she croaked. “It’s a single car over the side of the mountain 

and it could be one of ours.” ‘One of ours’ meant a Peekamoose Heights resident. 

“Who? Do we know?” 

“Not sure. Larry’s up there and he says it looks like a little, light-colored sports car. He hasn’t been 

down to it yet. Ralphie’s on his way with the wrecker.” 

*     *     * 

Normally, the Peekamoose Heights Police Department operated with two officers on each watch. 

During the day watch, when Lucille took care of the phones and the office, both officers patrolled the 

village in separate vehicles. On the afternoon and night watches, the officers took turns riding the desk 
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chair and patrolling the streets. In the event that the second officer had to leave the office, he switched the 

telephone over to Lucille’s home phone. Due to the severity of the storm, both officers—Sergeant Jim 

Culpepper and Larry Parker on this particular night—patrolled the roads, looking for stranded motorists. 

Consequently, both the telephone and police radio had been switched to Lucille’s home. 

*     *     * 

“What do your memory banks have in the way of people with light-colored sports cars?” McAvoy 

asked. 

“The only one from around here would be that Loring woman from up on Slide Mountain with her 

Jag. If so, it’s no big surprise. Two tickets each from Jim and Mickey in the last two months for twenty 

over.” 

“Tell Larry I’m on my way.” 

McAvoy recradled the receiver and signaled to the deputy sheriff. “We’ve got an accident up at 

the pass, Martin. Give me a lift up there, would you?” He gave a facetious scowl in the direction of Bill 

Donovan. “I don’t have a car.” 

He could have taken one of the other three police vehicles that were parked behind the station but 

couldn’t pass up the chance to get in one last dig at the mechanic. 

It was surprising just how fast Martin Bassett could make the transition from off-duty buffoon to 

an on-duty professional, no-nonsense, law enforcement officer. He had crossed halfway to the coat rack 

to retrieve his black, fleece-lined jacket and dark brown Smokey Bear hat before McAvoy had finished 

the sentence. 

“Injuries or casualties, Chief?” Martin asked, pulling a red ski parka from one of the wooden pegs 

and tossing it to McAvoy. 

“We don’t know yet,” McAvoy said, then he looked at the doctor, who, along with the clergyman 

had already started to follow the deputy to the coat rack. “You’d better come too, Doc.” 

Ben Krider nodded, taking his Burberry trench coat and tweed hat from a peg. 

“Mind if I ride along with you, Ben?” John Desmond asked. 

“Be my guest, but start praying now that they need me a whole lot more than they do you.” 

Porky produced McAvoy’s revolver in its clip-on holster and Martin’s Glock Model 17 from under 

the bar. 

The portly pubkeeper did not have many rules, but one he strictly enforced was that no one, not 

even a police officer, was allowed to wear a weapon in his establishment unless that person was on-duty 

and there on official police business. He had once seen an off-duty MP with a snoot-full shoot up a pub in 
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England and wound three patrons before being subdued. Master Sergeant Roscoe Jarvis had been the one 

to subdue the MP with a well-placed pint mug to the forehead. 

Bill Donovan moved toward the bar. “I’ll give Ralphie a call and have him meet you there.” 

“Lucille’s already called him. He’s on his way.” 

At the door, as Martin stuffed the 9mm semiautomatic pistol into the holster on his gunbelt, 

McAvoy clipped the holstered revolver to his belt above the left hip. He looked at Martin and the rest of 

his dart-playing foursome and said, “Let’s see what we’ve got, gentlemen.” 

The deputy opened the door and they all exited into the cold night. 

“Call me later,” Stevie yelled after them from the doorway, then forced the heavy door closed 

against the snow and the wind. 

Resuming her work in silence, she crossed to the dart players’ table and cleared the mugs and the 

pitcher, then retrieved her brother’s gleaming tungsten/nickel dart from the bull’s-eye of the dart board. 

Porky went back to polishing the glassware. Bill Donovan retook his seat and quietly finished 

eating dessert with his wife and daughter-in-law. Patrick and Fee Blackstone, Sam and Emily Douglas, 

and Beverly White and the MacPhersons, turned half of their attention back to the hockey game. 

The cheery English pub had taken on a more somber note. 
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