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Chapter One 

“The Crossing” 

 

The second August was different from the first in the way 

that second years always differ from first ones, which is to say 

it was the same place delivering a different instruction. The 

first August at Allen Point had been an instruction in attention: 

learn the water, learn the light, learn the particular behavior 

of this coast at the hinge of the season when the summer visitors 

are still present in their full numbers but the summer is already 

withdrawing beneath them, the water temperature dropping a degree 

a week, the shorebirds beginning their southward movement in ones 

and twos that would become dozens and then hundreds by September. 

That August had been about learning to read a new text. This one 

was about understanding what the text had been saying all along. 

I had been at the Orleans practice on a Tuesday in the third 

week of August when I first understood that something was 

different about the summer’s end. Not different in any way I 

could articulate at the time, and I want to be careful in this 

account to record only what I actually knew at each moment rather 

than what I later came to understand, because the account’s 

usefulness depends on the distinction between observation and 

inference, and I have spent enough time in Hamilton’s company to 

know that conflating the two is the one failure of method that 

cannot be recovered from. What I knew on that Tuesday was this: 

three of my patients that morning had mentioned, in the 

particular offhand manner of people reporting something they 
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consider a nuisance rather than a problem, that boats had been 

moving on the harbor at hours when boats do not ordinarily move. 

One patient, a retired contractor from Brewster who walked for 

his blood pressure every morning at five, had seen running lights 

in the channel south of Rock Harbor at four-thirty in the morning 

on three occasions in the past two weeks. He had noted it the way 

a man notes an unfamiliar bird call—something that doesn’t fit 

the pattern of the expected, filed under ‘interesting’ and set 

aside. He told me because we had fallen into the habit of 

beginning his appointments with what he had observed on his 

morning walks, a habit I had encouraged because the walks were 

good for his blood pressure and the reporting gave him a reason 

to attend to what he saw. I noted it in my patient journal, under 

his entry, and went on to the next appointment. 

I did not mention it to Hamilton that evening. There was 

nothing, at that point, to mention. A boat in a channel at four-

thirty in the morning is not an event. The Cape Cod harbors 

conduct a range of legitimate business at hours that would be 

unreasonable in a city, and the particular demands of commercial 

fishing mean that the hours of the water belong to whoever needs 

them. I had been on the Cape for fifteen months by then and I had 

learned to recalibrate my sense of what required attention and 

what did not, and a running light seen from a bridge at four-

thirty fell, at that stage of my education, into the category of 

the unremarkable. It required nothing from me. I drove home to 

Allen Point along the Orleans Road in the evening light and 

cooked dinner and sat with Mary on the deck above the salt marsh 
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while the light left the water, and the boats on the sound moved 

in the ordinary patterns of an August evening, and the left-hand 

bird—who had become, over the course of our second summer, as 

familiar a presence on the near bar as any fixed landmark—made 

three passes at the channel’s edge before she committed to her 

dive, the left bank evident even at that distance, the 

compensating angle as distinctive as a signature. 

Hamilton was not on the deck. Hamilton was in the study. 

This was, in itself, unremarkable. The study in the 

evenings, when the light at the scope was gone, was where he 

worked in the particular focused silence that Mary and I had 

learned to interpret as a signal that something was organizing 

itself in his thinking and that the best thing we could 

contribute to the process was its absence. He was not, as far as 

I knew, working on anything specific. The Barnstable County 

Sheriff’s office had not brought him a case in six weeks, which 

was the longest gap since the Fitch matter had resolved the 

previous spring. He had a paper in progress with a forensic 

journal, a collaboration with Clara whose methodology section he 

was writing and rewriting with the particular dissatisfaction he 

brings to any prose that must be precise in two registers 

simultaneously—the scientific and the procedural—and that tends 

to resolve only when he has written it badly enough times to know 

what ‘not badly’ looks like by contrast. He had the bird records. 

He had the violin, which he was playing less than he had in the 

winter and early spring, and which he returned to in the evenings 

when the paper was frustrating him, which was most evenings. 
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What I did not know, on that Tuesday, was that he had been 

keeping a separate notebook for eleven days. 

This is the nature of this account, and I say it plainly 

here at the outset because I think it is the honest description 

of how this case began: I was the last of us to understand what 

was happening. Mary understood before I did because a physician 

who listens to her patients without hurrying tends to hear things 

in aggregate that no individual patient intends to convey. Clara 

understood before I did because her work is in evidence that does 

not announce itself, and she had been finding things in the 

specimens she collected from the near bar and the channels south 

of Chatham that she had not been expecting to find and that she 

had not yet discussed with anyone because she was still in the 

stage of determining whether what she was finding was significant 

or whether it was her own attention looking for pattern where 

none existed. And Hamilton understood before all of us because 

Hamilton had been watching the water from the study window since 

the second week of August with a quality of attention that was 

different from the attention he brought to the ospreys and the 

shorebirds, a quality that I had observed but not correctly read, 

the way one can observe a symptom without recognizing the 

condition it belongs to. 

The study faces southeast, toward Monomoy and the sound. 

From the scope at the right tide stage and the right light, you 

can read the activity on the water from the Allen Point channel 

to the outer bars, a distance of roughly two and a half miles. At 

night the scope is of limited use, but the window is not: the 
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running lights of vessels in the channel are visible from the 

study on clear nights to anyone who happens to be sitting in the 

dark watching them. Hamilton, as I have noted elsewhere, does not 

sleep well when something is forming in his thinking, and the 

hours between midnight and four in the morning are not reliably 

lost to him even in the best of circumstances. During the eleven 

days in question, he had been at the study window for some 

portion of most nights. He had been keeping his notes in a 

notebook I had not seen because he had not shown it to me, a 

brown-covered notebook of the kind he uses for what he calls 

provisional observations—things he is not yet willing to commit 

to the green field notebook or the forensic notebooks, things 

that exist in the state of being noticed without being 

understood. 

I found out about the brown notebook on a Thursday, two days 

after the Orleans practice and two days before the thing at Rock 

Harbor that changed the nature of everything. 

The day had been the kind of Cape August day that the summer 

visitors remember when they recall the Cape from a distance: the 

sky a clear deep blue without haze, the sound flat and bright, 

the air carrying the saltwater smell that is the Cape’s most 

reliable authentication of itself. Mary had been in the garden 

since seven, working the beds she had established in the first 

summer and expanded in the second, which were now producing in 

the generous and slightly overwhelming way of a well-established 

garden in its second full season. She had grown up in a household 

where a kitchen garden was a practical matter rather than an 
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amenity, and she approaches hers with the same systematic 

attention she brings to everything: the beds planned on paper in 

February, the soil amended in April, the plantings timed to the 

frost dates and the Cape’s specific microclimate with its 

moderating maritime influence, the harvests catalogued in a small 

notebook she keeps on the kitchen windowsill. She does not 

garden, as she does not practice medicine, with any portion of 

her attention elsewhere. The garden has her entirely while she is 

in it. 

Clara had been in the outbuilding since before I was up. Her 

door was closed, which meant the controlled-environment work was 

in progress and interruption was not welcome. I had learned in 

fifteen months not to knock on the closed door unless I had 

something specific to report, and I had nothing specific to 

report. I made coffee and ate standing at the kitchen counter, 

looking at the salt pond through the east window, and I was 

putting my cup in the sink when I heard Hamilton on the stairs. 

He came into the kitchen in the manner of a man who has been 

awake for several hours and has found what he was looking for. 

This is a manner and I will try to describe it accurately: the 

movement is more deliberate than his ordinary morning movement, 

the kind of deliberateness that belongs to a person who has been 

still for a long time and is now required to be in motion. The 

eyes have a quality of focus that is inward rather than outward, 

as if the mind is still organizing something and the body is 

merely being operated in the interim. He went to the coffee and 

poured it and stood at the window looking at the salt pond, and I 
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waited because I have learned that this particular morning 

presentation requires waiting. 

After perhaps two minutes he said, “How many of your Orleans 

patients live east of the harbor.” 

It was not phrased as a question, precisely. It had the 

inflection of a man confirming something he has already 

calculated. I told him approximately half, which was accurate, 

and asked why. 

“The Rock Harbor approaches,” he said. “And the channel 

south of it, toward the Nauset marsh system. The access points.” 

He turned from the window. “Are you at Orleans today.” 

I was not. Tuesdays and Thursdays at Orleans, Mondays and 

Wednesdays at the MGH affiliation by telephone, Fridays open for 

whatever the week had produced that required attention. It was 

Thursday. I had the phone consultations in the morning and the 

afternoon was my own. 

“This afternoon,” he said. “I want to show you something.” 

He took his coffee to the study and I did not see him again 

until noon. 

Less than I should have understood, and more than I had 

understood the previous day. He was interested in the water south 

of Rock Harbor. I knew that this interest had been forming for 

some time, because the manner I had just observed was not the 

manner of a new idea but the manner of an existing idea reaching 

the point of being shareable. I did not know what he had been 

observing or why the geography of the Rock Harbor approaches had 

attracted his attention rather than any of the other dozen harbor 
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systems within range of Allen Point. I made a second cup of 

coffee and went to the deck and sat with the binoculars and 

looked at the sound and waited for the afternoon. 

 

He spread the brown notebook on the kitchen table at two 

o’clock, after Mary had come in from the garden and Clara had 

appeared in the doorway of the outbuilding looking in the 

direction of the house with the expression that means she has 

found something and is deciding whether it has reached the stage 

of being discussable. Hamilton saw her and lifted his chin in the 

direction of the kitchen, which she understood and came toward, 

and the four of us were at the table within ten minutes in the 

configuration that had become, over the course of two years of 

cases, our specific working arrangement: Hamilton at the north 

end, the material in front of him; Clara to his left, the 

forensic perspective; Mary across from Clara, the human and 

medical perspective; Wilson—myself—at the south end, the record. 

The brown notebook contained eleven days of observations. I 

will summarize what it held, though the summary necessarily loses 

the quality of Hamilton’s notation, which has the compressed 

precision of someone who is writing only for himself and does not 

need to explain the inferential steps because he is the only 

reader who will need them. 

Between August ninth and August nineteenth, Hamilton had 

observed, from the study window and on three occasions from the 

near bar with the spotting scope, the following: six separate 

instances of vessel movement in the channel south of Rock Harbor 
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between the hours of midnight and five in the morning, on nights 

with sufficient visibility to allow observation. The vessels in 

question were not the commercial lobster boats and draggers that 

work the Cape waters at early hours, whose running light 

configurations and engine signatures Hamilton had learned to 

identify over the course of a summer of pre-dawn observation. 

These were smaller craft, twenty to twenty-eight feet, running 

without their cabin lights and in two cases with their running 

lights extinguished for portions of their transit. They traveled 

north-to-south on the inbound passage and south-to-north on the 

outbound, consistently, which meant they were coming from 

offshore and returning to offshore, with the Rock Harbor 

approaches as their landfall point. Each transit lasted between 

forty minutes and two hours. On the longer transits, Hamilton had 

observed activity on the shore side—a light, vehicle movement on 

the access road to the north landing, the particular pattern of a 

pickup and delivery rather than a recreational landing. 

Six transits in eleven nights, not every night, no 

discernible meteorological pattern governing which nights they 

ran and which they did not. Hamilton had noted the tide stage for 

each transit: all six had occurred within two hours of the low-

water slack, which is when the Rock Harbor channel is navigable 

by a shallow-draft vessel and when the marsh on either side of it 

provides the maximum cover for activity on the bank. 

Clara said, “The tide correlation is specific.” 

“Someone who knows this water,” Hamilton said. “Or who has 

been told the tide windows by someone who does.” 
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Mary was reading the notebook. She reads the way she 

listens, which is with her full attention given to the text and 

nothing performed for the room. She turned a page and read and 

turned another and said, without looking up: “Have you counted 

the people.” 

Hamilton looked at her. “Tell me what you mean.” 

“You have the activity on the shore side,” she said. “The 

pickup pattern. Vehicle movement. I’m asking whether you’ve been 

able to determine whether the vessels are carrying cargo in the 

conventional sense or whether they are carrying people.” She 

closed the notebook and looked at him steadily. “Because there is 

a medical presentation I’ve been seeing in my practice for the 

past three months that I have not been able to satisfactorily 

explain in the absence of a mechanism, and what you’ve just 

described is a mechanism.” 

The room was quiet in the way it goes quiet when someone has 

said the thing that was waiting to be said. 

I have been in enough of these moments with the four of us 

to know that their quality is not dramatic in the conventional 

sense. There is no revelation accompanied by any change in the 

room’s physical atmosphere. The light does not alter. The sound 

through the open window does not change its note. What changes is 

the internal structure of what has been observed: the separate 

pieces, which each of us has been carrying in isolation, finding 

their arrangement in relation to each other, the way a set of 

field measurements reveals the shape of the thing they have been 

made on only when they are laid out together on the same surface. 
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Hamilton said, “Describe the presentation.” 

Mary described it. Over the previous twelve weeks, she had 

seen, in her Chatham practice and through referrals from two 

other physicians in the group who had not known what they were 

seeing, eight women presenting with injuries and physiological 

indicators consistent with prolonged physical stress: 

dehydration, malnutrition, dermal evidence of extended 

confinement in close quarters, orthopedic injuries consistent 

with transport in confined space over extended periods. All eight 

were young, between seventeen and thirty, to the extent age could 

be estimated. None had presented voluntarily; all had been 

brought in by third parties—in four cases by members of the 

Brazilian fishing community in Provincetown and Truro, in three 

cases by individuals Mary described only as people who understood 

what they were looking at and who had not wanted the women near 

the emergency room. One had been brought in by a woman who said 

she had found her on a road in Brewster at dawn. 

“None of them spoke to me,” Mary said. “Two spoke no English 

at all. The others had some English and declined to use it in the 

clinical setting. I treated what I could treat and documented 

what I documented and in every case the patient was gone before I 

completed my notes. Not discharged. Gone.” She folded her hands 

on the table. “I have been trying to determine whether I had an 

obligation to report and to whom, which has been complicated by 

the fact that in two cases the county sheriff’s office was the 

agency I would have reported to, and there is a reason I have 

been reluctant to use that channel.” 
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“State it,” Hamilton said. 

“One of the women who was brought to me,” she said, “in late 

June, was brought by a man from the Truro fishing community who 

had found her on the road outside Wellfleet. He was frightened. 

Not of her—frightened of being found with her. He told me, before 

he left, that the last time a woman had been found in similar 

circumstances on that road, two years earlier, the person who 

found her and called the sheriff’s office had been questioned for 

four hours and then warned that harboring illegal immigrants was 

a federal matter. The warning had come from a county deputy. The 

woman had not been seen again.” 

Hamilton was looking at his notebook. He was not writing in 

it; he was reading it, or appearing to read it, which is the 

posture he takes when he is constructing something and does not 

wish to give the construction away before it is ready. After a 

moment he closed it and looked at Clara. 

“You said you’d found something,” he said. “When you came 

across from the outbuilding.” 

Clara opened her field notebook to a page she had marked. 

“Trace evidence from the sediment samples I collected from the 

channel bank south of Rock Harbor. I was sampling for the 

seagrass survey, the standard transect. Three of the five 

stations on the south transect contained non-indigenous 

biological material—synthetic textile fibers in a weave pattern 

that I don’t find in the recreational and commercial vessel 

traffic this channel ordinarily carries. I also found, at the 

second station, human hair. More than one individual. The color 
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range suggests more than one ethnic background.” She looked at 

Hamilton. “I didn’t know what the mechanism was. I was going to 

bring it up tonight.” 

The picture does not announce itself. It assembles. 

Hamilton stood. He went to the kitchen window and looked at 

the sound, his back to us, and we waited, which is what we do 

when he is at the window because the window is where he does the 

work he cannot do at the table. 

After perhaps a minute he said, “Four of us have been 

looking at this for different amounts of time from different 

positions. The mechanism is the water. The geography is the Rock 

Harbor system and the Nauset marsh and the access roads behind 

them. The institutional problem is the county sheriff’s office.” 

He turned from the window. “Noyes.” 

He was not asking. He was placing her in the picture. 

Captain Diane Noyes, Barnstable County Sheriff’s, who had been 

our institutional contact for two cases and who had the quality 

of a person who does not falsify what she finds, whose integrity 

we had already tested and whose reliability had not failed the 

test. A woman who reported, as Hamilton had said of her once, to 

her own conscience with a rigor she would not allow herself to 

apply less consistently to her official responsibilities. A 

captain in an office whose leadership was not, it now appeared, 

consistent with that description. 

“Noyes doesn’t know,” Mary said. It was not a question 

either. 
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“If she knew,” Hamilton said, “she would have already come 

to us.” 

Noyes had not known enough to come to us, but she had known 
enough to begin. 

He sat back down at the table and opened the brown notebook 

to a fresh page. 

“Wilson,” he said. “Your Orleans patients. The ones who 

mentioned the boats. I want their names and the exact language 

they used when they described what they saw. Not your summary—the 

language they used.” He looked at me. “Exact phrasing, where you 

remember it.” 

I had three names and I had the phrasings well enough, 

because I had noted them at the time with the precision a medical 

record requires, and because I have spent enough years in 

Hamilton’s company to know that the exact phrasing of an 

observation is a different kind of evidence from the observation 

itself, carrying information about the observer’s relationship to 

what they saw that a summary cannot preserve. I gave him what I 

had. 

He wrote it down. We spent two more hours at the table, the 

four of us, building the picture to its current boundaries. At 

the end of those two hours what we had was this: a landing 

operation, running on the tidal windows, using the Rock Harbor 

approaches as its Cape Cod terminus, with a trafficked people 

that was passing through the Nauset marsh system and dispersing 

into the mid-Cape road network before dawn. The duration: at 

least three months, possibly longer. The scale: unknown, but the 

eight women Mary had treated were eight we knew of, and neither 
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of us believed we were seeing anything close to the full number. 

The institutional protection: somewhere in the county sheriff’s 

office structure, at a level sufficient to produce the warning 

that the Truro fisherman had reported. The mechanism of that 

protection: unestablished. The people at the operational level: 

unknown. 

What we did not yet have was what Hamilton called, using the 

term he had used for the chain document, the top of the 

structure. The operational coverage told us that someone in 

authority was invested in the operation’s continuity. Authority 

in the county sheriff’s office has a specific shape, and the 

shape narrowed the candidates. But a narrowed field of candidates 

is not a name, and a name without evidence is not a case, and a 

case is what was required. 

Hamilton closed the brown notebook and placed it beside the 

green one on the table. He said, “We need to know who is coming 

in on those boats and where they are going after the marsh. That 

means we need a better position on the south channel than the 

study window gives me at night.” He looked at Clara. “Are you 

scheduled for the Rock Harbor transect stations again this week.” 

Clara said she was going back on Saturday, which was two 

days away. The seagrass survey gave her a reason to be at those 

stations that required no explanation and drew no attention. She 

had equipment that could serve purposes beyond the survey without 

appearing to do so. 

“Saturday,” Hamilton said, “and Friday if you can.” He 

looked at Mary. “If any of the eight women come back to you, or 
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if the fishermen who brought them contact you again, I need to 

know immediately. Not the next morning.” 

Mary nodded. She had her phone with her at all times in her 

practice; this was already true. 

He looked at me. “Your Orleans patients. The retired 

contractor.” 

“I see him next Tuesday.” 

“See him tomorrow.” He paused. “You have a medical reason to 

advance the appointment.” 

I did. Blood pressure management in a patient whose exercise 

program had recently intensified had any number of legitimate 

pretexts for an interval check. The pretexts were true, in 

addition to being useful, which made using them a less 

complicated matter than it might otherwise have been. 

Hamilton stood and took his two notebooks to the study. 

Clara went back to the outbuilding. Mary went to the garden for 

the last hour of the light. I sat at the kitchen table with my 

pen and my journal and wrote down what had happened in the order 

in which it had happened, with the same attention to exact 

language that Hamilton had applied to my patients’ observations, 

because the journal is the account, and the account is what 

remains when everything else is disputed or lost, and I had 

learned enough from the previous year’s work to know that what 

seems peripheral in the early stages of a case very often proves, 

in the later stages, to be the thing the whole structure rests 

on. 
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That evening, after dinner, Hamilton played the violin. He 

had been working the same composition for the better part of two 

months, a thing he had begun in the winter that he described, on 

the one occasion he described it at all, as not yet knowing what 

it wanted to be. In the winter it had been tentative, searching, 

the phrase tried and abandoned and tried again from different 

approaches. By spring it had acquired a middle section that 

seemed to belong to it, a longer melodic arc that gave the 

shorter phrases a place to resolve into. By summer the piece had 

a shape, though Hamilton did not yet seem satisfied with what the 

shape was. 

That evening he played it through twice without stopping, 

which was new. The first time through he stopped once, near the 

end, and stood with the bow at his side for a moment before 

beginning again from the top. The second had the quality of the 

commitment itself. Mary and I were on the deck and we listened 

without speaking, which is the appropriate response to Hamilton 

playing in the mode he was playing in, which is not performance 

but thinking carried out in a different register. 

The sound was dark and flat and the stars were beginning to 

come through the August sky in the specific unhurried way of 

stars on a clear night with no moon, one and then three and then 

a scattering and then the full population of them. The salt marsh 

below the bluff was audible in its night sounds: the small 

movements of the tidal water in the channels, the intermittent 

calls of the night herons who worked the near edges after dark. 

The light on the water at the channel mouth was the riding light 
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of a boat at anchor, a lobsterman who overnighted at the bar when 

the tide was wrong for the harbor, which Hamilton had noted in 

the green notebook two weeks earlier and had satisfied himself 

was legitimate. 

The violin piece ended. There was silence and then the sound 

of the study door and then Hamilton’s steps on the deck stairs, 

and he came and stood at the rail and looked at the sound. 

“They’re running tonight,” he said. “The tide window is two 

to four. The forecast is clear.” 

“You’re going to watch,” I said. 

“I’ve been watching,” he said. “Tonight I want to count. If 

they run to the same schedule, there will be two vessels. The 

first inbound at approximately two-fifteen, the second forty to 

fifty minutes behind it.” He was looking north, toward the Rock 

Harbor approaches, the darkness between us and them containing 

the full contents of the question we had spent the afternoon 

assembling. “What I have not been able to determine from the 

window is whether the second vessel is the same boat making a 

second run or a different boat running the same course.” 

“Does it matter,” Mary said. 

“It matters for the scale,” he said. “And for the 

coordination. Two boats means two captains. Two captains means 

the operation has a level of organization that a single boat does 

not require.” He paused. “It also means someone is managing the 

shore side with enough personnel to handle two separate landings 

in a single tide window. That level of personnel coordination 

requires a communication structure.” He looked at me. “And a 
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communication structure, at that scale, on this coast, requires 

someone in a position to ensure it is not monitored.” 

We sat with that for a moment. The night herons in the 

marsh. The stars. The riding light on the near bar, motionless 

and red. 

I said, “Someone in the sheriff’s office with access to the 

communication monitoring systems.” 

“At minimum,” Hamilton said. “And more likely someone above 

the systems rather than within them.” He turned from the rail. 

“Go to sleep. I’ll tell you in the morning what I found.” 

He went back to the study. The light in the study window 

stayed on until I fell asleep sometime after midnight, and when I 

came down at six the following morning the brown notebook was 

open on the kitchen table to the entry for that night, written in 

the small deliberate handwriting I had read in a hundred forensic 

notebooks over eleven years, and what it said at the top of the 

page, underlined once in the manner he uses for findings he 

considers established, was: 

“Two boats. Different engine signatures. Second vessel, 

twenty-six to twenty-eight feet, fiberglass hull, single 

outboard, running lights extinguished from the channel mouth 

inbound. Arrived 0312. Shore contact: vehicle headlights, two 

brief intervals, directional. Departed 0347. Net time on the 

bank: thirty-five minutes. Cargo unspecified from this distance. 

Number of individuals transferred: minimum four, possibly more.” 

Below that, in the space where he sometimes adds a coda to a 

night’s observation, was a single sentence: 
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“This has been running for longer than eleven days.” 

I read it twice and then made coffee and stood at the 

kitchen window looking at the salt pond, which was silver in the 

early light, the surface barely moving, the tide coming in from 

the sound in the slow patient way of the water on this coast that 

does not hurry because it does not need to, that covers what it 

covers and withdraws and covers again, carrying what it carries 

in from offshore and setting it down on the bank and withdrawing, 

the record of what has been brought in left in the sediment for 

whoever has the instruments to read it. 

I had the instruments. We all did. The question, as it had 

been at the outset of the previous year’s cases, was whether we 

had understood in time what they were being aimed at. 

I wrote the morning entry in the thirty-fourth journal, 

opened to a fresh page. The account was beginning. It began, as 

this coast begins everything, with the tide. 
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Chapter Two 

“Rock Harbor” 

 

I went to see the contractor on Friday morning. His name was 

Gideon Pease, and he was seventy-one years old, and he had been 

walking the road between his house in Brewster and the Rock 

Harbor bridge every morning at five for eleven years, which he 

had started doing on the advice of a cardiologist in Hyannis 

after a coronary event that had, as Pease described it, clarified 

his priorities. He was a large man, still broad in the shoulders 

and wide through the chest in the way of men who have done 

physical work for most of their lives and who retain the 

structure of that work even after the work itself has ended. His 

blood pressure, when I measured it that morning in the small 

examination room at the Orleans practice, was one hundred and 

eighteen over seventy-four, which was excellent by any measure 

and considerably better than the numbers that had sent him to the 

Hyannis cardiologist eleven years before. He was, by every 

clinical indicator available to me, a well man. The walk had done 

what the cardiologist had promised it would do, and Pease knew 

it, and the knowledge gave him a satisfaction that I recognized 

as the satisfaction of a person who has been told something 

difficult and has done the difficult thing and found that the 

doing of it worked. 

I told him his numbers were good. He said he knew. He asked 

why I had moved the appointment up from Tuesday, and I told him I 

wanted to establish a new baseline before the seasonal change in 
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temperature affected his readings, which was true as a medical 

matter, though it was not the reason I had moved the appointment. 

He accepted this without visible skepticism, which I attributed 

to the fact that it was a plausible explanation and that Gideon 

Pease had the specific trust of a patient who has been well 

served by a physician and who does not yet have a reason to look 

for the seam in what he is being told. 

I asked him about the boats. 

He leaned back in the examination chair with the ease of a 

man settling into a subject he has been thinking about and said, 

“You know, I mentioned that to Doris and she said I was imagining 

it. She said what would a boat be doing in that channel at four 

in the morning and I said I didn’t know but there it was.” He 

looked at me with the level gaze of a man who has been doubted 

about something he observed directly and who does not enjoy the 

experience. “I know what a boat looks like. I know what running 

lights look like. I’ve been looking at that channel for eleven 

years.” 

“Tell me what you saw,” I said. “The details. Not the 

summary.” 

He thought about it with the care of a man who respects the 

distinction between what he knows and what he inferred. This 

quality, I had come to understand, was characteristic of the 

people who had spent their working lives in trades that punished 

imprecision: the contractors, the fishermen, the marine 

mechanics, the people whose professional survival had depended on 

the accuracy of what they reported to themselves about what they 
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observed. They tended to be the best witnesses I encountered in 

Hamilton’s cases, not because they were more intelligent than 

other people but because they had spent decades training 

themselves to notice the difference between what they saw and 

what they expected to see, and to report the former rather than 

the latter. 

“First time was August ninth,” he said. “And I remember the 

date because it was Doris’s birthday and we’d had people over the 

night before and I hadn’t slept as well as usual and I was up at 

four-fifteen instead of five. I was on the bridge, the one that 

crosses the channel on the access road, and I saw running lights 

in the channel heading south. Small boat, twenty, twenty-five 

feet, moving at a reasonable speed for the channel. No cabin 

lights. It was running clean, quiet, no wake to speak of. I 

watched it until the marsh grass took it and then I walked on and 

I thought, lobsterman heading out early, and I didn’t think much 

more about it.” 

He paused. I waited. 

“Second time was August twelfth. Same place, same hour, 

roughly. Different boat, I think—bigger engine sound, deeper 

note. Running lights this time, but just the minimum. Moving the 

same direction, south into the marsh. I stood on the bridge and 

watched it longer this time because the August twelfth boat had 

something on the stern that the August ninth boat hadn’t had. A 

shape. A covered shape, like cargo under a tarp. Good-sized.” He 

looked at me. “Third time was August sixteenth. This time there 

was a vehicle on the access road to the north landing. I saw the 
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headlights through the scrub. The boat came in, tied up at the 

landing for maybe twenty minutes, and then the boat left and the 

vehicle left and the whole thing was over before five o’clock.” 

I asked him whether he had recognized either the boat or the 

vehicle. 

“Boat, no. Dark hull, low profile, nothing distinctive at 

that distance in that light. Vehicle was a pickup. Dark color, 

full-sized. Didn’t see the plate. I was fifty yards away on a 

bridge in the dark, not standing at the dock with a flashlight.” 

He said this last without apology. “I will tell you one other 

thing, though. The man who met the boat at the landing. I 

couldn’t see his face, but I could see his height and build, and 

I could see the way he moved. He moved like someone who’d done 

what he was doing a considerable number of times before. No 

hesitation. No looking around. He knew the dock, he knew the 

boat, he knew the drill.” He folded his hands across his chest. 

“That’s the thing that made me think it wasn’t a lobsterman.” 

I wrote everything down in my patient notebook in the 

examination room while Pease was dressing, and I thanked him for 

the detail and told him I’d see him again in six weeks. At the 

door he turned and said, “Should I be worried about something.” 

It was not precisely a question. 

I told him his heart was in excellent condition and that at 

this rate he would outlast his cardiologist. 

He looked at me for a moment with the level gaze and then 

nodded and left. I sat in the examination room and transcribed my 

notes into the journal I carry for Hamilton’s cases, the one I 
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have been keeping since the first Boston matters eleven years ago 

and that has become, over those years, a second nervous system 

for the practice: the account of what is observed before it is 

understood, which is the account that matters most because it is 

the record that has not yet been shaped by the conclusions it 

will eventually support. 

I had two more patients that morning. I was done at twelve-

fifteen. 

I drove north from Orleans toward Rock Harbor because I had 

not yet seen the landing in daylight with the eyes of someone who 

knew what the landing was being used for, and because Hamilton 

has taught me, over eleven years of cases, that a location 

observed after the fact is a different location from a location 

observed in anticipation, and that the second observation is 

always worth making even if it only confirms what the first 

observation suggested. The Rock Harbor access road runs east off 

the main Route 6A approach, through a corridor of pitch pine and 

scrub oak that thins as the road drops toward the harbor. The 

harbor itself is small by Cape Cod standards, oriented east-

northeast, its entrance channel marked by the pair of stone 

jetties that the Army Corps of Engineers rebuilt in the nineteen-

eighties and that the local fishermen regard with the specific 

mixture of gratitude and grievance that characterizes the 

community’s relationship with all federal infrastructure on this 

coast. At low tide the harbor dries almost completely, a broad 

flat of tidal sand and sparse eelgrass, the channel a narrow 

thread of navigable water running along the southern edge. At 
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high tide it is a proper harbor, ten to twelve feet in the 

channel, protected from the northeast by the configuration of the 

outer beach. 

 

I parked in the small lot at the harbor’s edge and walked 

the north landing dock. It was a Friday midday in late August, 

the season still nominally present but thinning at the edges: two 

charter boats out, three recreational vessels at the dock, a pair 

of kayakers dragging their boats up the ramp at the south end. 

The kind of late-summer harbor activity that is already carrying 

in it the structure of the September quiet that will follow, the 

visitors present but the number of them already declining from 

the peak, the light on the water having made the almost 

imperceptible shift from high summer’s flat white glare to the 

slightly more oblique gold of August’s last weeks. 

I walked the length of the north dock and stood at the far 

end and looked south across the channel toward the marsh. From 

this position the channel was navigable in either direction: a 

boat coming in from the outer harbor could proceed south along 

the channel and reach the north landing without being visible 

from the road or from the parking lot, using the marsh grass on 

the south bank as cover for the approach. The landing itself was 

a simple timber structure with cleats at intervals and a single 

light on a pole at the shoreward end, the kind of utilitarian 

dock built for use rather than appearance. It was not the sort of 

dock that a visiting boater would choose; it lacked the 

amenities—water, power, fuel—that recreational boaters require. 
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It was the sort of dock that a person familiar with this specific 

harbor would choose for a purpose that required access and 

concealment and nothing else. 

I stood there for perhaps ten minutes, looking at the 

channel and the marsh and the access road where Pease had stood 

on three mornings and watched. I was doing what Hamilton does at 

a scene before he begins to examine it, which is to be present 

without agenda, to let the location be what it is before asking 

it to be evidence. I had learned to do this imperfectly, which is 

to say I had learned to do it for ten minutes before my 

physician’s training reasserted itself and I began to catalogue 

and classify rather than simply observe. Ten minutes was, I had 

found, enough. 

What I understood at the end of those ten minutes was that 

the dock was ideal for its apparent purpose: close to the road, 

accessible at a specific tide window, surrounded on three sides 

by marsh grass that provided visual cover from any direction 

except directly down the channel from the harbor entrance. A 

person on the road, even a person walking the road as Pease 

walked it, would see the activity only from the bridge, and only 

if they were standing on the bridge at the right moment and 

looking in the right direction. In eleven years of the same walk 

at the same hour, Pease had seen it three times. The three 

occasions he had seen it were the three occasions the landing had 

been visible from the bridge because the tide window and the 

light and his specific position on the road had all coincided. 

The operation was not invisible. It was simply designed for a 
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geography in which invisibility was not required because the 

probability of a witness was low and the probability of a witness 

who understood what they were seeing was lower still. 

Someone had studied this harbor. Someone had calculated 

those probabilities and found them acceptable. 

I walked back to the car and sat in the parking lot for a 

few minutes writing in the journal. I was writing the last line 

of the entry when my phone rang. 

It was not a number I recognized. I answered because 

unrecognized numbers in the context of a medical practice are 

frequently patients calling from borrowed phones or from numbers 

I have not yet filed, and the habit of answering is medical 

before it is anything else. 

The voice was a woman’s, young, speaking quickly in accented 

English that placed its origin somewhere in the Portuguese-

speaking world—the cadence of Brazilian Portuguese filtered 

through an anglophone overlay that suggested some years of 

English use but not fluency. She said she had been given my 

number by a woman in the Truro fishing community whose name I 

recognized immediately as the wife of the man who had brought 

Mary her third patient in July. She said she had found someone. 

She said the someone was at the Rock Harbor north landing and was 

not well and needed a doctor and that she—the caller—could not 

take the someone to a hospital. 

I asked why she could not go to a hospital. 

She said, “The hospital asks questions.” 
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I said I would be there in three minutes. I was already 

walking. 

 

The woman I found at the north landing was perhaps twenty-

five years old, though physiological stress can compress apparent 

age in a way that makes estimation unreliable, and she may have 

been younger. She was sitting with her back against the single 

piling at the shoreward end of the dock, her knees drawn up, her 

arms wrapped around them in the posture of a person who has 

organized herself into the smallest possible space as a form of 

protection. She was dressed in clothing that did not fit her: a 

flannel shirt three sizes too large, canvas trousers cinched at 

the waist with a length of rope, rubber-soled shoes without 

laces. The clothing had the look of things gathered for warmth 

and cover rather than chosen, the kind of assemblage a person 

makes when the clothing they arrived in is no longer wearable or 

no longer available. 

The woman who had called me—who had retreated to the marsh 

side of the access road when I approached and who watched from 

there with the caution of a person who has learned that proximity 

to what she has found may not be safe for her—had not overstated 

the situation. The woman at the piling was not well. I could see 

it before I reached her: the color of her face, the quality of 

her breathing, the stillness of a person whose body is directing 

all available resources toward a central effort and has nothing 

left over for the peripheral systems. 
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I introduced myself and said I was a doctor and that I was 

there to help her. I said this in English and then in Portuguese, 

which I speak at the functional level of a physician who has 

treated a substantial number of Portuguese-speaking patients and 

who has found the language gap medically costly enough to justify 

closing it by whatever means available. My Portuguese is 

imprecise and accented and would not satisfy a native speaker’s 

ear, but it is sufficient for the purposes that matter: gathering 

a history, communicating intent, establishing that the person in 

front of me is not alone with what is happening to her. 

She heard the Portuguese and looked at me for the first time 

since I had arrived. Before that her eyes had been fixed on the 

middle distance with the unfocused quality of a person conserving 

attention, rationing it to the perceptual minimum. The Portuguese 

changed that. I do not think it was the language itself so much 

as the implication of the language, which was that the person in 

front of her had made an effort on her behalf, and that an effort 

implied a specific intention that was not hostile. She did not 

speak, but she did not look away. 

I crouched to her level and began the clinical assessment. 

Her pulse was rapid and thready. Her skin was dry and hot with 

the particular heat of dehydration layered over exertion rather 

than infection, though I could not rule out infection at that 

stage. Her respiration was shallow and slightly labored. The 

dermal indicators were consistent with what Mary had described in 

her presentations: the skin of the forearms showed the particular 

pattern of prolonged confinement against a rough surface, the 
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kind of marking left by extended pressure in a confined space 

without freedom of movement. Her feet, when I examined them, told 

me she had walked a significant distance within the past twenty-

four hours, on terrain that had not been kind to shoes without 

laces. 

I told her what I was finding as I found it, not because she 

needed the clinical commentary but because speaking to a patient 

while examining them is the practice of a physician who 

understands that the examination itself can be frightening, and 

that the fear of a person who has reason to distrust anyone with 

professional authority requires a continuous signal of safe 

intent. She did not respond to most of what I said. But she was 

listening. I could tell she was listening by the quality of her 

stillness, which was the stillness of attention rather than 

absence. 

I asked her name. She did not answer. 

I asked her if she was in pain. She looked at me and said, 

in Portuguese, that her chest hurt when she breathed. I asked 

where specifically and she indicated the lower right, which I 

assessed as pleuritic and consistent with the respiratory pattern 

I was observing. I told her I wanted to start an IV line and give 

her fluids and that I had what I needed in my medical bag and 

that I was not going to make any calls to anyone without telling 

her first. She watched me open the bag with the vigilance of a 

person who cannot afford to stop watching, and then she looked 

past me toward the access road with an urgency that communicated 

itself without language. 
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I turned. There was nothing on the road. When I turned back 

she had extended her left hand toward me, palm up, and in the 

palm was a small object: a waterproof case of the kind used for 

protecting a phone or documents from water exposure, flat and 

rectangular, perhaps the size of a matchbox, sealed with a 

pressure closure. It was the kind of object a person carries not 

in a pocket but close to the skin, in a place that will survive 

water and movement and the kind of physical treatment that 

destroys less carefully placed things. 

She said, in Portuguese: “You keep this. Whatever happens to 

me, you keep this.” 

There are moments in the practice of medicine when the 

clinical situation and the human situation converge in a way that 

removes the option of proceeding purely by protocol. The 

protocol, in that moment, was clear: I was a physician treating a 

patient, and the object in her hand was not a medical matter, and 

the correct response was to explain that I was there to provide 

medical care and that anything she wished to report should be 

reported through the appropriate channels. The protocol was 

correct as a legal matter. It was wrong as a human matter, and I 

was at a location where the appropriate channels had, as Mary’s 

patient history had established, a specific and documented record 

of making things worse for the people who used them. 

I took the case. I put it in the left breast pocket of my 

jacket, inside the lining, where it would not be visible as a 

separate object. I did this without looking at it and without 
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opening it because the contents were not mine to examine and 

because whatever was in it was hers until she told me otherwise. 

I said, “I have it. Now let me take care of you.” 

I started the IV line. She let me work without resistance, 

which is the kind of permission a patient grants when they have 

decided to trust a practitioner and have nothing left to 

withhold. I had the fluids running within four minutes. Her 

breathing did not improve in the first five minutes, which told 

me the pleuritic presentation was further along than I had 

initially assessed. I listened to her lung fields with the 

stethoscope and heard what I had been afraid I would hear: the 

diminished breath sounds on the right that indicate fluid 

accumulation in a space where fluid is not supposed to 

accumulate. Not a lot. Enough. 

I called Mary. I told her what I had and where I was and 

what I needed, and Mary, who can receive clinical information in 

a form that bypasses the normal social processing that other 

people require, said she would be at Rock Harbor in twenty-five 

minutes and that I should keep the patient still and the fluids 

running and not move her. 

I sat beside the woman on the dock and talked to her in my 

imprecise Portuguese and she looked at the water and sometimes at 

me and did not speak for a long time. Then she said, in 

Portuguese: “How many came with me on the boat, do you know.” 

I said I did not know. 

She said, “Thirteen. There were thirteen of us on the boat 

from the ship. We were in the water before we reached the shore. 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 35 

 

I don’t know how many got to the shore.” She paused. The effort 

of the sentence was visible. “They tell you it is six hours on 

the boat. It was not six hours.” 

I asked her where the others had gone. 

She closed her eyes. “Vehicles. There were vehicles on the 

road. The men with the vehicles told us to get in and people got 

in and I did not get in because one of the women who came in last 

month told me not to get in the vehicles. She told me if you get 

in the vehicles you do not come back out.” She opened her eyes 

and looked at me with the directness of a person who is using the 

last of a reserve she is aware is running low. “So I walked. I 

walked until this woman found me.” 

Mary arrived in twenty-two minutes. She assessed the 

situation in the way she assesses clinical situations, which is 

with her full attention given to the patient and nothing 

performed for the room, and she said to me quietly that the 

pleural effusion needed imaging and drainage and that she could 

not provide either at Rock Harbor and that the patient needed a 

facility. I said the patient was afraid of a facility. Mary said 

she understood and then she spoke to the woman in Portuguese that 

was considerably more fluent than mine, and whatever she said, 

the woman listened to it with her eyes closed and then nodded 

once. 

We did not call an ambulance. Mary drove. I sat in the back 

seat with the patient and monitored her and she held the IV bag 

and looked out the window at the Cape Cod road with the 
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expression of a person looking at something they had not expected 

to see and could not yet assess. 

Halfway to the clinic the woman took hold of my left wrist. 

She did not look at me. She held my wrist with a grip that had 

more strength in it than I would have expected from her condition 

and said, in Portuguese, with the careful emphasis of someone 

transmitting information they consider important: “The case. 

There are names in the case. The names are the names of the men 

who run it. The men who are supposed to stop it and who run it 

instead. You understand.” 

I said I understood. 

She released my wrist. She looked out the window again. She 

said, “Don’t let them have it back.” 

She did not speak again in the car. At the clinic Mary 

arranged a room that was not the emergency intake and I stood in 

the corridor and called Hamilton. 

He answered on the second ring. 

I told him what I had. I told him about Pease and about the 

landing and about the woman and about the case in my breast 

pocket. I told him the woman’s words: names of the men who run 

it, men who are supposed to stop it. I told him she had said 

don’t let them have it back. 

He was quiet for a moment. Not the silence of someone who 

needs time to process what he has been told but the silence of 

someone for whom what he has been told has confirmed something he 

has been calculating for eleven days. 
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He said, “Don’t open it. Don’t let it leave your person. 

Come home when Mary can manage without you.” 

I said, “How bad is this going to be?” 

He said, “We don’t know what’s in the case yet.” 

“That’s not what I asked.” 

There was another silence. Through the clinic window I could 

see the marsh and the afternoon light on it and a single great 

blue heron standing in the shallow water at the channel’s edge 

with the motionless patience of a bird that has been doing this 

for longer than the clinic has been here and that will be doing 

it after the clinic is gone. 

“We don’t know yet,” Hamilton said again. But the way he 

said it was different from the first time, and the difference was 

the difference between a statement of fact and a concession, and 

I had known him long enough to understand what the concession 

meant. 

He meant: worse than I want to tell you on the phone. 

I went back to the patient’s room. Mary was there, arranging 

the monitoring equipment with the quiet efficiency of a physician 

who is not performing competence but exercising it. The woman was 

on her back with the IV still running and her eyes open, looking 

at the ceiling. Her color was slightly better. Her breathing was 

still effortful but the quality of the effort had changed from 

the desperate economy of a person running out of reserves to the 

more regular effort of a person whose system had received 

something it needed and was attempting to use it. 

She was alive. She was, for the moment, here. 
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I sat in the chair by the window and put my hand over my 

breast pocket where the small flat case was and looked at the 

marsh through the glass and thought about thirteen people in a 

boat in the dark water off the Cape Cod coast, and the vehicles 

on the access road, and the one woman who had been told by a 

woman who came before her not to get in the vehicles, and who had 

walked until she couldn’t walk anymore and been found by a woman 

on a road who knew a number to call. 

The heron in the channel did not move. It stood in the water 

with its neck drawn back in the posture of waiting that is also, 

when the moment arrives, the posture of striking, and it waited 

in the afternoon light with a patience that was not resignation 

but readiness, the two things so similar from the outside that 

they require a long observation to distinguish between them. 

I had the case. I had the words that came with it. 

The account of what they contained begins here. 
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Chapter Three 

“What She Carried” 

 

Mary called at four-thirty to tell me the patient was 

stable. The pleural effusion was smaller than the initial 

assessment had suggested—not a surgical matter, she said, but 

something that wanted monitoring and rest and the kind of 

sustained clinical attention that a physician who is not going to 

ask certain questions can provide. She had made arrangements I 

will not detail here, because the arrangements involved people 

who had agreed to help on the understanding that the helping 

would not be recorded in any form that could find its way to an 

official file, and the protection that understanding afforded 

them depended on its not being written down in a notebook that 

might someday be examined by someone other than me. I will say 

only that the patient was in a place that was not a hospital and 

was not a sheriff’s jurisdiction and that the people caring for 

her were competent and trustworthy, and that Mary had satisfied 

herself of both facts before she left the room. 

I drove back to Allen Point along the back roads, the way I 

had been driving since Hamilton observed, early in our second 

year on the Cape, that a person traveling the same route at 

predictable intervals becomes predictable himself, and that 

predictability in the current circumstances was a form of 

exposure we could not afford. This was not a precaution I had 

previously taken seriously as a practical matter, because nothing 

in my life on the Cape until that afternoon had given me a reason 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 40 

 

to take it seriously. I took it seriously now. I varied the 

route. I checked the mirror at intervals in the way he had 

described, not the anxious repeated checking of a frightened 

person but the measured periodic checking of someone conducting a 

reasonable assessment of the situation behind them. Nothing in 

the mirror required attention. I was not being followed, or if I 

was being followed it was being done by someone whose skill was 

beyond my ability to detect, which Hamilton had once noted was a 

possibility one could not rule out but also could not usefully 

act on and therefore should not spend attention on. 

The case was in my breast pocket. I was aware of it the way 

one is aware of a small injury: not painful, not incapacitating, 

but occupying a portion of attention that would otherwise be 

available for other things. It had the weight of an object whose 

significance is known without its contents being known, the 

weight belonging not to the grams it measured on a scale but to 

what the woman at the dock had said about what was inside it. 

Names. The men who run it. The men who are supposed to stop it. 

I thought about thirteen people in a boat in the offshore 

dark, and the ones who had gotten into the vehicles on the access 

road, and where they were now, and whether any of the people 

whose names were in the case knew the answer to that question and 

had the authority to do something about it and had chosen not to. 

I thought about these things and then I stopped thinking about 

them because the road required attention and because the thinking 

was the kind that runs in circles when the material it needs to 
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reach a conclusion is still in a waterproof case in a breast 

pocket and cannot yet be examined. 

Hamilton was at the end of the Salt Pond Road when I turned 

in. He was standing at the road’s edge with his hands in his 

jacket pockets, looking toward the sound with the aspect of a man 

who happens to be standing at a road’s end in the early evening 

and who has no particular reason to be there, which meant he had 

been watching for the car and did not want to be seen watching 

from the house. I stopped and he got in. 

He did not ask about the patient. He had spoken with Mary. 

He did not ask about the drive. He looked at my breast pocket and 

then looked at the road ahead and said, “Clara has it ready.” 

I said, “Has what ready?” 

“The environment for the examination. She’s been preparing 

since you called me.” He paused. “She wants to do it tonight.” 

I drove the last quarter mile to the house and parked and we 

went inside, and I gave the case to Hamilton, who took it without 

opening it and carried it to the outbuilding with the care he 

brings to evidence that has not yet been processed, which is the 

care of a person who understands that the state of an object 

before examination is itself part of the evidence and that 

documentation begins at the moment of recovery and not at the 

moment of analysis. 

 

Clara’s outbuilding at Allen Point had been, when we first 

arrived, a structure of no particular distinction: a single room 

of perhaps four hundred square feet, originally built as a 
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workshop, with a concrete floor and a workbench along the north 

wall and electrical wiring that the inspector had noted as 

adequate but aging. Clara had made it into something else. The 

modifications she had made in the first two weeks were the 

modifications of a forensic scientist who had spent a decade 

working in institutional laboratories and who understood, with 

the specificity of long experience, what a personal facility 

required that institutional facilities never quite provided: 

precise control over the thermal environment, a water supply of 

documented quality, light that could be calibrated rather than 

merely switched on, and the silence that comes from being the 

only person in the space, which produces a quality of 

concentration that shared facilities interrupt even when the 

other people in them are being careful. 

She had also, over the course of the second year, added 

equipment that her published work did not require but that had 

proved useful in the context of Hamilton’s cases: a forensic 

imaging station whose capabilities exceeded those of the 

Barnstable County evidence laboratory, a processing bench for 

digital media that she had assembled from components rather than 

purchased as a unit, on the grounds that a self-assembled system 

is understood at every level by the person who assembled it and 

that understanding at every level is the precondition of trusting 

the output. Hamilton had watched the assembly of this bench over 

two weekends in March with the attention of someone studying a 

method, and Clara had explained each component as she installed 

it, and by the end of the second weekend they had the specific 
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shared technical vocabulary that develops between two precise 

people when they have spent enough time working on the same 

problem from different angles. 

It was the digital media bench that she had prepared. 

Hamilton placed the case on the examination surface Clara 

had cleared. She photographed it in situ before touching it: four 

images, standard angles, the documentation that ensures the 

record of the object’s condition begins before the examination 

alters it. Then she opened the pressure seal with gloved hands 

and photographed the interior and removed the SIM card tray with 

forceps and placed it on the clean surface beside the tray and 

photographed both. 

The card was a standard nano-SIM, the kind used in most 

current mobile phones. Clara examined it under the bench 

magnifier and said it showed no visible damage and no signs of 

attempted access beyond normal use wear. She photographed it at 

magnification. Then she placed it in the card reader she had 

prepared and opened the processing software and began. 

Hamilton and I stood back while she worked. I have learned 

to stand at a useful distance from Clara when she is in the early 

stages of an examination, which is close enough to see what she 

is seeing if she chooses to show me and far enough not to be a 

presence she has to manage. Hamilton keeps the same distance by 

instinct, or by the same training of instinct that long 

collaboration produces. We stood at the back wall of the 

outbuilding and watched the bench and said nothing. 
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The first thing Clara said, after four minutes of reading 

the contents inventory on her screen, was: “Eleven files. Nine 

audio, two document. The audio files are between three minutes 

and twenty-two minutes in length. The document files are PDFs.” 

She looked at the screen. “The file creation dates span a period 

of approximately eight months. The most recent was created six 

days ago.” 

Hamilton said, “Play the most recent audio file.” 

Clara adjusted the levels on her monitoring equipment and 

opened the file. 

The voice that came from the speaker was a woman’s voice, 

and it was the voice of the woman I had sat beside on the dock at 

Rock Harbor, and hearing it in this context—in Clara’s 

outbuilding, in the controlled quiet of the examination 

environment, with Hamilton beside me and the salt pond visible 

through the outbuilding’s small east window in the last of the 

evening light—produced in me the specific sensation of a thing 

completing a circuit it had begun hours earlier on a dock with an 

IV bag and a hand on my wrist. She was alive in the speaker in a 

way she had not been alive on the dock, not the frightened 

economy of a person rationing her remaining resources but a voice 

that had been recorded when she still had her full capacity, 

speaking with the deliberateness of a person who is aware they 

are making a record and who understands that the record may be 

the most important thing they do. 

She spoke in Portuguese for the first two minutes. I 

understood most of it. Hamilton, whose Portuguese is better than 
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mine by a margin he has never troubled to quantify, stood with 

his eyes closed and his hands at his sides in the posture of 

someone who is listening at his full capacity and reserving all 

other functions for later. Clara made notes on the pad beside the 

keyboard. 

Then the woman on the recording switched to English. Her 

English, in the recording, was more fluent than the English she 

had used on the dock, which I attributed to the difference 

between a person speaking at something approaching her full 

capacity and a person speaking with a pleural effusion and 

advanced dehydration. She said: 

“My name is Beatriz Alves Ferreira. I am making this 

recording in Provincetown, Massachusetts, on the nineteenth of 

August. I have been in this country for four months. I came in 

through the water, through the landing at Rock Harbor in Orleans. 

I am making this recording because I have seen what happens to 

people who try to speak about what happens here through the 

normal ways, and I believe the normal ways are controlled by the 

same people who control what happens here, and so I am making 

this recording for anyone who is outside that control and who can 

use what I know.” 

The outbuilding was very quiet. The sound through the east 

window was barely audible, the tide somewhere in its middle 

stage, the marsh grass doing what marsh grass does in a light 

August evening wind. 

She said, “I will give you names. The first name is Gerald 

Coates. He is the harbormaster at Rock Harbor. He receives 
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payment for the use of the landing. He manages the vehicle side 

of the operation—the drivers, the schedules, the route from the 

landing to the distribution points inland. He has been doing this 

for at least three years. I know this because I was told it by a 

woman named Carla who came in last year and who was kept in a 

house in Brewster for six weeks before she was moved, and who 

told me, when I met her in Provincetown, what she had observed 

during those six weeks. Carla’s last name I do not know. She was 

from Para.” 

A pause in the recording. The sound of her breathing, steady 

and deliberate. Then: 

“The second name is Raymond Aldrich. He is the Sheriff of 

Barnstable County. He does not manage the operation. He protects 

it. I was told this name by a man I will not identify who has 

direct knowledge of the financial arrangement between Aldrich and 

the people who run the operation from outside. This man told me 

that Aldrich has been receiving payment for eleven years. That 

the payment is routed through a property management company in 

Sandwich. That Aldrich is aware of the full scope of the 

operation including the nature of the cargo. That Aldrich has on 

at least two occasions directed county deputies to detain and 

intimidate witnesses who came close to reporting what they had 

seen.” She paused again. “I cannot prove the last things I have 

said. I can tell you I believe them because the man who told me 

them had no reason to tell me things that were not true and 

several reasons to tell me only things he was certain of.” 

Hamilton opened his eyes. 
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She said, “The third name is a man I know only as Vickers. 

He is not a Cape Cod person. He comes here four or five times a 

year by boat, and the boat is a large boat, fifty feet or more, 

that anchors in the outer harbor and does not come to the dock. 

He is the connection between the operation on this coast and the 

operation on the other end—the people who arrange the transit 

from the origin countries and who receive the payment from the 

people in this country who use what the operation delivers. I 

have seen Vickers twice. He is approximately fifty years old, 

tall, Anglo in appearance, and he speaks with an accent I cannot 

place that is not American and not British and not European in 

the way I understand European. He has a scar across the left side 

of his jaw. This is the only physical description I can provide 

with confidence.” 

The recording ran for another four minutes: additional 

detail on the landing schedule, the tide windows, the number of 

people per transit as she had been able to establish it, the 

geography of the distribution routes as she understood them from 

conversations with women who had come in before her. It was the 

testimony of a woman who had spent four months gathering 

information with the systematic care of someone who had decided 

that gathering information was the most useful thing she could do 

and who had gathered it accordingly. 

When it ended Clara stopped the playback and we stood in the 

silence that followed it. 

It was Hamilton who spoke first. He said, “Play the third-

oldest file.” 
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Clara found it and played it. A different voice this time—an 

older woman, speaking in Portuguese throughout, whose testimony 

covered the Brewster distribution point in specific detail: an 

address on a road I recognized as running between Brewster and 

Dennis, a description of the house and its occupants, a count of 

how many women had been held there at one time during the period 

she had been present. Clara translated in a low voice as it 

played, her Portuguese flawless in the way of someone who learned 

it as a working language rather than an academic one. 

Hamilton listened with his eyes closed again. When it ended, 

he said, “The third PDF.” 

Clara opened it. It was a photograph of a document: a 

handwritten ledger page, the handwriting neat and columnar, 

recording dates and amounts in a format that was immediately 

legible as a payment record. The amounts were in five figures. 

The dates ran across a span of fourteen months. At the top of the 

page, in a different hand, were two initials and what appeared to 

be a partial account number. 

Hamilton looked at it for a long time. Then he said, “The 

initials.” 

Clara enlarged the image. The initials were R.A. 

The room was quiet in the way it goes quiet when something 

that has been a hypothesis becomes a fact. Not louder, not more 

urgent—quieter, if anything, the way the air goes still in the 

moment before a weather change that has been building for a long 

time finally arrives. 

I said, “She knew what she was carrying.” 
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“She knew exactly what she was carrying,” Hamilton said. 

“For eight months she assembled it. She knew the case might not 

reach the people it needed to reach, which is why she built it to 

be self-sufficient—corroborated audio testimony, a financial 

document, specific names, specific geography. She built it to be 

usable by whoever received it without requiring the receiver to 

go back to the source for confirmation.” He looked at the screen. 

“She was protecting whoever she gave it to. She knew the case 

would put the person carrying it in danger and she built it to 

minimize how long that person would need to carry it.” 

He said this without inflection, as a statement of observed 

fact, and it arrived that way. I received it as fact, and also as 

something else: the weight of what the woman at the dock had 

done, what it had cost her, and what it meant that she had done 

it anyway. I have been in Hamilton’s company long enough to hold 

both truths without letting either cancel the other, but it 

requires effort, and there are cases in which the effort is 

greater than others. This was going to be one of those cases. 

 

We moved to the kitchen at nine o’clock, after Clara had 

processed and secured all eleven files and made two encrypted 

copies on media she stored in separate locations in the 

outbuilding, which is the protocol Hamilton had established after 

the Providence matters for any evidence that existed in a single 

physical form and whose loss would be unrecoverable. The copies 

were made in Clara’s system and the copies were Clara’s 
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responsibility, which meant they were as secure as anything on 

the Cape could be made. 

Mary had arrived while we were in the outbuilding, having 

transferred the patient’s care and driven back from Orleans in 

the early evening. She was at the kitchen table with coffee and 

the expression she wears when she is waiting to be told something 

she already partly knows. Hamilton told her what was on the card. 

He told it in the precise summary form he uses when he is 

transmitting information to a person who needs it complete and in 

order: the names, the testimony, the financial document, the 

scope of the operation as Beatriz Ferreira’s eight months of 

careful observation had established it. Mary listened without 

interrupting. When he finished, she was quiet for a moment and 

then said, “How many women came through that landing in eleven 

years.” 

Hamilton said he did not yet have a basis for estimating. 

“Estimate anyway,” Mary said. 

He looked at the table. “If the operation has been running 

at something approaching its current rate for eleven years, and 

if the current rate is two transits per week at an average of 

eight to twelve people per transit, the number is in the 

thousands.” He said it flatly, with the flatness that belongs to 

a number that is too large to carry an appropriate emotional 

weight and that therefore must be stated without one. “That is a 

ceiling estimate and a conservative one at that.” 

Mary put her hands flat on the table. She did not say 

anything. There are things that do not require a response and 
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that are dishonored by one, and a number in the thousands, stated 

flatly in a kitchen on a Cape Cod evening, is one of them. 

After a moment Hamilton opened the brown notebook on the 

table beside the green one and said, “I need to show you what 

I’ve been building.” 

What he had been building, in eleven days of nocturnal 

observation and the systematic cross-referencing of the brown 

notebook’s contents against the harbormaster’s public records and 

the vessel registration database and the county property records, 

was a chain document in the form that chain documents take before 

they are ready to be called chain documents: a set of 

observations connected by inferential threads, each thread 

identified as an inference rather than a fact, each fact 

documented with the source and the date and the form in which it 

had been obtained. It was not yet a complete structure. It had 

the shape of a structure that knew what it was becoming. 

The vessel observations were the spine. Six transits, two 

boats, the tide-window correlation, the shore contact pattern. 

Hamilton had matched the engine acoustic signatures he had 

described in the brown notebook against the registration records 

of vessels documented as using the Rock Harbor system in the past 

twelve months, cross-referencing against the harbormaster’s 

publicly accessible log. The log, he noted, contained the anomaly 

he had expected to find: the transits he had observed at night 

were not in the log. Vessels using the channel are required to be 

logged by the harbormaster. These vessels were not logged, which 

meant the harbormaster knew about them and had chosen not to log 
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them, or had been instructed not to log them, or had himself 

arranged for them to run unlogged. Gerald Coates had been 

harbormaster at Rock Harbor for nine years. 

The property records had produced a second thread. Hamilton 

had identified, through the county assessor’s database, a cluster 

of properties in the Brewster-Dennis corridor whose ownership 

history showed a specific pattern: purchased at below-market 

rates in the years over several years through a series of LLCs 

whose registered agents traced, with varying degrees of 

indirection, to a property management company incorporated in 

Sandwich years earlier. The company was called Tidewater Property 

Services. Its registered agent of record was a man named Paul 

Seibert, who was not otherwise prominent in Barnstable County 

commercial life. Hamilton had found Seibert’s name in the county 

assessor’s records, in the secretary of state’s corporate 

database, and in a single old news item in the Cape Cod Times in 

which Seibert was quoted as a representative of a property 

investment group expressing support for a zoning amendment in the 

Sandwich selectmen’s minutes. Hamilton had not yet connected 

Seibert to Aldrich. The payment ledger on the SIM card had now 

provided that connection. 

Clara said, “Tidewater.” 

Hamilton looked at her. 

“The fiber evidence from the Rock Harbor transect stations,” 

she said. “I catalogued the synthetic textile samples by 

composition. One of the sample sets—from the second station, the 

same station that had the human hair—included a fiber consistent 
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with marine-grade polyester webbing of the kind used in cargo 

management on commercial and semi-commercial vessels. 

Specifically, the kind used in cargo nets.” She paused. “I can 

connect the fiber type to a class of vessel. I cannot connect it 

to a specific vessel without a comparison sample.” 

“The vessel registration records,” Hamilton said. “I have 

two candidate vessels from the acoustic signatures. If either of 

those vessels is documented as being equipped with cargo 

management systems of that type, that’s a comparison sample.” 

“Where are the vessels now?” Clara asked. 

“One is registered to a marina in Harwich Port. The other is 

registered to a private dock in Chatham.” He looked at the 

notebook. “The Chatham vessel is the more likely candidate based 

on the acoustic signature. A twenty-seven-foot center console 

with a two-hundred-and-fifty-horsepower outboard, registered to 

an individual whose address is a P.O. box in Barnstable.” 

I had been listening to this exchange with the attention of 

a person who is watching two very precise instruments calibrate 

against each other, and I had a question that I wanted to put in 

the record before the technical discussion advanced further. I 

said, “The woman on the recording. Beatriz Ferreira. She named 

Aldrich specifically. She named Coates specifically. She 

described the operation in enough detail that a competent 

investigator could build a case from what she provided. Why 

hasn’t anyone built it?” 

Hamilton looked at me. “Because the investigative apparatus 

on this coast that has the jurisdiction and authority to build it 
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is the Barnstable County Sheriff’s office. And the sheriff is 

Aldrich.” 

“State police,” I said. 

“The state police Major Crimes Unit has jurisdiction. It 

does not have a reason to exercise that jurisdiction until 

something triggers a referral or an independent investigation.” 

He paused. “A referral from the county sheriff’s office would be 

the standard mechanism.” 

That silence. The mechanism designed to report the crime is 

controlled by the person committing it. 

“Noyes,” Mary said. 

“Noyes is the question,” Hamilton said. “She is in the 

structure. She is not, I believe, of the structure. But her 

position within it means that anything she attempts to do 

independently is visible to Aldrich through the department’s own 

reporting systems before it reaches anyone outside those 

systems.” He closed the brown notebook. “She needs to be brought 

into this. She cannot be brought in through any channel that 

touches the department.” 

“How, then?” I asked. 

“Directly,” he said. “In person, without notice, outside her 

official hours. I need to know before I do that whether there is 

anything in the department’s record that connects her to the 

operation in any way, even as a witness or a collateral contact. 

I will not approach her while that question is open.” He looked 

at Clara. “That is a document search. County employment records, 
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internal transfer history, the case files from the two matters 

she ran with us.” 

“I’ll have it tomorrow,” Clara said. 

He nodded. Then he looked at all three of us in the way he 

looks at us when he is about to say something that he has been 

deciding whether to say and has concluded must be said. “What we 

have tonight is sufficient to establish the operation, to name 

its principal local figures, and to document its financial 

structure at the county level. It is not sufficient to establish 

the full scope, the external coordination, or the figure Ferreira 

called Vickers. It is sufficient to put us in danger if the 

people who know what was on that card know that it has been 

recovered.” 

I said, “Do they know?” 

“They know the card existed. They know Ferreira had it. They 

know she did not arrive at the distribution point with the 

others.” He paused. “They will be looking for her. When they 

determine that she received medical attention in Orleans, they 

will look for the physician who provided it.” 

The kitchen was quiet. Through the window the salt pond held 

the last of the evening light, a flat pewter surface under a sky 

that had gone from blue to deep gray without passing through the 

intermediate colors, the way the sky on this coast sometimes 

drops directly from day to dark in the August evenings when the 

offshore air is clean and dry. 

Mary said, “Her name is Beatriz Alves Ferreira and she is 

from Para.” She said it quietly and without explanation. She was 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 56 

 

putting it in the record in the way that physicians put things in 

records: because the record is where things go when they need to 

be preserved and honored, and because the woman who had built 

that SIM card for eight months in a foreign country, gathering 

testimony from women who had come before her, was owed at minimum 

the preservation of her name in a document that would outlast the 

immediate danger she was in. 

Hamilton said, “Yes.” 

He went to the window. He stood there for a moment looking 

at the salt pond and then he said, without turning: “The 

operation has been running for eleven years. The card was 

assembled over eight months. What we do in the next two weeks 

will determine what the next eleven years look like for the 

people who are still coming through that channel.” He turned from 

the window. “That is the precise weight of what we are carrying. 

I want everyone to hold it at exactly that weight and not more.” 

He meant: do not let it become paralyzing. The weight is 

real; carry it; carry it at the right weight and not at the 

weight of everything you cannot fix, which is more than any of us 

can carry and less useful than what we can actually do. 

Clara stood. She picked up her notebook, then set it back on 

the table—not her usual movement; she normally left a room as 

decisively as she entered it. She picked it up again. “Eleven 

files,” she said. “I want to be wrong about this.” Then she went 

back to the outbuilding. 

Mary refilled her coffee and took it to the study, where she 

would write the patient notes she kept in the form of a separate 
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journal—not the medical record, which was a clinical document, 

but the human record, which was something she had been keeping 

since her residency as a way of preserving the parts of a 

patient’s story that the clinical record was not designed to 

hold. 

I sat at the kitchen table with my own journal and wrote the 

account of the day from the morning’s appointment with Pease to 

the last of what Hamilton had said at the window. I wrote it with 

the specific completeness of a person who has been told that what 

he is carrying has a precise weight and who understands that the 

journal is the instrument for bearing that weight without being 

flattened by it: you put it on the page where it can be read and 

examined and reasoned with, rather than leaving it in the body 

where it accumulates pressure that has nowhere to go. 

Hamilton was in the study. The violin was silent. I could 

hear, in the intervals between the wind’s movement across the 

bluff and the marsh, the sound of a page being turned. 

He was reading the chain document. He was reading it the way 

he reads a document he has already read many times, looking not 

for what it says but for what it does not yet say, identifying 

the gaps that the new material can now fill and the gaps that 

remain, the structure of the known and the shape of what must 

still be learned before the structure can bear the weight it will 

need to bear. 

Outside, the tide was coming in. It was doing what the tide 

on this coast always does: covering what it covers, carrying what 

it carries, depositing what it has brought from offshore onto the 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 58 

 

bank for whoever has the instruments and the willingness to read 

what has been left there. 

There was a great deal still left to read. 
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Chapter Four 

“Two Boats” 

 

Clara had been in the outbuilding all night. I knew this 

because I woke at three-fifteen—the particular waking of a person 

whose sleep has been disrupted by something it is still 

processing—and the light in the outbuilding was on, and it was 

still on when I came downstairs at six, and when I knocked on the 

door at seven-fifteen with a cup of coffee she opened it 

immediately, which meant she had been at the bench and not asleep 

on the cot she keeps for the occasions when leaving the work is 

less efficient than staying with it. She looked as she always 

looks when she has been working through the night without 

difficulty: not tired, precisely, but concentrated, the way a 

room looks when all the available light has been directed at a 

single point. She took the coffee and said, “She’s clean.” 

“All the way through?” I asked. 

“All the way through every file I could access.” She turned 

back to the bench. “Her employment record, her case assignment 

history, her transfer documentation, her performance evaluations, 

her overtime and scheduling records for the past four years. 

Nothing that connects her to the operation or to Aldrich’s 

administrative decisions in any way that reads as coordination 

rather than ordinary departmental proximity. No anomalous 

assignments, no unexplained transfers, no record of her being 

pulled off a case she should have continued.” She sat. “There is 
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one thing that is not an anomaly but that Hamilton should know 

about.” 

“Tell me and I’ll tell him.” 

“Six weeks ago, on a Tuesday, Noyes submitted an informal 

request for access to the department’s internal case management 

system for a file she had not been assigned to. The file was a 

missing persons matter from Three years back. A twenty-two-year-

old woman from Eastham who was reported absent by her housemates 

and whose case was closed as a voluntary departure after four 

days. Noyes’s access request was approved automatically by the 

system, because her rank gives her discretionary access to any 

file in the department. The system logged the access. The file 

was viewed for eleven minutes.” Clara looked at me. “She was 

already looking.” 

I took a moment to hold that. Noyes, six weeks ago, pulling 

a closed missing persons file on her own time, without a case 

assignment, without telling anyone. The specific action of a 

person who has noticed something and who is following the thread 

of it carefully and alone, which is the action of a person who 

does not know who in her department she can trust. 

I said, “She’s been doing what Hamilton has been doing, from 

inside the structure.” 

“From inside a structure she knows is compromised,” Clara 

said. “Which is considerably more difficult.” She turned back to 

the bench. “Tell him.” 

I told him. He was in the study with the chain document open 

on the desk, which he had been annotating since before I was up, 
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the specific marginalia of a person adding new material to an 

existing structure and testing the fit at each point of 

insertion. He listened to what I said without looking up from the 

page he was reading, and when I finished, he set down his pen and 

said, “Which missing persons file.” 

I gave him the details Clara had provided: the year, the 

woman’s name and age, the town, the four-day closure. 

He was quiet for a moment. Then he said, “Three years back 

there were three other missing persons files in Barnstable County 

fitting that general description. I found them in the public 

court record index during the vessel research. All three were 

closed as voluntary departures within a week. All three involved 

women between eighteen and twenty-five. All three were filed 

originally by members of immigrant communities and all three were 

investigated by the same deputy.” He picked up his pen. “Noyes 

found a thread. She doesn’t yet know how long the thread is.” 

“We need to tell her,” I said. 

“We will tell her,” he said. “Today. This afternoon, if I 

can reach her at a number that doesn’t go through the department 

switchboard.” He looked at me. “Call the Orleans practice and 

cancel your morning patients. I want you here.” 

I called the practice. The receptionist, a young woman from 

Harwich who had been managing the practice’s schedule with a 

competence that made her the actual operational center of the 

clinic regardless of her title, accepted the cancellation without 

comment and rebooked the two patients for the following Tuesday. 

I had been canceling at intervals since the Fitch matter and she 
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had learned to accommodate it without asking the questions I 

would not have been able to answer. I was grateful for this and 

had told her so directly, which had produced in her the slight 

discomfiture of a person who is accustomed to her competence 

being relied upon without being acknowledged, and who does not 

quite know how to receive the acknowledgment when it arrives. 

 

Hamilton reached Noyes at nine-forty through a number I did 

not know he had, which turned out to be the number of her 

personal cell phone, which she had given him after the Corrigan 

matter resolved with a brevity that I had not been present for 

but that Hamilton described, on the drive home from Barnstable 

that evening, as: she gave me a number and said use it when you 

can’t use the other one. He had not used it since. This was the 

occasion it had been given for. 

He spoke to her for four minutes. I was in the kitchen and 

he was in the study and I heard the murmur of his voice but not 

the words, which was the appropriate distribution of privacy: 

Noyes had agreed to meet us, or she had not, and I would know the 

result when he came out of the study. He came out at nine forty-

six and said she would be at the Brewster conservation land 

parking area on Stony Brook Road at noon, in her personal 

vehicle, and that she had said—and he quoted this precisely, as 

he quotes anything he considers significant—“I’ve been hoping 

someone would call this number.” 

We drove to Brewster in Mary’s car, which Hamilton had 

requested on the grounds that his own vehicle had been parked at 
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the Allen Point address on sufficient occasions to be associated 

with it by anyone who had been observing the address, and that a 

vehicle associated with a residential address that was now in the 

picture was a vehicle that should stay in the garage until the 

picture changed. I had not previously thought of my own car in 

these terms but I understood the reasoning and did not object to 

it. Mary drove. Hamilton sat in the passenger seat. I sat in the 

back with the journal. 

The Stony Brook Road parking area is a gravel lot at the 

edge of a conservation parcel, used primarily by dog walkers and 

birders, which meant that a car sitting in it at midday with its 

occupants inside would attract no particular notice from any 

passing vehicle. Noyes was already there when we arrived, in a 

dark green Subaru that I recognized as the vehicle she had been 

driving when she came to Allen Point the previous autumn. She was 

in the driver’s seat. She did not get out when we pulled in 

beside her. Hamilton got out and went to the passenger side of 

her vehicle and got in, and Mary and I stayed in the car. 

They were inside for forty minutes. I watched the 

conservation land. A man with a retriever walked the far edge of 

the lot and disappeared into the tree line. Two birders with 

binoculars stood at the lot’s north corner for perhaps ten 

minutes before moving off down the trail. The morning was 

overcast, the light flat and diffuse, the kind of late-August 

overcast that carries in it the first suggestion of September’s 

different quality of atmosphere without yet committing to it. 
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Mary said, without looking up from the book she had brought: 

“She’s been carrying this alone for six weeks.” 

I said that appeared to be the case. 

“Six weeks is a long time to carry something like that 

without knowing whether you can trust anyone in your own 

building.” She turned a page. “I hope Hamilton is telling her 

that what she found is part of something larger. It will help to 

know the thread leads somewhere.” 

I thought about that. The relief of discovering that the 

thing you have been investigating in isolation is not an isolated 

thing but part of a larger structure that other people have also 

been building toward, which means you are not wrong in your 

assessment of what you found and you are not alone in having 

found it. I had experienced that relief myself, at the kitchen 

table two days before, when Hamilton had opened the brown 

notebook and the four separate pieces had found each other. It 

was the relief of a particular loneliness ending. 

Hamilton came back to the car at twelve-forty. He got in and 

we drove and he said nothing for the first two miles, which was 

the interval he required to complete whatever internal 

organization the conversation had produced. Then he said, “She 

has more than the missing persons file. She has been building a 

separate record for six weeks in a notebook she keeps at her 

home. The notebook contains the names of three deputies she 

believes are connected to the operation through the vehicle 

logistics—not the principals, the drivers. She found the names 

through overtime scheduling anomalies: three deputies whose 
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logged overtime on specific dates matches the transit schedule I 

established from the vessel observations.” 

Mary said, “She was working the problem from the inside.” 

“With the tools available inside,” Hamilton said. “Which are 

not the same tools we have, but which have produced things we 

cannot produce from outside the structure. The overtime records 

are not accessible through the public database Clara was using. 

Noyes accessed them through the department’s internal system as a 

routine supervisory review, which is within her authority and 

which left no anomalous access record because supervisory review 

of overtime is expected from a captain.” He paused. “She is 

careful. She has been careful in the way of a person who knows 

she is working inside a compromised environment and who has not 

yet determined how far the compromise extends.” 

“Does she know about Aldrich,” I said. 

“She suspects.” He said it with a precision that carried its 

own weight. Not knows. Suspects. The distinction, in Noyes’s 

position, was the difference between a career and something 

considerably worse. “She told me that over the past year she has 

observed three administrative decisions by the sheriff that she 

cannot explain by any legitimate operational rationale. She has 

not recorded these observations anywhere because recording them 

would put them in a system Aldrich can access. She has been 

carrying them in her memory, waiting for the moment when she 

could verify them against something external.” 

“That moment is now,” Mary said. 

“That moment is now,” Hamilton agreed. 
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We drove back along the back roads in the flat overcast 

light, and I thought about Noyes in the green Subaru carrying six 

weeks of careful solitary observation in a notebook at her house, 

and Hamilton in the study with the brown notebook carrying eleven 

days, and Beatriz Ferreira carrying eight months on a SIM card 

against her skin, and Mary carrying twelve weeks of patient 

presentations she could not report to the agency that should have 

received them. Four separate people, four separate instruments, 

all of them aimed at the same structure from different angles, 

none of them knowing until recently that the others existed. The 

record accumulates and waits for the instruments; when the 

instruments arrive, it tells what it holds. The tide covers and 

withdraws. 

 

Mary’s phone rang at two-fifteen. She was in the garden and 

I heard her come inside quickly, which is not her usual movement 

from the garden, and I was at the kitchen doorway by the time she 

reached it. She was holding the phone and her expression had the 

quality it takes when she has received information that requires 

immediate transmission. 

She said, “Sofia.” 

Sofia was the young woman who had called Wilson from the 

road near Rock Harbor, the one who had found Beatriz and known 

the number to call. I knew her only by the first name Mary had 

mentioned, and I knew that she was connected to the Truro fishing 

community through the network of women who had been providing 

informal assistance to people coming through the Cape Cod landing 
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points, a network that had no formal structure and no name and 

that operated entirely through personal trust and the specific 

courage of people who understood what they were doing and did it 

anyway. 

“What did she say,” I said. 

“A man came to her door this morning. He said he was from a 

social services organization in Boston and that he was looking 

for a young woman who had received medical treatment in Orleans 

on Friday and who had since left the care facility without 

completing her discharge paperwork. He had a photograph.” Mary 

set the phone on the counter. “A photograph of Beatriz.” 

The specific cold clarity of that. Not a deputy. Not anyone 

in uniform. A man with a cover story about social services and a 

photograph, which is the presentation of someone operating at a 

level of institutional mimicry above the capacity of a county 

deputy running a personal errand. The cover story was for Sofia’s 

benefit; the photograph was the operational tool; and the fact 

that he had found Sofia meant that he had traced the chain from 

the Rock Harbor landing back through at least one step and had 

identified her as a node in the network. He had not yet 

identified the next step in the chain, or he would not have been 

at Sofia’s door asking about a discharge process that had not 

occurred. 

“What did Sofia tell him,” I said. 

“She told him she had seen someone matching the description 

near the harbor on Friday morning and that the person had seemed 

unwell and that she had called an ambulance and that was the 
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extent of her involvement.” Mary paused. “She said it 

convincingly enough that the man thanked her and left. She 

watched him get into a vehicle on the road and drive north.” 

“Description of the vehicle.” 

“A dark gray pickup. Full-sized. She didn’t see the plate.” 

I went to the study. Hamilton was at the chain document. I 

told him what Mary had said and he was on his feet before I 

finished. 

He went to the kitchen and stood at the window and looked at 

the salt pond for perhaps thirty seconds, which is a shorter 

interval than his usual window time and which told me the 

thinking was not being constructed from the beginning but was the 

final stage of something that had been constructing itself since 

the previous night. 

He said, “The dark pickup is Coates’s vehicle or a vehicle 

connected to the distribution logistics. The cover story means 

Aldrich’s people are not yet using official resources for the 

search, which means Aldrich does not yet want an official record 

of the search, which means he is not certain enough of the 

situation to commit the department to it.” He turned from the 

window. “What he knows: a woman came through the landing on 

Thursday night and did not arrive at the distribution point with 

the others, and she received medical attention in the Orleans 

area on Friday morning from a physician who was not the emergency 

room. He does not yet know the physician’s name. He does not yet 

know about the card.” 

“He will,” I said. 
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“He will,” Hamilton said. “The chain from Sofia to Mary to 

the clinic to me is not long, and a man who found Sofia in one 

morning’s work is a man who knows how to move along a chain. We 

have a day, perhaps two.” He moved toward the door of the study. 

“I need the scope.” 

I followed him to the study, where he went directly to the 

spotting scope and trained it south-southeast without adjusting 

the tripod, which meant the scope was already aimed at the 

position he wanted. He stood behind the eyepiece for a long 

moment and then stepped back and said, “Look.” 

I put my eye to the scope. The outer harbor was visible at 

the right edge of the field, the channel mouth and the outer bars 

and beyond them the flat gray surface of the sound under the 

overcast. At the edge of the frame, in the open water beyond the 

outer bar, a vessel lay at anchor. It was large—at that distance 

and in that light I could not be precise, but it was materially 

larger than any vessel I had seen in the sound in two years of 

looking at it from this window, a motor yacht of fifty feet or 

more with a flying bridge and a dark hull, riding at anchor with 

its bow pointed east-northeast into the wind. It was not a 

commercial vessel. It was not a recreational vessel of the kind 

that the outer harbor sees on summer weekends. It was the kind of 

vessel that belongs to a person for whom a fifty-foot motor yacht 

is a working platform rather than a display of means. 

I stepped back from the scope. 

Hamilton said, “It arrived this morning at approximately 

eight o’clock. It has not moved. It has not sent a tender to the 
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dock. It is anchored two hundred yards outside the channel 

entrance, which puts it in international waters relative to the 

harbor authority’s jurisdiction but close enough to monitor the 

channel traffic.” He paused. “The vessel that Ferreira described—

fifty feet or more, anchored in the outer harbor, not coming to 

the dock—that is the description of that vessel.” 

The room was quiet. Through the scope the dark-hulled yacht 

sat motionless on the gray water, patient and purposeful, the 

anchor chain just visible as a dark line descending from the bow 

to the bottom it held. 

I said, “Vickers.” 

“The vessel Vickers uses,” Hamilton said. “Which may or may 

not have Vickers aboard. But which is here for a reason, and the 

reason is not recreational.” He moved to the desk and sat. “Now I 

want you to think about what we have.” 

I sat across from him. He had the chain document open and 

the brown notebook beside it and a fresh sheet of paper on the 

blotter on which he had written two words in two separate 

columns. I could not read the words from where I sat but I could 

see the structure of what he was doing: two columns, two 

categories, the same analytical posture he applies to any 

situation in which the elements need to be separated before they 

can be understood in relation to each other. 

He said, “From Aldrich’s position, the problem is the card. 

He does not know it exists in its current location or in its 

current form. He knows a woman came through the landing who did 

not arrive at the distribution point. He is looking for that 
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woman, and through that woman he will eventually look for what 

she was carrying, because a woman who does not arrive at the 

distribution point is a woman who has either escaped or has been 

acquired by someone, and if she has been acquired by someone, the 

question of what she had with her is a question that matters a 

great deal to the people whose names are on the recording.” He 

tapped the pen on the paper. “His search is moving along the 

social network that received her. Sofia, the clinic, the 

physician. The search will reach Wilson’s name within forty-eight 

hours.” 

He looked at the second column. “From the position of the 

vessel in the outer harbor, the problem is different. They are 

not looking for the card. They do not know what Ferreira was 

carrying on her person. What they are looking for is a route 

manifest—a current operational document that Ferreira had been 

attempting to obtain and that, according to the information the 

vessel’s principals received from someone inside the network, she 

had acquired three days before the transit.” 

I said, “The manifest wasn’t on the card.” 

“The manifest was not on the card,” Hamilton confirmed. “The 

card contained testimony and financial documentation. Not 

operational logistics. Either Ferreira did not obtain the 

manifest, or she obtained it and it was separated from her before 

Wilson found her, or it was never in her possession and the 

information the vessel’s principals received was inaccurate.” He 

paused. “What matters for our purposes is that the people on that 
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vessel believe she had it and that it may have been passed to the 

person who gave her medical treatment.” 

I heard myself say: “They think I have a manifest I don’t 

have.” 

“They believe it is a possibility,” Hamilton said. “They are 

here to determine whether the possibility is a fact and if it is, 

to recover the document. They are not here to protect the 

operation in the way Aldrich’s people are here. They are here 

because the manifest is an operational security matter for 

transits that are currently running or about to run, and the 

exposure of those transits would cost them materially.” 

“Do they know about Aldrich,” I said. 

“Almost certainly not in any detail. The external network’s 

relationship with the domestic protection is almost certainly 

managed through intermediaries who insulate each side from the 

other. Vickers knows there is official protection on this coast. 

He does not know its form or the name of the official who 

provides it.” Hamilton looked at the two columns. “Alice and the 

vessel do not know about each other’s current movements on Cape 

Cod. They are operating independently toward separate objectives. 

They do not know they are sharing the same geography at this 

moment.” 

I looked at the paper on his blotter. The two columns. He 

had written, in his small deliberate hand, a single word at the 

head of each. I could read them now from across the desk. 

The left column said: DOMESTIC. 

The right column said: EXTERNAL. 
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Below each heading was a list that he had been building 

since at least the previous night, each entry annotated with a 

source and a confidence level in parentheses, the specific format 

of the chain document applied to the current situation. The lists 

were not equal in length. The domestic list was longer. The 

external list had three entries and a series of question marks in 

a cluster at the bottom that indicated the region of what was not 

yet known. 

He said, “Two separate problems. Two separate sets of 

people. Each of them dangerous in its own register. The domestic 

problem is dangerous because it has official authority and 

institutional infrastructure. The external problem is dangerous 

because it has no institutional constraints whatsoever and 

because its interest in the manifest means it has a reason to 

apply pressure to the people it believes may have it.” He set 

down the pen. “The advantage we currently have is that neither of 

them knows the other is here. The moment they discover each 

other, the situation changes in ways that are harder to predict.” 

“How does that change things,” I said. 

“If Aldrich’s people identify Wilson as the physician and 

come to Allen Point, the vessel in the outer harbor will observe 

the activity. They will correctly conclude that the domestic 

operation is making a move on the person they themselves are 

looking at. That will tell them that the physician is 

significant—more significant than a simple medical contact—and 

will accelerate their own approach.” He paused. “And conversely. 

If the vessel sends someone to Allen Point before Aldrich’s 
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people arrive, the activity will be visible to anyone observing 

the address, which at this stage includes Aldrich’s people 

because they have been working the chain toward this address for 

two days.” 

I said, “So either one moving first triggers the other.” 

“Which means our working window is the period before either 

of them moves. Which is shrinking.” He stood. “Nine files remain 

on the card that Clara has not yet analyzed in detail. I want the 

other PDF examined tonight. The payment ledger photograph is 

evidence but it is not the only financial documentation Ferreira 

assembled over eight months, and the second PDF may give us the 

Tidewater connection in a form that is independently verifiable 

without requiring a source who is currently in a protected 

location and cannot be called as a witness.” 

He walked to the window. The scope was still aimed at the 

outer harbor. 

“Noyes,” I said. “Will she move on the deputies she 

identified.” 

“Not yet. She understands the timing problem. If she moves 

on the deputies before we have a vehicle for the Aldrich material 

that bypasses the county structure, the deputies will know she 

has been looking, and that information will reach Aldrich before 

anything reaches the state police.” He looked through the scope 

without touching it, just looking at the view from the eyepiece’s 

near end. “She is, as I said, careful. The six weeks of solitary 

work in a compromised environment has made her more careful, not 

less. That is the right response.” 
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I left him at the scope and went to the kitchen and sat with 

the journal. I wrote the morning’s account: Clara’s overnight 

work, Noyes at the conservation lot, Sofia’s call, the dark 

vessel in the outer harbor, the two columns on Hamilton’s 

blotter. I wrote it in the order it happened and I wrote it 

completely and I did not editorialize because editorializing at 

this stage of a case is a way of substituting one’s emotional 

response to the facts for the facts themselves, which is a 

substitution the account cannot afford. 

What I noticed, writing it, was this: we were at the center 

of two concentric circles of attention, each circle contracting 

at its own rate toward the same point. The domestic circle was 

closer. It was moving along a chain of people who had helped 

Beatriz Ferreira, and each link in that chain brought it one step 

nearer to Wilson’s name and one step nearer to Allen Point. The 

external circle was further out but moving faster, because the 

people on the dark-hulled vessel had resources and methods that 

did not depend on walking a social chain link by link but could 

cover distance in other ways. 

We had a day. Perhaps two. 

 

Clara came to the kitchen at six with the second PDF open on 

her tablet. She set it on the table and we gathered around it: 

the four of us and the document, which was not a ledger page this 

time but a photograph of a typed letter on what appeared to be 

standard business letterhead. The letterhead was partially 

obscured at the top of the image, the company name cut off by the 
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frame of the photograph, but the address below it was visible and 

was a Sandwich address that Hamilton cross-referenced immediately 

against the Tidewater Property Services registration and 

confirmed as a match. 

The letter was addressed to an individual whose name was 

also partially obscured—deliberately, Clara noted, the framing of 

the photograph suggesting that Ferreira or whoever had 

photographed the document had covered the name intentionally, 

either to protect the source or to protect the recipient from 

identification. The letter’s text, however, was not obscured, and 

what it said, in the formal language of a business communication 

that had been written with the apparent intent of being 

explicable as a routine property management matter while actually 

conveying something else entirely, was this: that the quarterly 

arrangement had been renewed for the following calendar year, 

that the terms remained as previously established, that the 

specific service described as “discretionary oversight 

coordination” would continue to be provided at the agreed rate, 

and that the signatory looked forward to the continuation of what 

it called “a mutually productive relationship of long standing.” 

The signature at the bottom was a printed name and a 

handwritten signature above it. The printed name was Paul 

Seibert. The handwritten signature matched it. 

Hamilton said, “Tidewater to the recipient, payment for what 

the letter calls discretionary oversight coordination, which is 

the functional description of what a corrupt sheriff provides to 

a trafficking network: he coordinates the oversight—meaning he 
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manages what the oversight apparatus sees and does not see.” He 

sat. “This letter, combined with the payment ledger and the audio 

testimony, is a complete financial chain. The ledger shows the 

amounts and the initials of the recipient. The letter shows the 

payer, the stated purpose, and the relationship. The testimony 

names the recipient in full.” 

“Is it enough,” Mary said. 

“For a competent prosecutor who is not Barnstable County,” 

Hamilton said. “Yes.” 

Clara said, “I want to authenticate the letter’s metadata. 

The photograph was taken with a phone and the metadata may 

include date, time, and location if the GPS was active. If the 

location places the photograph at or near the Sandwich address at 

a time consistent with the letter’s contents, that is another 

layer of corroboration.” 

“Tomorrow,” Hamilton said. “Do it first thing.” He looked at 

the tablet. “The remaining audio files—how many have you 

reviewed.” 

“Five of the nine. The remaining four are shorter, under 

seven minutes each. Two are in Portuguese. Two are in a language 

I haven’t identified yet but which may be Haitian Creole based on 

the phonological pattern.” 

Hamilton nodded. “The Haitian Creole files tonight, if you 

can. The testimony may describe a different entry point or a 

different period of operation.” He stood. “The card is more 

complete than I initially assessed. Ferreira was not building 

insurance. She was building a prosecution.” 
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He said it with the quality of recognition he reserves for 

work done precisely under conditions designed to prevent it. Not 

admiration, exactly. One method recognizing another. 

After dinner Hamilton returned to the study and I went to 

the deck. The overcast had broken in the late afternoon and the 

evening was clear, the stars coming through in the unhurried way 

of stars on a Cape Cod night when the air has been washed by an 

offshore wind. I had the binoculars. I trained them on the outer 

harbor. 

The dark-hulled vessel was still there. Its anchor light 

burned white at the bow, a fixed point in the moving dark of the 

water, and its running lights were off, because a vessel at 

anchor does not display running lights. It showed nothing except 

the anchor light and the occasional faint glow of what might have 

been a window on the main deck, the specific diffuse light of a 

screen or an instrument in a darkened interior. 

Someone on that vessel was watching the same harbor I was 

watching, from the other direction. They had their instruments 

and their purposes and their sense of what they were looking for, 

and I had mine, and we were aimed at the same water from opposite 

sides of it, and the water between us was the water that Beatriz 

Ferreira had crossed on a boat in the dark with twelve other 

people, which was the water that an unknown number of women and 

children had crossed before her in the preceding eleven years, 

which was the water of this coast that Hamilton had been reading 

since the first morning he put the scope to his eye and found the 

left-hand bird on the near bar. 
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I stayed on the deck until the chill came in off the sound 

at nine o’clock, which was earlier than the chill had been coming 

in a week ago, the season making its intentions clearer by small 

daily increments. When I came inside Hamilton was at the scope 

and Clara’s light was on in the outbuilding and Mary was in the 

kitchen writing in the patient journal with the focused unhurry 

she brings to that particular form of record-keeping. 

I poured a glass of water and stood at the kitchen window 

and looked at the salt pond and thought about two columns on a 

blotter, two boats, two threats contracting toward the same point 

from opposite directions. The window Hamilton works at, I 

thought, is the same window I was looking through now, and the 

view from it is the same view: the salt pond, the marsh, the 

sound, the water doing what the water does, which is to be what 

it is regardless of what any of us requires of it. The water does 

not accommodate. It must be read as it is. 

Hamilton had been reading it for eleven days. 

The question of whether eleven days was long enough would be 

answered in the next forty-eight hours. 
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Chapter Five 

“The Registry” 

 

The metadata confirmed it at seven-forty in the morning. 

Clara came to the kitchen door with the tablet and set it on the 

table in front of Hamilton, who was on his second cup of coffee 

and the sixth page of a document he had been reading since before 

I was up, and said, “The photograph was taken on August third at 

eleven-eighteen in the morning at a location that places it 

within forty meters of the Tidewater Property Services registered 

address in Sandwich. GPS was active. The phone clock was 

synchronized.” 

Hamilton looked at the coordinates on the tablet without 

picking it up. “Ferreira was at the Tidewater address on August 

third.” 

“Within forty meters of it,” Clara said. “Which is 

consistent with standing outside the building, not inside it. She 

photographed the letter through a window, or she photographed a 

document that was brought outside, or she photographed a copy 

that was handed to her. The resolution of the image is too low to 

determine which.” She sat. “The important thing is that she 

obtained the document at that location on that date and that the 

metadata provides an independent corroboration of the letter’s 

provenance that does not depend on the testimony of a source who 

is currently unavailable.” 

“How is she?” Hamilton asked. He was looking at Clara but 

the question was about Beatriz Ferreira, and Clara understood 
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this and said, “Mary spoke to the people caring for her last 

night. The effusion is responding to treatment. She’s resting.” 

Hamilton nodded and returned to his document. Clara took her 

coffee back to the outbuilding. I sat across from him with my own 

coffee and the journal and wrote the morning entry, and the 

kitchen had the quality it has on the good working mornings, 

which is the quality of a space in which separate people are 

doing separate things that are moving in the same direction, the 

collective attention of the place organized toward the same 

problem without requiring anyone to announce the organization. 

At eight-fifteen Hamilton set down the document and said, 

“The vessel.” 

I knew which vessel he meant. I closed the journal. 

He said, “The registration record gives me an acoustic match 

and a hull profile from the scope observations. It gives me a 

registered owner who is a P.O. box in Barnstable and a vessel 

name, which is the “Night Passage,” which is the kind of name a 

person chooses either without thinking or with a specific 

intention, and in this case I believe the intention was present 

and the choice was deliberate and the person who made it found it 

amusing.” He paused. “I need to see the vessel. Not board it. See 

it. The hull profile at the dock will either confirm or eliminate 

the acoustic match from the scope observations, and if it 

confirms, Clara needs a position close enough to the vessel’s 

mooring to collect a dock-contact sample.” 

“A dock-contact sample,” I said. 
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“The mooring lines of a vessel that has been carrying cargo 

of the kind the Night Passage carries will leave fiber and 

biological material on the dock cleats and the dock surface at 

the point of regular contact. Clara can collect that material 

from the public dock without approaching the vessel itself. If 

the dock-contact sample contains fiber consistent with the 

transect station samples, that is a comparison match.” He stood. 

“We need to go to Chatham.” 

Mary was already at her practice in Chatham for her Tuesday 

appointments. Hamilton called her and told her what we were doing 

and she said she would meet us at the Stage Harbor waterfront at 

noon, which was the nearest public vantage point to the private 

dock where the Night Passage was registered. She did not ask why. 

She has learned, over two years of cases, to receive the 

operational information she needs and to trust that the reasoning 

behind it will be explained at the appropriate moment, and she 

trusts this not because she is incurious but because she has 

observed, sufficiently many times, that Hamilton’s sequencing of 

information is not arbitrary and that the appropriate moment is 

always reached. 

 

The Stage Harbor waterfront in Chatham in late August has 

the quality of a place that is still performing summer for the 

benefit of those who have not yet noticed that the performance 

has become slightly effortful. The lobster shacks were open, the 

charter boats were out, the ice cream windows had their lines, 

and the recreational vessels at the town moorings sat in the 
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harbor light with the patient availability of boats whose owners 

are on shore somewhere doing the things that bring people to Cape 

Cod in August. It was, on its surface, exactly what it appeared 

to be. The surface was not what Hamilton was looking at. 

He had the field notebook. He stood at the seawall with the 

aspect of a man consulting tide tables and making notations, 

which was precisely what he was doing, the notations serving the 

dual purpose of recording what he observed and providing a reason 

for his presence at the wall that required no explanation to the 

people moving around him. I stood beside him with the binoculars, 

which required even less explanation, because a person with 

binoculars at a Cape Cod waterfront in August is as unremarkable 

as a person with a coffee cup. 

The private dock where the Night Passage was registered lay 

two hundred yards to the east of the public seawall, accessible 

from a gravel road that ran behind a row of boat storage 

buildings. The dock itself was not visible from the seawall, but 

the approach channel to it was visible, and the portion of the 

dock where a twenty-seven-foot center console would lie at its 

mooring was visible above the roofline of the nearest storage 

building if the binoculars were aimed at the correct angle. I 

aimed them at the correct angle. 

The Night Passage was there. Dark hull, low profile, single 

outboard on the stern that was large enough to be the deep-noted 

engine Hamilton had recorded in the brown notebook on the night 

of August nineteenth. At that distance I could not read the 

registration numbers on the bow, but the configuration matched 
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the profile Hamilton had described from the scope: center console 

layout, T-top, no cabin, a vessel built for speed and utility in 

the specific proportions of something that needs to cover water 

quickly and without ceremony and that has no use for the 

amenities of a recreational boat. 

Hamilton looked through the binoculars for perhaps a minute 

and then lowered them and said, “That’s the second boat.” 

He said it with the specific flatness of a person stating a 

finding that confirms a hypothesis he has held for eleven days 

and that he has taken no pleasure in having confirmed, because 

the pleasure of being right about a vessel profile is not 

available when the vessel profile belongs to a boat that has been 

running trafficked people through a marsh channel in the dark. 

He said, “Clara.” 

Clara had driven separately, arriving ten minutes after us 

in the car she uses for fieldwork, which carries her collection 

equipment in a waterproof case in the boot and which she parks 

with the particular situational awareness of a person who has 

learned to position herself at the outset of an investigation in 

a way that provides options at the end of it. She had the 

collection kit in a shoulder bag that looked, to anyone who might 

be paying attention, like the bag of a recreational birder or a 

naturalist making notes at the waterfront, which was consistent 

with the birding binoculars she wore around her neck and the 

field notebook she carried in her left hand. 

Hamilton described the dock and the mooring position. Clara 

looked at the angle and the approach and said, “There’s a public 
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access path along the water side of the storage buildings. It 

runs within fifteen feet of the dock’s approach cleat. I can work 

from the path.” 

“Is there a reason for you to be on the path,” Hamilton 

said. 

Clara said, “I’m going to see the spotted sandpiper that has 

been feeding on the dock debris for the past week.” She produced 

from her bag a printed page of the Chatham Bird Club’s weekly 

report, which she had downloaded that morning before we left 

Allen Point and which noted, in the entry for Stage Harbor, a 

spotted sandpiper observed on August twenty-second feeding along 

the eastern dock complex. “The bird was reported four days ago,” 

she said. “Its continued presence is a reasonable assumption. I 

am a biologist documenting shorebird activity in the Chatham 

harbor system as part of a survey that has been on record with 

the Monomoy National Wildlife Refuge for eleven months.” 

Hamilton looked at her. 

“The survey is real,” she said. “The bird may or may not be 

present. The dock samples will be collected regardless.” 

She went. Hamilton and I remained at the seawall. He made 

notes in the field notebook and I stood with the binoculars and 

managed the view and said nothing, which was the appropriate 

contribution. Mary arrived at twelve-fifteen and stood between us 

and looked at the harbor and said, “How long.” 

“Fifteen minutes,” Hamilton said. “Twenty if the sandpiper 

is actually there.” 
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It was eighteen minutes. Clara came back along the seawall 

with her notebook open and the bag at her shoulder and the 

expression of a field biologist who has had a productive morning, 

which was an expression I had seen on her face often enough to 

know was not being performed for the waterfront but was actually 

present, because Clara finds dock-contact sample collection 

productive in exactly the way that she finds any collection 

productive, regardless of the investigative context. 

She said to Hamilton, without breaking stride: “The dock 

cleat at the mooring position has significant fiber accumulation. 

I collected from three contact points. I also collected a water-

surface sample from the slip, which will give me any biological 

material the vessel has been introducing to the harbor from its 

cargo spaces.” She paused. “And the sandpiper was there.” 

Hamilton permitted himself a very brief interval of what, in 

another person, would have been a smile. 

We drove back to Allen Point separately, by different 

routes, arriving within twenty minutes of each other. Clara went 

directly to the outbuilding. Hamilton went to the study. Mary 

made lunch, because it was one o’clock and none of us had eaten 

since morning and Mary has a physician’s understanding of what 

sustained work costs the body and a domestic understanding of 

what sustains the body during sustained work, and the 

intersection of those two understandings expresses itself as 

lunch appearing on the table at regular intervals regardless of 

what else is happening. 
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We ate. Hamilton ate standing, which was the eating posture 

of a man who had something to say before the meal changed the 

quality of what he was thinking, and after two minutes he sat and 

said, “The P.O. box registration.” 

“Tell me,” I said. 

“The Night Passage is registered to a M. Santos at a 

Barnstable P.O. box. The P.O. box is a commercial mail forwarding 

address, a service that accepts registrations for a fee and lists 

a street address for regulatory purposes. The street address is 

shared by eleven other businesses, two of which are LLCs whose 

registered agents I have now traced through the secretary of 

state’s database.” He ate. “One of the eleven businesses is a 

marine services company called Outer Cape Marine Logistics. Its 

registered agent is the same individual who serves as registered 

agent for Tidewater Property Services.” 

“Paul Seibert,” I said. 

“Paul Seibert. Who is the registered agent for Tidewater, 

which makes the quarterly payments to Aldrich. And who is the 

registered agent for the company whose mail address is shared 

with the vessel registration of the Night Passage.” Hamilton set 

down his fork. “Seibert is not a principal. He is an 

administrative connective tissue—a person whose function is to 

appear in the paperwork wherever the paperwork requires a human 

name and who is compensated for that appearance without being 

directly involved in the operation. These individuals exist in 

every complex financial structure. They are useful because they 

create a layer of distance between the operation and its visible 
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principals, and they are dangerous to the operation because when 

they are found they connect everything they appear in.” 

“Has he been found,” Mary said. 

“He has been found by me,” Hamilton said. “Which means he 

exists in my chain document. He does not yet know he has been 

found, which means the connection he represents is still 

available to us as evidence and has not yet been concealed or 

altered. The moment Aldrich or anyone in the network becomes 

aware that someone is reading the corporate registry backward 

from the vessel registration toward Tidewater, Seibert’s role 

will be restructured and the connection will be severed. This is 

standard practice. It is why the work must be done before the 

subject knows it is being done.” He looked at the notebook. “We 

have, at most, one more day before that window closes.” 

 

The call from the Orleans practice came at two-forty. I was 

in the kitchen when the practice number appeared on my phone and 

I answered it and the receptionist, whose name was Janine and 

whose voice carried its ordinary professional composure so intact 

that the information it delivered arrived slightly before the 

register of it did, said, “Dr. Wilson, I wanted to let you know 

that a man came to the practice this afternoon asking about you. 

He said he was from the Barnstable County Health Department 

conducting a follow-up on an emergency medical response that 

occurred at Rock Harbor on Friday. He asked whether you had been 

the responding physician and whether you had filed an incident 

report.” 
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I kept my voice at its clinical register, which is the 

register I use when I am receiving information that requires a 

stable container to receive it in. I asked her what she had told 

him. 

“I told him that patient records are confidential and that 

any official inquiry about a physician’s case activity would need 

to go through the practice manager with a formal written request. 

He thanked me and left.” A pause. “He didn’t leave a card.” 

I thanked her and said I would follow up with the practice 

manager and ended the call. 

I went to the study. Hamilton was at the desk and he read my 

expression before I spoke, which he does with the accuracy of a 

person who has spent eleven years observing the same face in the 

early stages of developing situations and who has built a 

reliable map of what each configuration of that face means. 

He said, “The practice.” 

I told him what Janine had said. He listened without 

reaction, which was its own reaction, the stillness of a person 

who has been calculating a probability and has just received 

confirmation that the probability was correct. 

“Health Department cover,” he said. “The same operational 

register as the social services cover Sofia received. Not law 

enforcement directly—a plausible service agency with a legitimate 

reason to follow up on an emergency medical event. Whoever is 

running this for Aldrich understands that an approach in uniform 

triggers a different response than an approach in a windbreaker 
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with a clipboard.” He was quiet for a moment. “The practice has 

your home address on file.” 

It did. All the practices I am affiliated with have my 

address on file as a matter of professional record. The address 

is Allen Point. 

I said, “How long before they come here.” 

“They won’t come here immediately,” Hamilton said. “The 

approach at the practice was a reconnaissance, not a contact. 

They confirmed your name and your connection to the Rock Harbor 

event. The next step is a location confirmation and an assessment 

of the address. That is tonight’s work for them. The approach, if 

it comes, will be tomorrow.” He stood. “Don’t go back to the 

practice until I tell you it’s clear.” 

I said, “Patients.” 

“I understand,” he said. “Tell the practice you have a 

family matter. Janine will reschedule. You told me yourself she 

handles disruptions without needing an explanation.” He moved to 

the window. “Two days, possibly three. After that the situation 

will have resolved in one direction or another and the practice 

schedule will cease to be the operative concern.” 

He stated it without ornament: in two or three days we would 

either have contained the situation or it would have exceeded our 

capacity to contain it. A practical statement. He had said to me 

once, in the first year of our association, that there is a point 

in every serious case at which the case begins to look back at 

you. The question is not whether you are prepared. The question 

is whether you know it has arrived. 
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I knew it had arrived. 

I called Janine and told her I had a family matter and asked 

her to reschedule Tuesday and Wednesday. She said of course and 

asked if everything was all right and I said it was a manageable 

situation and she said she hoped so and that was the end of the 

call. 

I sat in the kitchen and wrote in the journal and listened 

to the house. Hamilton was at the scope. Clara was in the 

outbuilding. Mary was still at the Chatham practice for her 

afternoon appointments, which she would finish at five and from 

which she would drive home by the back roads. The house had the 

quality it takes on the days when the four of us are doing four 

separate things that are moving in the same direction, and I had 

learned to find in that quality not isolation but its opposite: 

the specific solidarity of people who are each in their own place 

doing their own part and who trust the others to be doing theirs. 

 

Clara had the fiber comparison results at four-thirty. She 

came to the kitchen with the tablet and the expression of a 

person who has found what they were looking for and who is not 

surprised to have found it but who is precise about the 

difference between expecting a result and having a result. 

She said, “The dock-contact samples from the Night Passage 

mooring contain synthetic textile fibers that are compositionally 

consistent with the samples from the Rock Harbor transect 

stations. The same polymer matrix, the same weave density, the 

same colorant chemistry within the margin of variation I would 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 92 

 

expect between samples collected at different times from the same 

source material.” She set the tablet on the table. “I cannot say 

with absolute certainty that the fibers from the two locations 

came from the same cargo management system. I can say that the 

probability of a coincidental match of this specificity between 

two unrelated sources is low enough that I would state in a 

written report that the match is indicative of a common source.” 

“Indicative of a common source,” Hamilton said from the 

doorway. He had come in from the study without sound, which is 

his habit when he is tracking a thread through the house and does 

not want to interrupt it. “That is the language you would use in 

a forensic report for a court.” 

“It is precise language,” Clara said. “It does not overstate 

what the evidence supports. A jury can understand what indicative 

of a common source means and can weigh it against the other 

evidence in the case.” 

“There will be other evidence in the case,” Hamilton said. 

He sat at the table and opened the chain document to the section 

he had been working on since that morning. I could see, from 

where I sat, that the section had grown significantly since the 

last time I had seen it: the margins were dense with Hamilton’s 

small handwriting, the cross-references marked with the specific 

notation he uses when a new piece of evidence connects to an 

existing thread and the connection needs to be readable in both 

directions. 

He said, “What does the water-surface sample give you.” 
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“I won’t have the biological analysis complete until 

tomorrow morning. The preparation takes time that cannot be 

shortened without compromising the result. But I can tell you now 

that the sample is not a clean harbor-water sample. There is 

organic material in it that is not consistent with ordinary 

vessel traffic. I won’t characterize it until I have the 

analysis.” She paused. “But I want to be in the outbuilding 

early.” 

“Be there,” Hamilton said. 

Mary came home at five-fifteen and took in the state of the 

kitchen table—the tablet, the chain document, the journals, the 

specific configuration of four people in various stages of 

processing the day’s material—and said, “Beatriz is asking when 

she can leave.” 

We looked at her. 

“She called the woman who is caring for her. She wants to 

know if it is safe for her to leave the area. She is asking 

because she knows the answer may be no and she wants to make her 

own decision about what to do with that answer.” Mary set her bag 

down and sat. “She is not a person who will stay somewhere 

indefinitely on the instruction of people she has only just met. 

She trusted Wilson at the dock because she was out of options. 

She is less out of options now.” 

Hamilton said, “Tell her it is not yet safe to leave. Tell 

her we understand that she is not obligated to remain. Tell her 

that what she built over eight months is doing the work it was 

built to do and that the people using it are the right people to 
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be using it, by which I mean people outside the compromised 

structure. And tell her—” He paused. “Tell her we know her name 

and we are keeping it.” 

Mary looked at him for a moment and then nodded and took out 

her phone. 

I have recorded this exchange because it is part of the 

account and because it illustrates something about Hamilton that 

I have been observing for eleven years and that I have not always 

described adequately in the preceding volumes. He is not a 

sentimental man in the conventional sense. He does not perform 

care. He does not use the language of care when the situation 

does not require it, and when the situation requires it he uses 

the most precise language available to him, which is not always 

the language that sounds like care to a person accustomed to its 

conventional expression. What he said to Mary to pass to Beatriz 

Ferreira was precise and it was honest and it told her exactly 

what was true: that her work was being used correctly, that the 

people using it were outside the compromised structure, and that 

she was known by name rather than by circumstance. That last 

thing is not a small thing to say to a person who has spent four 

months in a country that has been processing her as a quantity 

rather than a person. Hamilton knew it was not a small thing. 

That is why he said it. 

 

It was Hamilton who saw the tender. He was at the scope at 

seven-fifteen, making the evening observation of the outer harbor 

that had become part of his daily pattern since the dark-hulled 
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vessel’s arrival, and he called me to the study with a single 

word through the house in the way he calls me when something 

requires immediate attention but not alarm, the specific 

calibrated volume and tone that I have learned to distinguish 

from the other calls in his register. 

I put my eye to the scope. The dark-hulled vessel was where 

it had been since Monday morning, in the open water beyond the 

outer bar, its anchor light burning at the bow in the early dusk. 

But between the vessel and the channel mouth, moving at a 

deliberate pace across the flat September-early evening water, 

was a rigid inflatable tender of the kind that large motor yachts 

carry on the stern davits for shore access: perhaps fourteen 

feet, a small outboard at the transom, a single occupant in the 

driver’s position, and in the forward section of the tender what 

appeared to be two other individuals in the posture of people who 

are passengers rather than crew. 

Three people in the tender. Moving toward the Chatham harbor 

entrance. 

I stepped back. Hamilton was already at the chart he had 

unrolled on the study desk, his finger tracing the harbor 

entrance and the town dock and the route from the town dock to 

the road network. 

“They’re going ashore,” I said. 

“Three people. The tender will take twenty minutes to reach 

the town dock. They have a vehicle waiting or they will acquire 

one.” He looked at the chart. “They are going to the Night 

Passage.” 
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I heard myself say: “They know about the Night Passage.” 

“Of course they do,” Hamilton said. “The Night Passage is 

the Cape Cod terminus of the operation. Vickers—or whoever 

commands that vessel—has a direct operational relationship with 

the Night Passage and its owner. What this tells us is that the 

people on the dark hull are not in this harbor by coincidence or 

by passive surveillance. They are here to make contact with the 

domestic operation.” He straightened. “Which means the two 

circles are no longer moving independently.” 

The kitchen of Allen Point was very quiet. Somewhere in the 

marsh below the bluff a night heron called once and was silent. 

The scope in the corner of the study held its aim at the outer 

harbor where the tender was now a small shape on the water, 

diminishing as it moved toward the channel entrance and the town 

dock beyond it. 

I said, “Has the timeline changed.” 

Hamilton was already at the desk, the chain document open 

and a fresh page turned to. He said, “Yes.” He picked up his pen. 

“Call Noyes. Not the number she gave me. The number she gave you 

after the Corrigan matter.” He was writing before I had the phone 

out. “Tell her the situation has developed and that I need to see 

her tonight. Tell her to come to Allen Point. Tell her to come 

the way she came in February, which she will understand, and not 

to call back on this line.” 

Noyes had come to Allen Point in February of the previous 

year by a route that involved the Harwich back roads and the Salt 

Pond Road approach from the south, which brought her to the house 
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without passing the main road junction that any vehicle 

surveilling the address would most likely use. Hamilton had shown 

her this route on a map at the end of the Corrigan matter in a 

context that I had assumed at the time was professional habit 

rather than operational foresight, the habit of a person who 

always identifies the secondary approach to any location he uses 

regularly. I understood now that it had not been habit. He had 

been calculating the probability of this moment and had prepared 

for it. 

This is what I mean when I say he operates as Gorodish 

operates: not reactively but with a prepared architecture of 

contingencies, each one put in place before its occasion, so that 

when the occasion arrives the response is not constructed under 

pressure but retrieved from the preparation that was made when 

there was still time to make it correctly. 

I called Noyes. She answered on the first ring, which told 

me she had been waiting for the call, or a call, or the call that 

would mean the situation had changed from its previous state to 

something that required the next step. I told her what Hamilton 

had asked me to tell her. She said, “Ten o’clock.” She ended the 

call. 

I went back to the study. Hamilton was writing. The scope 

was still aimed at the outer harbor and the tender was no longer 

visible, having moved behind the configuration of the outer bar, 

and the dark-hulled vessel sat in the open water with its anchor 

light burning and its main deck dark and patient, waiting for 

whatever its people ashore were doing to be done. 
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I sat in the chair by the study window and looked at the 

sound and thought about the registry: the chain from the Night 

Passage to the P.O. box to the mail forwarding address to Outer 

Cape Marine Logistics to Paul Seibert to Tidewater to Raymond 

Aldrich, each link in the chain documented, each connection 

traceable, the structure legible to anyone who read it in the 

right order. Hamilton had read it in the right order. He had 

built the order by moving backward from the observation and 

forward from the public record until the two met in the middle, 

which is the precise method of dead reckoning applied to a 

corporate registry: you know where you started, you know the 

bearing you’ve been on, you calculate where you must be. Then you 

look up and confirm. 

He had confirmed. The Night Passage was the boat. Seibert 

was the connective tissue. Aldrich was the name at the top of the 

domestic column. 

The tender was ashore. The two circles had met. 

Hamilton wrote until nine o’clock and then set down the pen 

and said, without looking up: “There is one more thing I need to 

tell you before Noyes arrives. I have been building something in 

parallel with the chain document. Not evidence—something else. I 

want you to understand what it is before tonight.” 

He opened the bottom drawer of the desk. 
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Chapter Six 

“The Reach” 

 

What Hamilton took from the bottom drawer was a manila 

envelope, letter-sized, unsealed, the flap tucked rather than 

glued. He set it on the desk beside the chain document and looked 

at it for a moment in the manner of a person deciding on the 

correct order in which to present two things that require each 

other for their full meaning. 

He said, “I have been building this since the fourth day of 

the vessel observations. Before I knew what was on the card, 

before Noyes was in the picture. I began it because I recognized 

the structure I was looking at as a structure that would 

eventually require a kind of response, and I did not want to be 

building the response under the pressure of the moment when the 

moment arrived.” He looked at the envelope. “What is in this 

envelope is a chain document. It is not the chain document.” 

I looked at the desk. The actual chain document was there, 

the document he had been working on and annotating for eleven 

days, its pages dense with notation in the margins, cross-

references marked in two colors, the architecture of the 

operation rendered in the form of Hamilton’s evidential 

reasoning: observation, inference, documentation, connection. 

He said, “The document in the envelope is a version of the 

chain document that is complete in its structure and plausible in 

its content. It contains the vessel observations, the Tidewater 

connection, the payment documentation, and the testimony summary. 
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It presents them in the correct logical order. A person reading 

it would understand what it described and would find it 

credible.” He paused. “It contains one error. The error is in the 

account number fragment on the payment ledger. The fragment I 

have included is transposed from the actual fragment by two 

digits. The transposition is not detectable without access to the 

original document, which is on the SIM card in Clara’s 

outbuilding.” 

I understood before he finished. “If someone receives the 

envelope and acts on it, the transposed account number will 

appear in whatever record they make of it. The transposition is 

your marker.” 

“It tells me who received the document and what they did 

with it. If the transposed number appears in an official filing 

or in a communication that I can subsequently access, I know the 

filing or the communication came from whoever I gave the envelope 

to.” He sat. “It also tells me whether the person I gave it to 

passed it to someone else, and in some cases it tells me who that 

someone else is, depending on where the transposed number 

surfaces.” 

I said, “You’re going to give this to someone you’re not 

certain about.” 

“I am going to give this to someone I need to test,” he 

said. “Which is different from giving it to someone I distrust. 

It is the appropriate response to a situation in which trust has 

not yet been established but must be extended before it can be 

verified, and in which the consequences of extending it 
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incorrectly are significant.” He looked at the envelope. “The 

document in the envelope is sufficient, if it reaches the right 

destination, to open an investigation that does not depend on us. 

That is its primary function. The tracking function is secondary. 

I do not expect to need the tracking function. I have built it 

anyway, because the situations in which you do not need a 

contingency are the situations in which you have built one.” 

He said it without drama, and I received it without drama, 

and both of those things together were the specific 

characteristic of the working relationship we had built over 

eleven years, which was a relationship organized around the 

principle that the work required what it required and that what 

it required was always worth building before its occasion rather 

than improvising when the occasion arrived. I had not always 

agreed with this principle in the early years of our association. 

I had found it, in those years, somewhat cold—the substitution of 

preparation for the human warmth of responding fully to the 

present moment. I had since come to understand that this was not 

a correct reading of what the preparation was for. The 

preparation was the form that care took when the stakes were high 

enough that improvisation was not care but its abandonment. The 

envelope on the desk was care. It had been built for eleven days 

in the specific knowledge that something was coming and that when 

it came the people in its path would need the response to already 

exist. 

I said, “Who are you going to give it to.” 
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“That is what tonight will determine,” he said. “That is why 

Noyes is coming.” 

 

She arrived at five minutes past ten, having come down the 

Salt Pond Road from the south in the dark in a vehicle I did not 

recognize as the Subaru she had been driving at the conservation 

lot, which turned out to be a second car she kept at a sister’s 

house in Harwich and that she had retrieved after her shift 

ended. The use of a second vehicle at a different address for an 

approach she did not want associated with her professional life 

was the action of a person who had been thinking carefully about 

operational exposure for longer than six weeks. 

She came into the kitchen with the quality she always has at 

Allen Point: a woman in full professional possession of herself 

who has nonetheless made a deliberate choice to be present in a 

space that is not her space and that she respects accordingly. 

She was in civilian clothes, which I had not seen before—jeans, a 

dark jacket, the kind of clothing a person chooses when they are 

off duty and want to remain off duty in the way they are seen. 

She had a notebook under her arm. Not the official department-

issue notebook. A small brown Moleskine of the kind that can be 

purchased at any bookshop and that carries no institutional 

identification. 

Hamilton introduced her to Clara, whom she had not met. 

Clara said she had heard a great deal about the work Noyes had 

done on the Fitch matter. Noyes said she had read Clara’s 

forensic report on the harness clip three times and that the 
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third reading was when she had understood what it meant for the 

old prosecution. This exchange took perhaps forty seconds and 

established between them the professional respect of two precise 

people who have reviewed each other’s work and found it sound, 

which is a more reliable foundation for collaboration than most 

forms of introduction. 

We sat at the kitchen table: Hamilton at the north end, 

Noyes to his right, Clara to his left, Mary and I at the south 

end. The configuration of the working table. I had the journal 

open. 

Hamilton said, “I’m going to give you the complete picture 

as it stands tonight. When I’m done I want what you know that I 

don’t know. Then we’ll determine what the next step is and who 

takes it.” He looked at Noyes. “Is there anything in this 

building that can leave this building.” 

Noyes understood the question. She took her phone from her 

pocket and placed it on the kitchen counter, face down, away from 

the table. She said, “No.” 

Hamilton laid out the full architecture. He took forty 

minutes and he was precise and he was complete and he held 

nothing back, which is the only form in which he presents 

evidence to a person he has decided to trust, because a partial 

presentation is a form of test and he had already run the test he 

needed to run and Noyes had passed it by the fact of the brown 

Moleskine and the second car and six weeks of careful solitary 

work in a building she knew was compromised. He began with the 

vessel observations and moved through the SIM card and its 
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contents, the Tidewater connection and the Seibert registration, 

the fiber comparison, the Orleans practice visit, the tender 

going ashore. He laid the chain document on the table and he laid 

the manila envelope beside it and he explained what each one was. 

Noyes listened in the manner I have observed in her before 

and that Hamilton has described as one of the two or three 

genuinely useful things a person in her position can develop, 

which is the capacity to receive complex evidential material in 

real time without either challenging it before it is complete or 

accepting it before it has been examined, holding it in a 

provisional state that neither rejects nor endorses until the 

picture is whole. She did not write in the Moleskine while he 

spoke. She looked at the documents he placed before her and she 

looked at Hamilton and she did not look at her hands or at the 

table, which is what people do when they are processing something 

emotionally difficult rather than analytically. She was 

processing analytically. The emotional content would come later, 

in whatever private space she would allow it. 

When he finished she was quiet for what I estimated as 

ninety seconds. Then she said, “I want to tell you about the 

third administrative decision.” 

She opened the Moleskine. Hamilton’s eyes went to it and 

stayed there. 

She said, “Last October, Aldrich redirected a state police 

referral that came into the department. The referral was from the 

Major Crimes Unit and it concerned an interstate trafficking 

inquiry that had identified Cape Cod as a possible transit point. 
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The referral was addressed to the department and was logged in 

the system as received. Aldrich pulled it from the assignment 

queue within four hours of its arrival and marked it as referred 

back to the MCU as outside county jurisdiction. The MCU file 

shows no record of a returned referral. The referral disappeared 

in the space between Aldrich receiving it and the notation he 

made in the system saying he had returned it.” She looked at 

Hamilton. “The MCU inquiry is still open. I have a contact in the 

unit who does not know why I was asking about it. I asked about 

it as a cold case research question six weeks ago, before I had 

enough to explain why I was interested.” 

The kitchen held that for a moment. 

Hamilton said, “Your MCU contact. Can they be reached 

without the reach going through the department system.” 

“Directly,” Noyes said. “Personal number. We came up through 

the same training cohort. She is not a person who does things for 

professional reasons when professional reasons require her to do 

things she believes are wrong.” She paused, in the manner of 

someone adding a precision. “She’s the person I would have called 

six weeks ago if I had more than a single missing persons file 

and three anomalous overtime records. I didn’t have enough. I do 

now.” 

“You have enough,” Hamilton said. It was not a reassurance. 

It was a finding. 

 

Clara said, “The State Representative.” She had been 

listening from the edge of the table with the expression of a 
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person who is waiting for the appropriate moment to add the piece 

she has been holding, and the appropriate moment was now, in the 

space between Noyes’s MCU contact and the decision that would 

follow from it. “I found the name this afternoon, in the LLC 

research. I didn’t bring it up earlier because I wanted to verify 

the connection before I put it in the room.” 

Hamilton looked at her. 

“Tidewater Property Services is a limited liability company. 

Its registered agent is Seibert. Its listed members are two 

individuals whose names appear nowhere else in any document I 

have found associated with the operation.” She opened her field 

notebook. “The first member is a woman named Margaret Coelho of 

Sandwich, whose only other public record is as the owner of a 

residential property on Jarvis Street. The second member is a man 

named Robert Farwell.” 

Noyes put her pen down. 

Clara said, “Representative Robert Farwell, Third Barnstable 

District, eight years in the General Court, currently serving on 

the Joint Committee on Public Safety and Homeland Security, which 

has oversight responsibility for the coastal security funding 

allocation that provides supplementary resources to county 

sheriff’s departments in maritime districts.” She closed the 

notebook. “He is a listed member of the LLC that pays the sheriff 

for what the letter describes as discretionary oversight 

coordination. His name is on the incorporation documents.” 

The room absorbed this. 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 107 

 

Noyes said, “The coastal security funding.” She said it the 

way a person says a thing when the thing has just explained 

something they have been unable to explain, the quality of a gap 

closing that has been open for a long time. “The supplementary 

allocation. Aldrich applies for it every two years through the 

committee. He’s received it every cycle since Farwell joined the 

committee. The allocation is discretionary at the committee 

level.” She looked at Hamilton. “If Farwell is directing the 

allocation to Aldrich as part of the arrangement, the department 

has been partially funded by the operation’s political 

protection.” 

“Which means every budget cycle is a renewal of the 

arrangement,” Hamilton said. “And every renewal is documented in 

the public legislative record in a form that is entirely 

legitimate in appearance and that connects Farwell to Aldrich in 

a way that no one looking at it without the full picture would 

find notable.” He looked at Clara. “How confident are you in the 

membership record.” 

“The incorporation document is a public filing,” Clara said. 

“It is in the secretary of state’s database. I have a timestamped 

screenshot. Farwell’s name is on it in the same font as Coelho’s 

name, which means it was there at the time of incorporation and 

was not added later. He was a founding member.” 

Hamilton was quiet for a moment. Then he said, to Noyes: 

“The MCU referral that Aldrich redirected. Do you know which MCU 

investigator originated it.” 

“I can find out.” 
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“Find out tonight if you can. Before you call your contact.” 

He looked at the table. “If the original referral came from your 

contact’s unit and your contact knows it was redirected without 

being returned, she has an independent institutional interest in 

the investigation that does not depend on us or on what we give 

her. She is not simply a recipient of external evidence. She is a 

party with her own stake in the outcome.” 

Noyes said, “She’ll move faster.” 

“She’ll move independently,” Hamilton said. “Which is what 

this situation requires. The investigation cannot originate with 

us. We have the evidence but we don’t have the authority, and a 

case built entirely on material provided by private individuals 

without institutional standing is a case that a competent defense 

attorney dismantles before it reaches a jury. The MCU has 

standing. The MCU has the original referral, even if it has been 

administratively disappeared, because the record of its dispatch 

will exist on the state police side regardless of what Aldrich 

did with it on the county side.” He looked at Noyes. “The MCU 

opens its own investigation. We provide the evidentiary material 

through your contact as a departmental referral from a Barnstable 

County captain, which is a proper official channel and which 

gives the material a legitimate institutional provenance. The 

chain of custody is clean.” 

Mary said, “How long does the MCU take to move.” 

“Depends on the investigator and on what they receive,” 

Noyes said. “My contact is not a person who takes long when she 

has what she needs.” She looked at Hamilton. “How much of what’s 
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on the card can Clara produce as a formatted forensic report that 

the MCU can receive as a conventional evidence submission.” 

“All of it,” Clara said. “I can have a report formatted to 

MCU submission standards by tomorrow afternoon. The audio files 

transcribed, the document images enhanced and annotated, the 

fiber comparison in standard forensic notation with the 

methodology section attached. The metadata analysis as an 

appendix. All of it in the form that goes into an evidence file 

rather than a narrative account.” She paused. “I’ve written for 

MCU before. I know the format.” 

Noyes looked at her. “You’ve worked with MCU.” 

“On the Fitch matter,” Clara said. “Indirectly. Through the 

sheriff’s office, which at the time we believed was an 

appropriate channel.” She said it without bitterness. It was a 

statement of historical fact. 

Noyes looked at Hamilton. Hamilton said, “The report goes to 

your contact. Your contact opens the investigation. The evidence 

is on record in the MCU file before Aldrich has any indication 

that the MCU is moving. At that point the domestic circle’s 

ability to suppress the material ends, because the material is no 

longer held by private individuals on a residential property. It 

is in a state police evidence file.” 

“And the external circle,” I said. “The vessel.” 

Hamilton looked at the window, which faced the salt pond and 

beyond it the sound, where the dark-hulled vessel was riding at 

anchor in the outer harbor with its anchor light burning. “The 

vessel’s presence here is contingent on the operation’s continued 
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function. If the MCU moves on Aldrich and Coates and the Night 

Passage simultaneously, the operation’s Cape Cod infrastructure 

is gone within twenty-four hours. The vessel’s principals will 

know this before we do, because they will lose contact with the 

people ashore. When they lose contact, the vessel will leave.” 

“Vickers,” I said. 

“Vickers, or whoever commands that vessel, is beyond the 

reach of what we can do from Allen Point,” Hamilton said. It was 

the first time in the investigation that he had used the word 

reach in a way that acknowledged a limit, and I noticed it and 

wrote it down because I have learned to record the moments when 

Hamilton names the boundary of what he can do, which he does 

rarely and only when the naming is operationally necessary. “The 

MCU referral will include the vessel description and the anchor 

position data I have from the scope observations. What happens 

after that is the work of agencies with offshore authority. It is 

not our work.” 

Noyes said, “The three deputies.” 

“After the MCU opens the investigation,” Hamilton said. “Not 

before. If you move on them before the investigation is open, 

Aldrich will know.” 

She nodded. She had reached the same conclusion six weeks 

ago and had been sitting with it for six weeks. The confirmation 

that she had been right to sit with it did not appear to give her 

pleasure. It appeared to give her the relief of a person who has 

been holding a correct position under pressure and who can now 

set the pressure down without abandoning the position. 
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We sat for another hour going through the material in 

detail: the chain document and the MCU report format, the timing 

of Noyes’s call to her contact, the sequence in which the 

evidence would be transmitted and through which channel. Hamilton 

had a sequencing preference and he stated it and Noyes had a 

modification and he considered it and accepted it, which I noted 

in the journal because Hamilton’s acceptance of a modification 

from a collaborator is not a common event and is always worth 

recording when it occurs. The modification was to the timing of 

the vessel data transmission, which Noyes suggested should follow 

rather than accompany the primary evidence submission, on the 

grounds that leading with offshore vessel data in an MCU referral 

would require an explanation of jurisdiction that might slow the 

initial response at the very moment speed was most needed. 

Hamilton said, “That’s correct.” He made the adjustment in the 

chain document margin. 

It was eleven-forty when Noyes stood to leave. She took her 

phone from the counter and looked at Hamilton and said, “Six 

weeks ago, when I pulled the missing persons file, I did it at 

ten o’clock on a Tuesday night because it was the hour when the 

building was emptiest and the access log would attract the least 

notice.” She paused. “I knew something was wrong and I knew I was 

alone with it and I knew I couldn’t find out how alone I was 

without exposing what I knew to the people who had made me alone 

with it. That is an unworkable position and I had been in it for 

six weeks.” She looked at Mary and Clara. “I want to say that.” 

Mary said, “We know.” 
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Noyes left by the south approach and we watched her 

taillights on the back road until the tree line took them. Then 

we turned back to the kitchen and the table that held the 

evidence of nine days and one evening’s work, the chain document 

and the manila envelope and the Moleskine that Noyes had left for 

Hamilton to incorporate into the formal record, the notebooks and 

the journals and the tablet with Clara’s forensic analysis in its 

current state, the full accumulated weight of what had been built 

by four people and then five from separate positions aimed at the 

same thing. 

 

Mary asked me, in the quiet way she asks things that are not 

small questions, what I thought the case was really about. I 

said, “The reach.” I said it without being entirely certain what 

I meant, and she waited. 

I said, “The reach of the operation, which extends from the 

offshore water through the marsh channel through the distribution 

network through the county structure through the legislative 

committee, each layer further from the water and each layer more 

insulated from the harm that the water layer is doing. The people 

who cross in boats in the dark do not know about the committee 

meetings in Boston. The people in the committee meetings do not 

watch the boats. The reach of a structure like this is the 

distance between its most exposed component and its most 

protected one, and the distance on this case was the distance 

between a woman swimming in the dark water off a Cape Cod coast 

and a man in a suit voting on a funding allocation in the State 
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House, and the distance was the measure of how thoroughly the 

structure had been built to make those two facts invisible to 

each other.” 

Hamilton had read that distance from the study window, with 

the scope and the notebooks and the precise method of dead 

reckoning that is his instrument for covering ground that has no 

landmarks. He had read it before he had the full picture, which 

is the only time dead reckoning is useful, because once you have 

the landmarks you no longer need to calculate. He had calculated 

the bearing and the distance and the approximate position, and 

what we had found at that position was worse than the 

calculation, which is almost always the case. 

The reach also described something else, which was the reach 

of Beatriz Ferreira’s eight months of careful assembly from 

inside a situation designed to produce silence. She had reached 

further than anyone had a right to expect, through a network of 

women who told each other things in whispers, through a contact 

at the Sandwich address who had brought a document outside for 

reasons she would not have named aloud, through the waterproof 

case against her skin on a boat in the dark water, through 

Wilson’s pocket and Clara’s bench and Hamilton’s chain document 

and Noyes’s Moleskine, through the encrypted copy in the 

outbuilding and the report Clara would complete by tomorrow 

afternoon, toward a state police evidence file where it would be 

beyond the reach of the people whose names it contained. 

That was the reach this chapter is about. 
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Hamilton was at the scope when I came back inside from 

walking Mary’s car around to the barn. The study was dark except 

for the scope light and the diffuse glow of the outer harbor 

where the dark-hulled vessel’s anchor light burned. He was not 

looking through the eyepiece. He was standing beside the scope 

with his arms at his sides, looking at the harbor through the 

window glass, which gives a wider and less precise view than the 

scope but a view that encompasses more, the full geometry of the 

outer harbor and the sound and the sky above them. 

I said, “The manila envelope.” 

“Yes.” 

“When does it go out.” 

“When I know which direction the pressure comes from first,” 

he said. “And to whom. The envelope’s destination depends on the 

approach. If the approach tomorrow is the domestic arm, the 

envelope goes to the external network through a channel I have 

prepared. If the approach is the external network, it goes to the 

domestic arm through a channel Noyes will prepare after she calls 

her contact.” He paused. “In either case, the two groups will 

discover each other through the information the envelope 

contains. The transposed account number will appear in whatever 

each group does with what they receive, and that will tell me how 

far the material traveled and whether it produced the convergence 

I am expecting.” 

I said, “You want them to find each other.” 

“I want them to be occupied with each other,” Hamilton said. 

“Two groups who have just discovered they have been operating in 
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the same geography toward conflicting ends, neither of whom knows 

the other’s full capacity, are groups whose attention is directed 

inward rather than outward. While their attention is inward, we 

move the actual evidence to the MCU.” He looked at the harbor. 

“It is the same principle as the second car. The envelope is the 

decoy. The chain document is what matters. The decoy needs to be 

believable enough to buy the time the chain document needs to be 

safely delivered.” 

The anchor light burned on the black water. The tide was 

incoming, covering the near bar, the marsh channels filling in 

their slow patient sequence from the outermost to the innermost, 

the water doing what it does. 

I went to bed at one o’clock. Hamilton stayed at the window. 

The chain document was on his desk and the manila envelope 

was beside it and the scope was aimed at the outer harbor and the 

water was coming in, and somewhere in the MCU’s records in a 

filing cabinet in a state police building a referral that had 

been administratively disappeared was about to be found again by 

a person who had originated it and who had not stopped looking 

for it. 

The reach, in both directions, was nearly complete. 
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Chapter Seven 

“Pleasant Bay” 

 

This chapter is the account of a person in motion who is 

afraid, which is not my habitual register. The account is made 

afterward, in the stillness of the kitchen at Allen Point with 

the lamp on and my arm dressed and the tide going out. The 

stillness of afterward is the wrong instrument for the event. I 

will try to be precise. 

The morning had been the morning of the MCU report. Clara 

had been at the bench since before five, completing the final 

section of the forensic submission, and she came to the kitchen 

at seven-thirty with the expression of a person who has finished 

a piece of work that required everything available and who has 

not yet reconstituted the reserves the work consumed. She said 

the report was complete and formatted and that she had produced 

three copies on three separate encrypted media and that she would 

give Noyes her copy when Noyes arrived. She said the water-

surface sample from the Night Passage slip had produced, in the 

biological analysis, trace human genetic material from more than 

one individual, non-crew, whose profiles were not in any database 

she had access to but whose presence in the slip water was 

consistent only with the vessel having transported living persons 

in its cargo spaces within the previous seventy-two hours. 

She said this in the forensic language she uses for 

findings, which is the language that reports what the evidence 

says without ornamenting it. I wrote it down in that language. 
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Hamilton, who had come in from the study at the sound of her 

voice, stood at the kitchen counter and said, “Is that in the 

report.” Clara said it was in the report in that language. 

Hamilton said, “Good.” 

Noyes arrived at nine. She came in through the south 

approach in the second car and she had the specific alertness of 

a person who has not slept much and who has not minded not 

sleeping because the reason for the wakefulness was productive. 

She said she had reached her MCU contact the previous night and 

that the contact’s name was Detective Sergeant Renata Machado and 

that Machado had confirmed that the original MCU referral, 

dispatched to Barnstable County eight months prior, had been 

marked as returned in her unit’s system but had generated no 

follow-up file on the county side, which her unit had attributed 

to jurisdictional complexity and had not pursued. Machado had 

been waiting, Noyes said, in the way of a person who has filed 

something and not received a response and who has not yet decided 

whether the non-response is administrative or deliberate. She had 

not yet decided it was deliberate. She had now been given reason 

to decide. 

“She’ll move today,” Noyes said. “When she has the report.” 

Clara gave Noyes the encrypted drive with her copy of the 

forensic report. Noyes looked at it with the same expression she 

had shown the brown notebook at the Brewster conservation lot: 

the expression of a person receiving something that has cost 

something to build and who knows the cost without being told. She 
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put it in the inside pocket of her jacket and buttoned the 

pocket. 

They were at the kitchen table going through the 

transmission protocol when Hamilton came to the study doorway and 

said to me, quietly, without inflecting toward the table: “Come 

and look.” 

 

He had the scope at a different angle than its usual 

position. Not aimed at the outer harbor but at the Salt Pond Road 

approach, where the road turns east off the main route and 

becomes the single-lane track that runs the last half mile to the 

house. At the turn, where the road narrows and the scrub oak 

comes in from both sides and a vehicle stopping there would be 

invisible from the main road but would have a clear view down the 

track toward the house, a dark gray pickup was parked. 

It had been there, Hamilton said, for fourteen minutes. 

I looked through the scope. The pickup was a full-sized 

American truck, dark gray, the cab obscured by the angle of the 

morning light on the windshield. It was not moving. It was not 

running, as far as I could determine, because the exhaust was not 

visible in the cool morning air. It was simply stopped at the 

turn, in the position of a vehicle that has gone as far as it 

intended to go and is waiting. 

I said, “The same pickup Sofia described.” 

“Consistent with it,” Hamilton said. “Dark gray, full-sized. 

I can’t read the plate from this angle.” He stepped back from the 

scope. “They know the address. This is the assessment phase—



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 119 

 

determining the layout, the number of vehicles present, the 

approach and exit routes. They will not come to the house while 

this configuration is unchanged. The approach will come when 

something changes.” 

“What changes it,” I said. 

“A vehicle leaving. A person on foot. An indication that the 

address is less occupied than it currently appears.” He looked at 

me. “I need you to make a run to Wellfleet this morning.” 

I must have shown something in my face, because he said, 

immediately: “This is not a diversion. There is something I need 

from Wellfleet that I cannot obtain another way, and I need it 

before Machado opens the investigation this afternoon, because 

after the investigation opens the chain of custody for everything 

we transmit becomes a formal record and the informal acquisition 

I need this morning becomes complicated.” 

He told me what he needed. The man who had brought Mary her 

second patient in July, one from the Truro fishing community, had 

told Mary at the time that he had witnessed a vehicle transfer on 

the Wellfleet back road on two separate occasions: the same dark-

colored pickup, the same early hour, individuals being moved from 

the vehicle into a property set back from the road. The 

property’s address had been in Mary’s patient notebook since 

July. The man’s name was Tavares—not the Tavares from the Fitch 

matter but a younger man, unrelated by name only, whom Mary had 

described as frightened but reliable. 

“I need a signed statement from Tavares,” Hamilton said. 

“Handwritten, dated, witnessed. Not a formal affidavit—a personal 
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account in his own words that Mary can witness as a physician who 

knows him. It corroborates the distribution network at the 

Wellfleet end and gives the MCU a witness in the Truro community 

who is not connected to the Rock Harbor landing.” 

“Send Mary,” I said. 

“Mary is needed here,” he said. “She needs to be present 

when Noyes transmits the report in case Machado has medical 

questions about the patient presentations. Tavares knows you—Mary 

introduced you in July as her partner and physician colleague. He 

will give the statement to you.” He paused. “Take the Harwich 

route. Not Route 6. Tell no one where you are going.” 

I took my jacket and the journal and went to the car. As I 

passed the kitchen I saw Noyes and Clara at the table and 

Hamilton behind them at the window, his eyes on the Salt Pond 

Road approach, the truck still visible at the turn. He did not 

look at me as I left, which was correct: a person watching a 

position does not break the watch for a farewell. 

I drove the Harwich back roads north to the Orleans Road and 

then west to the Wellfleet approach, the route Hamilton had 

specified, which added twenty minutes to the drive and kept me 

off the numbered routes where a vehicle can be picked up and 

followed at highway speed with considerably more ease than on the 

back roads. I had been driving for thirty-five minutes when I 

understood that the truck at the turn had not been idle while I 

was driving. 
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The vehicle behind me was a dark SUV, not the gray pickup, 

which told me I was not looking at the same vehicle Pease had 

described and Sofia had described and Hamilton had spotted at the 

turn. Different vehicle, same origin: a domestic surveillance 

operation with more than one asset on the road. I had been on the 

Wellfleet back route for eight minutes when I first noticed it, 

three cars behind on the straight section between Brewster and 

Orleans, and I might not have noticed it at all except that the 

road curved twice in that section and the SUV held its position 

through both curves in the way of a vehicle that is maintaining a 

following interval rather than traveling at its natural pace. 

I did not speed up. Speeding up is the worst response to 

being followed on a back road, because it announces to the 

vehicle behind you that you know it is there and because the 

roads in this part of the Cape do not reward speed in the way 

that a driver trying to open a gap requires. I maintained my pace 

and I thought. 

I did not call Hamilton. I did not call Hamilton because the 

call would be logged by whatever carrier handled the signal and 

because if the people in the SUV were who I believed they were 

they had the capacity to monitor calls made from a vehicle they 

were following, and because Hamilton had told me something in the 

first year of our association that I had filed at the time under 

general principle and that I now retrieved with the specific 

urgency of a principle becoming immediately applicable. He had 

said, “When you are in motion and something changes, your first 

obligation is to stay in motion. Do not stop to think. Think 
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while moving. The thinking can be wrong; the stopping cannot be 

recovered from.” 

I stayed in motion. I thought. 

Tavares was in Wellfleet and I could not lead the SUV to 

Tavares, which removed the errand as an available destination. 

Allen Point was behind me and I could not double back toward the 

house with the SUV in position, which removed the obvious return. 

The back roads between my current position and the Wellfleet line 

were roads I knew, but the SUV was likely better equipped than my 

car and its occupants were likely more practiced at this than I 

was. Outrunning it on the roads was not a reasonable plan. 

The water was a different matter. 

I had been on the water at Stage Harbor twice in the past 

month with Hamilton, using the borrowed skiff that belonged to a 

man named Correia who kept it at the Stage Harbor town dock on 

the understanding, formalized with Hamilton in the particular 

handshake agreement that Hamilton forms with people whose 

resources he may need and who trust him sufficiently to make them 

available, that the skiff could be taken when needed and returned 

with its fuel tank full and its hull in the condition it was 

found in. The skiff was a fourteen-foot aluminum flat-bottom with 

a ten-horsepower outboard, the kind of boat that attracts no 

attention at a Cape Cod town dock because it is the most common 

working boat on the Cape and because it is the kind of boat that 

is taken out and brought back at irregular hours by people who 

have legitimate reasons for both. 
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Stage Harbor was four miles south of my current position. I 

knew the road. 

I did not think about it further. I turned south at the next 

junction and drove toward Chatham. 

 

The SUV stayed with me on the Chatham approach, which told 

me the driver knew these roads or had a navigation system that 

was compensating for not knowing them. I parked at the Stage 

Harbor lot at the far end, away from the boat ramp, and I was out 

of the car and moving toward the dock before the SUV had pulled 

into the lot entrance. I did not run. Running is the announcement 

that speeding up is the announcement on the road. I walked at the 

pace of a person who has a purpose and is proceeding toward it, 

which is a pace that does not draw the eye the way running draws 

the eye, and I was on the dock and casting off the skiff’s bow 

line before I heard the car door behind me. 

“Hey.” 

A man’s voice. Not a shout—the controlled volume of someone 

who does not want to create a scene at a public dock. I did not 

turn. I was in the skiff with the stern line in my hand and the 

outboard tilted down and I pulled the starter cord twice and the 

engine caught on the second pull, which was more than I had hoped 

for, and I put it in reverse and came off the dock into the slip 

channel before the footsteps on the dock boards reached me. 

He grabbed the gunwale. 

It was a brief contact—the skiff was already moving in 

reverse, the propeller churning, and a man holding a moving 
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gunwale is a man who must decide in a fraction of a second 

whether to be pulled into the water or let go, and he let go. I 

felt the jolt of the release through the hull and I was clear of 

the slip and into the Stage Harbor approach channel and I turned 

the skiff south and opened the throttle. 

What he had done in that moment of contact was leave a mark 

on my forearm where his grip had caught the skin below my rolled 

sleeve, the dock cleat edge adding its contribution as the skiff 

swung free. I did not know the mark was significant until twenty 

minutes later. At the moment I was aware only of the cold air on 

my face and the slap of the hull over the chop and the Stage 

Harbor entrance coming up ahead and the fog beginning to show at 

the southern edge of the outer harbor. 

The fog was the development I had not planned for. 

It was moving in from the southeast, which is the direction 

from which the Cape’s fogs come in the late afternoon of August 

days when the offshore air is warmer than the land air and the 

differential produces the specific rolling bank that the 

fishermen learn to read from the quality of the light on the 

water an hour before it arrives. I had been learning to read it 

for fifteen months and I had not yet learned it well enough to 

have predicted, from the morning’s light, that the fog would be 

in by four. It was three-forty. The fog was already at the outer 

bar. 

Behind me, through the fog’s forward edge, I heard a larger 

engine. 
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What followed is the part of this account I am least certain 

I can render accurately, because it took place in a condition of 

reduced visibility and elevated physiological alarm that are 

jointly hostile to the kind of precise observation I have spent 

eleven years trying to develop. I will record what I observed and 

I will note where the observation was imprecise and I will not 

substitute inference for observation except where I have stated 

that inference is what I am offering. 

The engine behind me was larger than the skiff’s ten-

horsepower outboard by a margin I could hear but not quantify. It 

was a boat—not the SUV, which could not follow me onto the water, 

but a boat that had been waiting or had been summoned to the town 

dock by someone with a phone and a contact. I did not know 

whether the contact existed or whether the boat was coincidence. 

I proceeded on the assumption that it was not coincidence, 

because Hamilton has taught me that in a live situation the 

assumption of coincidence is the assumption that costs the most 

when it is wrong. 

The fog was fully in by the time I passed the outer jetty. 

The jetty was visible, barely, as a dark line to my right, and 

beyond it the open water of Nantucket Sound was invisible beyond 

twenty feet of gray. I turned west-northwest inside the jetty 

line, which put me in the shallow-water corridor between the 

Stage Harbor outer channel and the entrance to the Oyster Pond 

River, a corridor I had run twice with Hamilton at low tide and 

that I knew had a consistent depth of between four and six feet 

and a bottom of hard sand and eelgrass that would not catch a 
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flat-bottom aluminum skiff drawing perhaps eight inches. The boat 

behind me was larger and drew more water. More water meant more 

constraint. 

I cut the throttle to the lowest setting that kept me 

moving, because at full throttle I could not hear what was behind 

me and because hearing was now more important than speed. The fog 

had equalized us in visibility—neither of us could see the other—

and the question was now who knew the water better, which in this 

corridor, at this tide stage, was me or was no one. I had been 

living at Allen Point for fifteen months and I had been on this 

water at the invitation of men like Correia who fish it and know 

where the bottom is and where it is not, and I had listened to 

what they told me in the way that Hamilton listens to every 

person who knows something he does not yet know, which is the way 

of a person who understands that local knowledge is evidence. 

I counted the channel markers by sound. On a fogged evening 

in Stage Harbor the markers are audible as the water moves 

against their bases, and on the lighted ones a barely perceptible 

electrical hum from the flash interval that I had not known was 

audible until Correia had pointed it out on an evening run three 

months earlier. I found the second marker by sound and adjusted 

my heading by fifteen degrees and found the third and adjusted 

again. The corridor was doing what I had understood it to do: 

narrowing toward the Oyster Pond River entrance, the deep water 

confined to an increasingly specific channel, the margins 

shoaling to depths that would ground a boat of any significant 

draft. 
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The engine behind me was louder and then softer and then 

there was a different sound, which was the sound of a hull making 

contact with an eelgrass bottom at speed: a long dragging 

decelerating sound, followed by the engine note changing as the 

propeller threw sand, followed by silence of the kind that 

follows an engine being cut rather than stopping on its own. 

They were aground. 

I did not stop. I maintained heading by the fourth marker 

and the shape of the river entrance and the quality of the 

water’s surface that changes when you cross from an open channel 

to the lee of a marsh bank, and I ran the skiff up the Oyster 

Pond River in the fog at idle speed, the river narrowing and 

shallowing and the marsh grass on both banks becoming audible as 

the hull passed close enough to disturb it, and after eight 

minutes I grounded the bow deliberately on the mud bank at the 

river’s eastern reach, which I knew was accessible by foot to the 

road above the marsh line and from the road to the back edge of 

the Allen Point parcel by a distance of less than a quarter mile. 

I stepped out into knee-deep water and pulled the skiff onto 

the mud and tied it to a marsh grass clump with the bow line and 

stood in the fog in the cold water and breathed. 

My left forearm, which I now examined, had a four-inch 

laceration from the dock cleat, clean-edged and bleeding with the 

steady unhurried determination of a cut that is deeper than it 

appears. It did not hurt yet because the cold water had attended 

to that, but it would hurt later and it needed attention. I 

pressed my hand over it and climbed the bank. 
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Hamilton was standing at the marsh edge where the grass 

thins before the land rises to the Allen Point bluff. He was 

standing with his hands in his jacket pockets in the attitude of 

a man who has been waiting for a specific amount of time and has 

calculated that the time has been reached. He had, I later 

learned, tracked my approximate position from the moment I left 

the dock through the acoustic reporting of the fog—the engine 

notes, the grounding sound, the subsequent silence—which he had 

been following from the bluff with the field notebook and the 

same quality of attention he gives to anything on this water that 

deviates from its expected pattern. 

He looked at my arm. He said, “Mary.” 

I said, “First tell me about the house.” 

“The pickup left the turn at three-fifty-two. When you went 

to the water the calculation changed for them—they don’t know 

where you went and they don’t know how to follow across water 

they aren’t prepared for. The house is clear for now.” He was 

already moving toward the path up the bluff. “The SUV went to the 

Stage Harbor dock and found nothing but your car. They don’t know 

if you’re still on the water or ashore.” 

“The boat that followed me.” 

“Aground in the Oyster Pond corridor. There are two people 

in it who are going to be there until the tide comes in and 

floats them off, which is”—he checked his watch—“approximately 

two hours from now. They can’t call for help without explaining 

where they are and why, which they won’t want to do.” He said it 
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with the particular quality that belongs to a development that 

was not planned and has nonetheless conformed to the logic of the 

situation he prepared for. “Tidewater geography,” he said. “They 

didn’t know the corridor.” 

I said, “Tavares.” I had not reached Tavares. The errand was 

not done. 

“Noyes called him from the house phone,” Hamilton said. “She 

identified herself as a Barnstable County captain conducting a 

voluntary inquiry. He agreed to provide a statement. She has it 

in the form we needed. Mary witnessed it by phone, which is not 

the ideal form but is legally sufficient.” He looked at me as we 

climbed the bluff path. “You should have called me from the 

Chatham approach.” 

I said, “You told me in the first year not to call when I 

was being followed.” 

He was quiet for a moment. “That advice was general and may 

have been overcalibrated for this specific situation. You could 

have called.” 

This was as close as Hamilton comes to saying he had been 

wrong about something, and I noted it in the journal later with 

the care it deserved. He had not been wrong, precisely—the advice 

had been sound and had served its purpose: I had not called, the 

call had not been logged, and the SUV had not known where I was 

going, which had given me the time I needed to reach the dock. 

But he was willing to say that in this situation the advice could 

have been modified, which is the form his self-correction takes: 
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not a reversal but a calibration, the adjustment of a general 

principle to the weight of what the situation turned out to cost. 

It had cost me a four-inch laceration and two hours of cold 

water and fog. 

Mary had the medical kit on the kitchen table when we came 

in through the back door. She looked at my arm and said nothing 

clinical, because what she was doing was not clinical in that 

first moment but something prior to clinical, the look a 

physician gives the person before the physician engages with the 

injury. Then she said, “Sit.” I sat. She cleaned the laceration 

and closed it with the economy of a surgeon working in a field 

setting, four closure strips and a dressing in seven minutes, and 

she said it would need proper closure in the morning and I said 

all right. 

Noyes was at the table with the chain document. She looked 

up when we came in. She saw the arm. She looked at Hamilton. 

Hamilton said, “The boat grounded in the Oyster Pond corridor. 

Nobody’s coming to the house tonight.” 

Noyes said, “Machado called twenty minutes ago. The 

investigation is open.” 

The kitchen was quiet. The fog outside the windows had come 

inland from the marsh and the salt pond was invisible, the bluff 

invisible, the sound invisible, the whole outer geography of 

Allen Point dissolved into the specific gray-white of a Cape Cod 

fog evening, the house reduced to its interior, the interior to 

the four of us and Noyes and the lamp on the kitchen table and 

the documents spread across it. 
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I said, “And the report is in the MCU file.” 

“In the file,” Noyes said. “Machado confirmed receipt and 

said she had read the summary section and that she would have an 

investigative team briefed by eight o’clock tomorrow morning. She 

asked one question.” She looked at Hamilton. “She asked whether 

the chain document had been compiled by the same person who 

compiled the chain document in the Waverly proceeding.” 

Hamilton said, “What did you tell her.” 

“I told her yes.” 

He nodded, once. It was the nod of a person for whom the 

answer was not surprising and who is nonetheless glad to hear it, 

the specific gladness of a craftsman whose work has been 

recognized by the person who has to stake their own work on its 

reliability. 

I filled a glass at the tap and stood at the kitchen window, 

looking at the fog. The fog does not lie. It conceals what it 

conceals and does not pretend to do otherwise, and the navigator 

who proceeds in it without acknowledging what it has taken from 

him is the navigator who grounds. The navigator who uses what 

remains—sound, depth, current, memory, the internal record of 

where he has been and how the water behaved the last time he was 

there—is the navigator who finds the river entrance in the gray 

and runs the bow onto the mud bank at the right moment and gets 

out. 

That is dead reckoning. That is what the title of this 

account means and what it meant, with a precision I had not 

previously felt physically, on the water that afternoon. 
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Hamilton sat at the table and opened the chain document to 

the last page of his annotations and wrote one line. I could not 

read it from where I stood but when I looked later it said, 

“Investigation open. Machado confirmed. Timing: before the 

approach. The window held.” 

The window had held. By the margin of a fog and an aluminum 

skiff and a shallow corridor that the people following me did not 

know and had no reason to know because they had not spent fifteen 

months learning this water. 

The margin was enough. It is the nature of these situations 

that the margin is always only enough, never more, and that 

enough is what you build for when you build in advance and what 

you find when the building was done correctly. 

I went to bed. The fog pressed against the windows. The tide 

was coming in across the marsh, covering the channel where the 

skiff was tied to the grass clump in the dark, the water moving 

in the patient indifferent way of water that has been doing this 

for longer than any of us will observe it and will be doing it 

after we are gone. 
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Chapter Eight 

“Allen Point” 

 

I woke at five-thirty to the specific education that taped 

ribs provide on the morning after they have been taped, which is 

that the tape does its work and the ribs do their work and the 

work of both is to remind you on every breath that the previous 

evening was not a dream. I lay still for a moment and conducted 

the physician’s morning assessment of his own body: the pain was 

well-localized and not significantly worse than the previous 

night, the breath sounds on the right remained clear on careful 

auscultation with the fingers rather than a stethoscope, no new 

symptoms suggesting complications. A straightforward contusion of 

the sixth and seventh ribs, possibly a nondisplaced crack in the 

sixth. Five to seven days of discomfort and then the slow 

calendar of rib healing, which is one of the body’s less 

accommodating timelines and that cannot be hurried by any known 

medical intervention. I got up and dressed carefully and went 

downstairs. 

Hamilton was at the scope. The outer harbor was empty, which 

I could confirm from the kitchen window without the scope’s 

magnification: the open water beyond the bar held nothing but the 

early light coming off the surface in the flat silver way of a 

September morning at Allen Point, the season’s change audible in 

the quality of the light itself, which was no longer the white 

glare of August but something more oblique and more considered, 

the light of a sun that has moved south enough to arrive at an 
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angle rather than directly overhead. The dark-hulled vessel was 

gone. It had been gone since nine fifty-two the previous night 

and its absence in the morning confirmed that its departure had 

been real and not a repositioning. 

Hamilton said, without turning from the eyepiece: “The 

pickup has not returned. The road has been clear since midnight.” 

I poured coffee and looked at the salt pond, which was in 

the middle of its morning transformation from the pewter of early 

light to the deeper color it takes as the sun clears the tree 

line to the east. A great blue heron was working the channel’s 

edge in the unhurried fashion of a bird that has this section of 

the marsh to itself at this hour and sees no reason to alter the 

pace that has been working for it since before I was awake. The 

left-hand bird was on the near bar, the outer edge of it, 

standing in the water to her ankles with the quality of attention 

that precedes a dive. 

I said, “They’re both recalculating.” 

“The vessel will take twelve to twenty-four hours to 

determine that the manifest it was looking for is not in the 

possession of anyone it can reach on this coast. At that point it 

will either return or redirect to wherever it goes when the Cape 

Cod operation is not the operational priority.” Hamilton stepped 

back from the scope. “Aldrich’s people pulled back when the water 

side failed, because the failure told them the material had 

already been moved from the address and that moving on the 

address directly would expose their search without recovering 

anything. They are reassessing their approach.” He came to the 
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kitchen and poured coffee. “The forty-seven hours have been 

reduced by the night’s events to thirty-four. In thirty-four 

hours Machado opens the file officially. Between now and then the 

situation is as follows.” 

He sat. He laid out the situation as it stood, in the form 

he uses for operational summaries: present facts, identified 

uncertainties, pending actions, timeline. The present facts were 

the empty harbor, the clear road, the evidence in Machado’s hands 

and in the boulder hollow in Brewster, the MCU’s unofficial work 

already begun. The identified uncertainties were Aldrich’s next 

approach, the vessel’s decision about returning, and the status 

of the Night Passage, which had not been under surveillance since 

the previous afternoon and whose current location was unknown. 

The pending actions were the envelope and Noyes’s next contact 

with Machado. The timeline was thirty-four hours. 

“The envelope,” I said. 

“Today,” he said. “The domestic arm moved first. The 

protocol I established is that if the domestic arm moves first, 

the envelope goes to the external network.” He drank his coffee. 

“I have a channel. I will use it this morning.” 

I did not ask about the channel because he had not offered 

it and the not-offering was deliberate, which meant the channel 

was something he had prepared in a form that was better protected 

by his sole knowledge of it than by its being shared. This is a 

judgment I have learned to accept from him, not because I am 

excluded but because the judgment is usually correct and the case 
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has not yet produced a situation in which his assessment of what 

to share and when was wrong. 

He said, “There is one more thing that needs to happen today 

and it is not mine to arrange.” He looked at the window. “Noyes 

called at four-thirty this morning.” 

 

Sofia Carvalho was twenty-two years old. This is her full 

name and I am recording it with the same intention that Mary had 

when she recorded Beatriz Ferreira’s: because the record is where 

names go when they need to be kept, and because a person who has 

spent a year doing what Sofia had been doing on the roads and 

docks of the outer Cape is owed the preservation of her name in a 

document that will outlast the immediate danger she was in, which 

was a danger she had chosen and had been managing with a 

competence that exceeded her years by a margin I found, when I 

understood it, both impressive and quietly devastating. 

She had been part of the informal network since the previous 

summer, when she had found a woman on the road outside Wellfleet 

in circumstances she described, when she arrived at Allen Point 

at eight in the morning in the passenger seat of Noyes’s second 

car, as “obvious, once you understood what you were looking at, 

and I understood immediately what I was looking at.” She said 

this not with pride but with the matter-of-fact quality of a 

person reporting an observation: she had seen what she had seen, 

and understanding it had led to helping, and helping had led to 

knowing the number to call, and knowing the number to call had 
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led to calling it on a Friday morning at Rock Harbor, and calling 

it had led to a man coming to her door twice in three days. 

The second visit had not been the social services register. 

It had been two men at seven in the morning, no cover story this 

time, who had told her that she should come with them because 

there were questions she needed to answer about an illegal 

immigrant she had assisted in avoiding lawful authority. She had 

not gone with them. She had gone out the back door of the house 

she shared with two other women in Truro and had walked to the 

road that ran along the back of the property and had called the 

number Noyes had given her three weeks earlier when Noyes had 

come, quietly and off the record, to ask her about the woman she 

had found on the road outside Wellfleet in the previous summer. 

Noyes had brought her to Allen Point rather than anywhere 

official because everywhere official was, at this stage of the 

investigation, either a channel that ran through Aldrich’s 

department or a channel that would become publicly visible in a 

way that the thirty-four remaining hours could not afford. Allen 

Point was outside both of those categories. It was also, as Noyes 

had told her in the car, the place where the people who had 

received Beatriz Ferreira’s card were working, which Sofia had 

understood immediately and completely, in the way she understood 

things. 

She sat at the kitchen table and Mary gave her coffee and we 

looked at each other across it for a moment in the specific 

taking-stock of two people who know each other only through a 

phone call made and received in urgent circumstances and who are 
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now in the same room for the first time. She was small and dark-

haired and had the composure of a person who has been frightened 

and has decided not to be governed by the fright, which is 

different from not being frightened and is, in my clinical 

experience, considerably rarer. 

She said, “I want to know if Beatriz is all right.” 

Mary told her Beatriz was recovering and was safe. 

Sofia looked at her coffee for a moment. Then she said, “The 

men at my door this morning. They were the same two men who 

manage the vehicle side of the landings. I have seen them before. 

I know their truck.” She looked at Hamilton. “I can give you a 

plate number.” 

Hamilton had his notebook open before she finished the 

sentence. 

The plate number connected, through the motor vehicle 

registry, to a vehicle registered to a Gerald Coates of Orleans, 

Massachusetts. This was not information that advanced the case in 

any structural sense, because Coates was already in the chain 

document and his connection to the vehicle logistics had been 

established through Beatriz Ferreira’s testimony. But it was 

independent corroboration from a witness who had observed the 

vehicle in the operational context of the landings, and 

independent corroboration is the specific thing that makes a case 

that was built by one person’s careful assembly into a case that 

a jury can weigh against the counter-narrative that a defense 

attorney will construct. Hamilton wrote it down and cross-



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 139 

 

referenced it in the margin of the chain document and said, “What 

else.” 

What else was substantial. Sofia had been watching the 

operation from the ground level for a year with the attention of 

a person who understood what she was watching and who had been 

keeping her own record, not a written record but a memory record, 

which she had been maintaining with the deliberate attention of a 

person who knows that what she is observing may need to be 

reproduced and who has trained herself to retain it in the form 

in which it will be most useful. She gave Hamilton the Brewster 

distribution house address that matched the one on the SIM card. 

She gave him two additional addresses on the Dennis-Harwich 

border that were not on the card and that she described as way-

stations, the intermediate points at which people were held 

between the landing and the distribution house. She gave him the 

names of four drivers she had either seen herself or been told by 

reliable people: two of them matched the deputy names in Noyes’s 

Moleskine, two were new. 

She said, “The people who come through. They are told before 

they leave that they are going to a job. Domestic work, 

agricultural work, restaurant work. They are told there is a 

placement agency that will arrange it and that the placement fee 

comes out of the first months of wages.” She wrapped both hands 

around the coffee mug. “There is no placement agency. There is 

the distribution house, and there is whoever comes to the 

distribution house to collect them, and after that I don’t know 
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what happens because the people I help are the people who didn’t 

get into the truck.” 

The people who got into the truck: the ones whose 

destination was the distribution house and whatever came after 

it, in amounts Hamilton had estimated in the thousands over 

eleven years and that we had all received at the weight we had 

been told to hold it, and that the case was being built to 

address, and that the case could only partially address because 

the structure extended beyond what four people and a captain and 

an MCU lieutenant could dismantle from a kitchen table on the 

outer Cape. 

Mary said, “She’ll stay here.” 

It was not a question and it was not directed at Hamilton, 

which meant it was a statement of fact rather than a proposal. 

Sofia looked at her and then at the table and then said, with the 

quiet precision of someone who has been self-sufficient for long 

enough that accepting shelter from others requires a specific 

internal adjustment: “Thank you.” 

Hamilton said, “Don’t call anyone. Don’t use any phone in 

this house for anything except what I tell you to use it for. 

Don’t go past the barn toward the road.” He looked at her. “Do 

you understand why.” 

“Because the people at my door this morning will look for me 

here if they connect me to this address,” she said. “Which they 

will, when they have time to work the chain.” 
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“Yes,” Hamilton said. “Thirty-four hours from now the chain 

will be severed at its top. Until then, the perimeter is the 

house and the outbuilding and the dock. Stay inside both.” 

Sofia looked at him with the direct gaze of a person 

assessing whether the instruction is reasonable and finding that 

it is. She nodded once and drank her coffee. 

 

Hamilton sent the envelope at ten-fifteen. He did it from 

the study with the door closed and I did not observe the sending 

and he did not describe it when he came out, except to say it had 

been sent and that he expected an acknowledgment within six hours 

through the same channel. I wrote this in the journal and left 

the space below it for the acknowledgment when it came, because 

the journal is a document with a specific architecture and the 

acknowledgment belonged in a specific place in that architecture. 

Noyes called at noon to say that Machado had made her first 

official inquiry, which was a records request to the Barnstable 

County Clerk’s office for the corporate filing history of 

Tidewater Property Services. The inquiry was official and would 

appear in the clerk’s system as a state police records request, 

which meant it would be visible to anyone monitoring the clerk’s 

system with the access that a county sheriff would have to that 

system. Aldrich would know within hours. 

Hamilton said, “How long before Machado is ready to move on 

the arrest warrant.” 
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Noyes said, “She said twenty-four hours from the records 

request. She has a judge she trusts in Suffolk County. Not 

Barnstable.” 

Hamilton looked at the window. “Twenty-four hours from now, 

not thirty-four.” 

“She moved faster than the forty-eight said.” 

“Because she’s been waiting for this for ten months,” 

Hamilton said. “As I should have accounted for.” He paused. “She 

has what she needs.” It was not a complaint. It was a 

recalibration, stated with the equanimity of a person who has 

prepared for a twenty-four-hour contraction of a forty-eight-hour 

window and who finds the contraction, on examination, workable. 

“Tell her to move when she’s ready. Don’t wait for us to signal.” 

Noyes said she would tell her. 

He ended the call and sat for a moment in the study chair 

with his hands flat on the chain document, not reading it, simply 

being still with it in the way he is still with a completed 

structure that is about to leave his hands and enter the world, 

which is the moment between completion and release that has a 

quality unlike any other moment in the working process. I have 

observed it before, at the end of the Providence matter and at 

the end of the Corrigan case, and it is always the same: a 

stillness that is not the stillness of rest but the stillness of 

a person who has been moving and has stopped at the edge of the 

territory where his movement is effective and beyond which the 

movement belongs to others. 

“The chain document,” I said. 
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“Stays here,” he said. “For now. The report Clara prepared 

is the MCU’s document. The chain document is mine. After the 

arrests, if it’s needed for the prosecution, Clara’s report and 

the SIM card will serve. If the prosecution needs more, the chain 

document exists and is available.” He looked at it. “It will not 

be the last addendum I write to it.” 

I understood what he meant. The arrests, when they came, 

would address the Cape Cod terminus of the operation: Aldrich, 

Coates, the deputies, Farwell at his committee. The Night Passage 

and its owner. The distribution houses and the four drivers Sofia 

had named. This was the domestic circle, and it would close. The 

external circle—Vickers and the vessel and the network that 

supplied the transit from the origin countries—was beyond the 

reach of what had been done from Allen Point, and the chain 

document’s next addendum would be the addendum that tracked what 

the MCU investigation and the federal agencies it would trigger 

would find when they followed the line from Aldrich outward. 

Hamilton would follow it with them. That is what the chain 

document is for: it is not a closed system but an open one, each 

addendum the beginning of the next, the record extending as far 

as the work extends. 

I wrote this in the journal. 

 

The acknowledgment came at four-twenty, through whatever 

channel Hamilton had used, and he came out of the study and said 

only: “Received.” He said it with the satisfaction of a 

contingency confirming its function, and he went to the kitchen 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 144 

 

and made coffee and stood at the window and looked at the salt 

pond, and that was the extent of his commentary on it. 

I have thought about what the acknowledgment meant, which 

Hamilton did not explain and which I did not press him to 

explain, because the shape of it was clear enough from the 

architecture he had described. The duplicate chain document, with 

its transposed account number, was now in the possession of the 

external network. They had received it through a channel Hamilton 

had prepared, which meant they had received it believing it came 

from a source they trusted or from a direction they expected 

material to arrive from. They did not know it was a duplicate. 

They did not know about the transposed number. They knew that it 

named Raymond Aldrich as the protected official at the top of the 

Cape Cod domestic operation, and they knew that the document it 

resembled—the chain document it was built to replicate—was the 

kind of document that a state police investigation would be built 

on. 

The implications of receiving that document, for a network 

whose Cape Cod domestic operation was now in the hands of a state 

police investigator, were the implications of a serious problem 

that required serious attention. The attention would be directed 

at Aldrich, and at Coates, and at the exposure of the operation’s 

financial structure through the Tidewater connection. The 

external network’s interest in Aldrich at this moment was not 

protective. It was the interest of people who have been insulated 

from a domestic arrangement and who have now received 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 145 

 

documentation suggesting that the arrangement is about to become 

a liability. 

The two groups had found each other, as Hamilton had 

designed. Not through each other’s physical contact on Cape Cod 

but through a document that pointed each at the other’s exposure. 

The attention of both groups was now inward, directed at the 

problem of what the other knew and what the documentation 

implied, rather than outward, directed at the four people at 

Allen Point. 

This was the second car. It had served its purpose. 

Hamilton drank his coffee and went back to the study. 

Through the window I could see Clara in the outbuilding, the 

light on, working on what she was always working on when the case 

permitted, which was the seagrass survey and the shorebird data 

and the baseline biological record of the near bar and the marsh 

channels that was her primary work and that the cases interrupted 

and that she returned to in whatever intervals the cases allowed. 

She does not experience the interruption as a cost. She 

experiences it as the thing that work requires of a person who 

brings her instruments to problems that need them: you go where 

you are needed and you return when you can and the work waits 

because the work is always waiting and knows you will return to 

it. 

Mary was in the garden. The garden in late August is the 

garden at its most demanding and most generous simultaneously, 

the summer’s full production in progress and the autumn’s 

preparations beginning in the same beds at the same time, the 
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harvest and the turning-over occurring on the same days with the 

same hands. Sofia was with her. I could see them through the 

kitchen window from my position at the table: Mary explaining 

something about the beds in the particular unhurried way she 

explains things to people who are interested in learning them, 

and Sofia listening with the quality of attention of a person who 

has been in motion for a long time and who has found, in the 

garden and in the company of a person doing something methodical 

and good, a brief opportunity to be still. 

I sat at the kitchen table with the journal and wrote the 

afternoon’s account. Outside the kitchen window the September 

light was on the salt pond and the marsh, the September light of 

this coast that I had been learning for two years and that I 

could now read in its full quality: the angle of it, the warmth 

without the August heat, the particular quality of the shadows it 

made on the marsh grass when the breeze moved the grass and the 

shadows moved with it in the rippling way of light on water. The 

left-hand bird was on the near bar in the last of the afternoon, 

making her approach from the west with the left bank that was 

simply her approach now, the compensation so thoroughly 

integrated into her flight that it was no longer a compensation 

but a style, the specific aerial signature of a bird who had 

found what was possible within the constraint and made it 

indistinguishable from intention. 

I have been in this house for one year and five months. The 

account of the year in the previous volume ended with the 

observation that the work continues as long as the wrong records 
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exist that the available instruments can correct. I want to add 

to that now, from the specific vantage of the afternoon of this 

particular day in the seventeen-month residency, the observation 

that the house contributes to the work in a way I had not 

anticipated when we chose it. Not the geography, though the 

geography has been essential. Not the study window and the scope, 

though those have been instruments. The house contributes in the 

way that a place that is also a home contributes to the people 

who live in it: it provides the specific conditions under which 

four people with specific and demanding instruments can do the 

work those instruments require, and those conditions include the 

garden and the outbuilding and the dock and the kitchen table and 

the deck above the marsh and the violin in the study, and they 

include the left-hand bird on the near bar, and they include a 

young woman learning something about the beds from a physician 

who knows how to teach without condescending, and they include 

the quality of the late-August afternoon light on the salt pond 

in the two hours before the dusk. 

The work and the place that makes the work possible. Neither 

canceling the other. 

 

Hamilton played the violin at seven o’clock. 

He had been in the study for most of the afternoon, not at 

the chain document but at the desk with the other notebook, the 

green one, making entries in the meticulous small hand that I 

have been reading for eleven years and that I have learned to 

distinguish, by the pace of the pen sounds through the closed 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 148 

 

door, from the forensic writing, which is deliberate, and the 

chain document writing, which is architectural, and the field 

notebook writing, which is observational. This was the other 

kind, which I had first heard in the months after we arrived at 

Allen Point and that I had come to understand as the writing that 

occurs when something has resolved in his thinking and the 

resolution needs to be recorded before it can be set down in the 

form of music. 

We were in the kitchen, the four of us and Sofia, eating 

what Mary had made, and we heard the violin begin in the study. 

Sofia looked up with the expression of someone who has 

encountered something unexpected and is taking it in. 

Mary said, quietly: “Sometimes he plays in the evenings.” 

Sofia said, “What is it.” 

“His,” Clara said. “He’s been working on it since winter.” 

We ate and listened. The piece had a character I will try to 

describe accurately, which is difficult because I am not a 

musician and the language available to me for musical description 

is the language of approximate analogy rather than technical 

precision. It was in a minor key that was not quite minor, as 

though the key itself was uncertain of its designation and had 

settled on something between the two qualities rather than 

committing to either. It had a main theme that returned, which a 

musical person would probably call a rondo, but the returns were 

not exact: each return was the same theme in a slightly different 

form, the phrase modified by what had come between the previous 

statement and the current one, as though the piece was learning 
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the theme as it went and each recurrence was the theme as 

understood by a piece that had since heard what followed it. It 

had a quality that I can only describe as earned rather than 

arrived at, the quality of a structure that has been built over 

time from materials that were not all available at the outset and 

that could only be assembled once the full quantity of them was 

present. 

He played it through once and then twice, and in the second 

playing the piece had the additional quality that things have on 

second performance: the confidence of something that has been 

done before and that knows how it ends. It was not a short piece. 

By my estimate it ran to perhaps seventeen minutes, which in the 

context of Hamilton’s compositions is long, the winter pieces 

having typically been between eight and twelve minutes, the 

summer ones shorter. This was the longest thing I had heard from 

the study, and its length was justified by its content in the way 

that long works justify their length: not by duration but by 

development, the piece using its time to do what could not be 

done in less of it. 

When it ended the study was silent. Then we heard the sound 

of the violin being placed in the case, which has a specific 

acoustic character because of the velvet interior and the way the 

instrument settles against it. Then the study door opened and 

Hamilton came out and stood in the kitchen doorway and looked at 

the five of us around the table. 

Sofia said, “That’s the first piece of music I’ve heard in 

four days that wasn’t coming from someone else’s phone.” 
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Hamilton looked at her. He said, “Is it.” He said it in the 

way he says things that are actually questions dressed as 

confirmations, which is the mode he uses when he is interested in 

what the answer will be. 

“It was right,” she said, and then stopped, because right 

was not the word she had been reaching for but the one that had 

arrived in its place, and she seemed to understand that it was 

close enough and that the precise word, if she found it, would 

not be more accurate than the one that had come. “It sounded like 

it knew what it was trying to say.” 

Hamilton poured a glass of water and sat at the table and 

said nothing, which was his manner of receiving a response that 

he found worth keeping. 

We sat for a while after that. The September dark had come 

fully and the marsh below the bluff was audible in its night 

register, the particular sounds of the channels at the mid-flood, 

the water moving with the particular urgency of the incoming tide 

that has reached the stage of wanting to cover the grass 

platforms and that is doing so. The kitchen light was on and 

through the window the salt pond was a dark reflective surface 

holding the kitchen light and a few stars and the August darkness 

that is already September’s darkness, the two things simultaneous 

in the same water. 

Mary said, “Twenty-four hours.” 

“Approximately,” Hamilton said. He had the green notebook 

open on the table, not writing in it, simply open, the way he 

sometimes holds the notebook when he is between the writing and 
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the thinking that follows the writing and has not yet determined 

which of them the current moment requires. “The warrant will be 

issued in the morning if Machado’s judge signs tonight. The 

arrests will happen simultaneously at each location to prevent 

communication between the subjects.” He looked at the notebook. 

“Aldrich will be at the department. Coates will be at the harbor. 

Farwell will be at his district office in Hyannis.” He closed the 

notebook. “The three deputies Noyes identified will be picked up 

separately. The Night Passage will be impounded at its dock.” 

I said, “Noyes.” 

“Noyes will be at the department when the arrest is made. 

She will be the senior officer present after Aldrich is taken 

out. The department will continue to function and she will run 

it.” He said this with the quality of a planned outcome, not a 

hoped-for one. He had discussed this with Noyes and she had 

agreed to it and had prepared for it and the arrangement was in 

place. 

Sofia said, “What about the people who are already inside 

the distribution houses.” 

The room received this. It was the right question and it was 

the question that none of the rest of us had put in those 

specific terms in the preceding hour, not because we had not 

thought of it but because it was the question that the 

operational planning could not fully answer and that therefore 

sat at the edge of what could be said about the twenty-four hours 

ahead. 
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Hamilton said, “Machado’s warrant will include the Brewster 

address and the Dennis-Harwich addresses you gave us this 

morning. The MCU will have social services personnel present at 

each location when the arrests are made. The people inside will 

be treated as victims and not as subjects, which is what they 

are.” He looked at Sofia. “That is what the warrant will say. 

Whether the execution of it will be what the warrant says depends 

on the specific officers present, and the specific officers 

present will be Machado’s people rather than Aldrich’s. That is 

the reason Machado’s involvement matters beyond the evidentiary 

function. She controls the execution.” 

Sofia nodded. She had asked the question and received the 

most honest answer available to it, which was not complete 

reassurance but was the description of the structure that had 

been built to make the right outcome more likely than it would 

otherwise be. She appeared to find this sufficient, or to find it 

as close to sufficient as the situation permitted, which is a 

different assessment but may be a more accurate one. 

We went to bed at ten. Hamilton stayed up. I did not hear 

the violin again that night, which meant the piece was done: he 

had played it twice and it had said what it had been building 

since winter and the building was complete. What he was doing in 

the study in the hours after ten, I do not know. Writing, 

perhaps. Reading the green notebook. Sitting at the window in the 

dark with the sound coming in off the water in the night sounds 

of this coast in the last week of August, the last week before 

the season tips fully into September and the Cape becomes its 
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other self, the self that exists when the visitors are gone and 

the water and the light and the marsh grass and the birds are all 

that is left. 

He was at the window when I came down at midnight for water. 

The study door was open and the study was dark except for the 

harbor light through the glass, which was only the ordinary 

lights of the ordinary vessels at the Chatham moorings, no anchor 

light burning in the outer harbor, the water empty and clear all 

the way to the horizon. 

I said, “Get some sleep.” 

He said, “In a while.” 

I went back to bed. In the morning, whatever the morning 

brought, would be the morning. Allen Point would be what it was: 

a house at the end of a road above a marsh, four people and one 

guest inside it, the work nearly complete, the instruments in 

their places, the left-hand bird on the near bar ready for 

whatever the tide brought in. 

The tide was coming. 
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Chapter Nine 

“The Creek” 

 

Noyes called at seven-forty in the morning to say the judge 

had signed the warrant at six-fifteen. The warrant named Aldrich, 

Coates, Farwell, and the three deputies. It named the Brewster 

and Dennis-Harwich addresses as search locations. It named the 

Night Passage. The execution was set for seven the following 

morning, which gave the MCU the remainder of the current day to 

position its personnel and gave the four of us at Allen Point one 

more night inside the perimeter. 

Hamilton received this information at the kitchen table with 

the green notebook open in front of him, and when Noyes finished 

he said, “The Tidewater records request. Has Aldrich’s contact at 

the county clerk’s office notified him.” 

Noyes said she didn’t know. 

“Assume yes,” Hamilton said. “Assume he knows as of this 

morning. The question is what he does with it.” He closed the 

notebook. “Stay near the phone.” He ended the call. 

He sat for a moment with both hands flat on the closed 

notebook, looking at the window. The salt pond was in its early-

morning state, the surface holding the low September sun in the 

way of water that has a low angle of light to work with and is 

making the most of it. The left-hand bird was not visible from 

the kitchen window at this angle and hour, which meant she was 

already at the near bar, which was where she was when she was 

working and which was where she needed to be. 
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I said, “If Aldrich knows the MCU is in the Tidewater files, 

he knows the connection to the payments.” 

“He knows the connection exists and has been found,” 

Hamilton said. “What he doesn’t know is how much of the 

connection has been documented. The Tidewater incorporation 

record is public. The payment ledger is not public. He doesn’t 

know whether the MCU has the ledger.” He looked at the window. 

“What he will do is attempt to determine the scope of what the 

MCU has before the warrant executes. And the only person who can 

tell him the scope is the person who assembled the original 

material.” 

I said, “Ferreira.” 

“She is in a protected location he cannot reach. He doesn’t 

know her current address. He knows she received medical treatment 

in Orleans and that the physician who treated her is connected to 

this address. He knows the address has been under his 

surveillance and that something left the address before his 

people could identify it. What he doesn’t know is what that 

something was and where it went.” Hamilton stood. “He has one 

remaining option that can tell him what the MCU has. The external 

network. If the external network received the document I sent 

yesterday, and if Aldrich has a channel to that network, he can 

attempt to contact them and determine the scope of the material 

they received.” 

I worked through the logic. “He contacts the external 

network asking about the document. They tell him what they 

received. He reads the transposed account number.” 
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“No,” Hamilton said. “He doesn’t read the transposed number 

because he doesn’t know to look for it. The number in the 

document I sent is close enough to the actual number that a 

person reading it without the original for comparison will not 

notice the transposition. What he reads is the rest of the 

document, which tells him the MCU has the testimony, the fiber 

evidence, and the financial connection. He reads it and he knows 

the case is complete.” He paused. “At which point the external 

network, who have now compared the document they received against 

what they know of the domestic operation’s exposure, will tell 

Aldrich that the arrangement is terminated. They will withdraw 

from the Cape Cod relationship. They are not going to stand 

beside a sheriff whose financial connection to their operation is 

in a state police file.” 

“That is his worst possible outcome,” I said. 

“From his perspective, yes. He will try to prevent it by 

going to meet them directly. Arguing that the material can still 

be recovered, or that the financial documentation is insufficient 

without the testimony, or that the payment structure can be 

restructured through a new intermediary before the warrant 

executes.” Hamilton picked up his jacket from the chair. “He will 

try to salvage the arrangement because the arrangement is eleven 

years of his professional income and because without the external 

network’s continued operation the financial structure that 

Tidewater was built to serve has no reason to exist, which means 

the payments stop, which means Farwell’s committee support stops, 

which means the next election cycle becomes an entirely different 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 157 

 

problem.” He looked at me. “He will need to meet them today. The 

warrant executes tomorrow morning.” 

I said, “Do you know where.” 

He said, “I arranged where.” 

 

The channel Hamilton had used to send the duplicate document 

was a maritime communication frequency associated with the Night 

Passage’s radio equipment, which Hamilton had identified through 

the vessel’s registration documentation and which he had been 

monitoring since the third day of the vessel observations. The 

frequency was used for coordination between the Night Passage and 

the dark-hulled vessel offshore, and Hamilton had been able to 

intercept its traffic because the equipment in question was 

standard VHF marine radio, which is not encrypted and is 

receivable by anyone with the appropriate equipment within range, 

including a person in a study in a house above a salt marsh with 

eleven days of practice at listening to it. 

He had not told me about the monitoring. He had not told me 

about it because I had not needed to know it until now, and 

because the information was of the kind that is better held by 

one person than shared until its occasion, and because its 

occasion was now. 

Through this channel, in the hours after the acknowledgment 

of the duplicate document, Hamilton had been monitoring the 

traffic between the Night Passage and the dark-hulled vessel’s 

communication system, which the vessel had apparently maintained 

even after weighing anchor, the frequency still active and in use 
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from the vessel’s position wherever it had gone after leaving the 

outer harbor. He had been building a picture of the external 

network’s response to the duplicate document for the past 

eighteen hours. The picture was what he had expected: the 

external network was withdrawing from the Cape Cod arrangement 

and needed a final meeting with the domestic side to manage the 

terms of the withdrawal. They had proposed, through a 

communication Hamilton had intercepted and decoded from the 

maritime shorthand in which the traffic was conducted, a location 

on the water south of Chatham. 

Hamilton had suggested a revision to the location. 

He had done this by inserting a communication into the 

channel in the voice of the Night Passage’s operator, which he 

had been able to do because he had the frequency and because the 

Night Passage’s operator, whose identity and current whereabouts 

were unknown to us, had not been responding to the external 

network’s communications since the previous morning, and Hamilton 

had concluded that the operator’s silence was the silence of a 

person who had gone to ground when the domestic operation began 

to shake and who had left the frequency unmonitored. 

The revised location was a property on Ryders Cove, a small 

tidal inlet on the south shore of Chatham that opens to Stage 

Harbor through a narrow cut and that is, at high tide, accessible 

by small boat from the harbor channel but is otherwise surrounded 

by marsh and private land with no road access within three 

hundred yards of the waterline. The property itself was a 

seasonal cottage that Hamilton had confirmed through the county 
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assessor’s records was unoccupied from September through May and 

whose dock was the only structure within clear sight of the 

cove’s water surface. He had chosen it because it was observable 

from the water, because its isolation meant that a conversation 

at the dock would carry in the quiet of a calm evening with no 

competing sound, and because the high-tide window that made it 

accessible by boat also made it the kind of location that a 

person arranging a meeting for operational security reasons would 

find plausible. 

The external network had confirmed the revised location. 

The meeting was set for nine o’clock that evening. 

Hamilton said, “We will be on the water by eight-fifteen. 

The cove is twelve minutes from the Ferreira dock by the Stage 

Harbor approach. We will hold position at the marsh edge, inside 

the grass line on the south side of the cove, which is in shadow 

at that hour and gives a clear sightline to the dock at a 

distance of approximately sixty yards.” He looked at me. “Aldrich 

will come by road and on foot across the marsh. The external 

network’s representative will come by tender from wherever the 

vessel is currently holding. The meeting will last as long as it 

lasts. We will hear it.” 

I said, “Hear it how.” 

He produced from the desk drawer a small device I recognized 

as a directional microphone of the kind used in professional 

field recording, compact enough to rest on the gunwale of a 

skiff, its range sufficient at sixty yards in calm conditions to 

capture a conversation at a dock. He had the recorder it 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 160 

 

connected to, a digital unit about the size of a hardcover book. 

He set both on the desk and looked at me. 

“When did you acquire those,” I said. 

“April,” he said. “After the Corrigan matter. I found, in 

reviewing that case, two occasions on which a recorded 

conversation would have advanced the evidentiary record by a 

factor of three over what I was able to reconstruct from notes. I 

acquired the equipment so that the next case would not have the 

same gap.” He put the microphone and the recorder in the 

waterproof case. “Tonight’s recording will go to Machado through 

Noyes. It is not the foundation of the case—the case is already 

built. It is an additional layer. It is what Aldrich says when he 

believes he is speaking only to people who cannot use what he 

says against him.” 

I said nothing for a moment. Then I said, “How do you know 

he’ll say anything usable.” 

“Because he is going to this meeting to argue that the 

arrangement can be preserved,” Hamilton said. “And to argue that, 

he has to describe the arrangement. He has to describe what he 

has provided, what it is worth, and why its continued provision 

is in the external network’s interest. That description is a 

confession in the form of a sales argument, and it will be more 

complete than anything we could have induced him to say under 

caution, because he will not be under caution. He will believe he 

is making a business case to people who already know what he 

does.” 

He closed the waterproof case. 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 161 

 

“How are the ribs,” he said. 

I told him they were manageable. This was true. Movement 

that engaged the right side required an additional unit of 

attention, but the specific movements involved in sitting in a 

small boat and operating a directional microphone did not require 

more than that. 

“Good,” he said. He went to tell Mary. 

 

We left the Ferreira dock at eight-twenty in a rising tide 

and clear dark. The fog had not returned since the previous night 

and the September sky above the outer Cape was the sky of a coast 

that has stopped performing summer and has returned to itself: 

deeper, sharper, the stars harder and higher than August had 

shown them, the air carrying the specific temperature of a Cape 

Cod night in the turn of the seasons that is neither the warmth 

that is gone nor the cold that has not yet arrived but the 

specific suspended quality of the hinge between them. 

Hamilton drove the skiff. I sat amidships with the 

waterproof case on my lap, the directional microphone already 

extended and the recorder running a test that Hamilton had 

completed at the dock and confirmed was functioning. My right 

side registered each wave slap against the aluminum hull as a 

separate unit of information that I processed and set aside, 

which was the physician’s method applied to one’s own body: 

receive, assess, classify as non-emergency, continue. 

The Stage Harbor approach took us through the outer harbor, 

past the Chatham town moorings and the dark shapes of the charter 
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boats at their overnight positions, and into the cut that leads 

from Stage Harbor toward the Stage Harbor inlet and the series of 

tidal coves that open off the south side of it. Hamilton had the 

chart in his head rather than in his hands, which was consistent 

with how he navigates any terrain he has prepared for: he reads 

the chart beforehand with the specific retention of a person who 

does not want to be consulting a document in the dark when the 

document is no longer useful, and then he operates from memory. 

Ryders Cove opened off the south side of the inlet on our 

right at eight-thirty-six. Hamilton cut the outboard as we 

entered the cut and we moved into the cove on the tide’s push, 

using the paddle he had brought to keep us oriented, and we found 

the south marsh edge in the darkness and held position there with 

the paddle blade against the bottom, the skiff invisible against 

the grass line to anyone on the dock or approaching from the 

water. 

The dock was sixty yards across the cove. It was a simple 

structure, two finger piers and a central walkway, the cottage 

dark behind it, the only light a solar dock lamp at the walkway’s 

end that threw a small circle of amber in the dark. The cove’s 

surface was flat and very still, the marsh grass on our side 

audible in the light air, the creek channel to our left running 

outward with a gentle current that was the cove draining in the 

last stages of the ebb before the tide turned fully. We had 

twenty minutes before the high-water slack, which was the window 

Hamilton had calculated for the meeting. 
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I extended the microphone and aimed it at the dock and put 

on the monitoring earpiece. At that distance and in that quiet I 

could hear the dock lamp buzzing on its solar charge. I could 

hear the grass moving on the far bank. I could hear the silence 

of a location that is accustomed to being empty. 

At eight fifty-four a figure appeared on the landward 

approach to the dock: a man, coming across the marsh from the 

road three hundred yards north, using a flashlight aimed at the 

ground rather than ahead, the specific flashlight use of a person 

who wants to see their feet on uncertain terrain and does not 

want to advertise their approach to anyone watching from the 

water. He reached the dock at eight fifty-nine and stood at the 

seaward end and turned off the flashlight and put it in his 

jacket pocket and stood in the dock lamp’s amber circle with his 

hands at his sides. 

Raymond Aldrich was a man I had seen before in the way one 

sees public officials in a small county: in newspaper 

photographs, at a distance at a public event, in the background 

of a news segment about the sheriff’s department’s budget 

presentation two winters earlier. In those contexts he had been 

the specific type of county-level elected official who is locally 

prominent without being individually remarkable: a large man in 

his late fifties, broad-shouldered, running slightly to weight in 

the manner of a person who had been physical in earlier life and 

had since replaced the physical with the administrative. He had 

the face of a man who had been agreeable for a long time and had 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 164 

 

learned to wear agreeableness as a professional tool rather than 

as an expression of his actual disposition. 

Standing at the end of the Ryders Cove dock at eight fifty-

nine on a September evening, he did not look agreeable. He looked 

like what he was: a man who had spent eleven years building an 

arrangement that was twelve hours from being dismantled and who 

had come to a tidal creek in the dark to prevent it. 

The tender arrived from the east at nine-oh-two. It was the 

same fourteen-foot rigid inflatable from the dark-hulled vessel, 

or one identical to it, running without lights and with the 

outboard at its quietest setting. It came into the cove from the 

inlet side and crossed to the dock and a man stepped out and tied 

the painter to the nearest cleat and walked to where Aldrich was 

standing. 

The man was not Vickers. He was younger, perhaps forty, with 

the compact efficiency of movement of a person who has been 

trained in physical competence and for whom the training has 

become automatic. He wore dark clothes and carried nothing 

visible. He stood before Aldrich with a quality of professional 

neutrality that was not quite indifference: he was there to 

assess a situation and reach a conclusion and the conclusion 

would not be influenced by any emotional content either of them 

brought to it. 

I had the microphone aimed and the recorder running. At 

sixty yards across still water, with the earpiece in, I could 

hear them. 
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The man from the tender said, “You understand what the 

document means.” It was not a question. He spoke with the accent 

Ferreira had described as neither American nor British nor 

European in the way she understood European, and hearing it, I 

understood what she had meant: it was the accent of a person who 

had learned English in a context that was none of those things, 

the specific anglophone overlay of an education conducted in a 

language that was a working tool rather than a native one. 

Aldrich said, “The document is incomplete. The account 

number fragment is wrong. Whoever assembled it made an error in 

the financial section.” 

A silence of perhaps five seconds. 

The man from the tender said, “That is not the part of the 

document we are concerned with.” 

“The financial section is the foundation of the whole case,” 

Aldrich said. “If the account number is wrong, the connection to 

Tidewater is wrong, and without the Tidewater connection the 

testimony is an unverified claim from an undocumented individual. 

No prosecutor takes that to a jury.” 

“The state police have made a formal records request to the 

county clerk for the Tidewater incorporation documents,” the man 

said. “Whether the account number in this document is correct or 

incorrect does not change the fact that a state police 

investigator is reading the Tidewater incorporation record this 

morning. Your name is in that record.” 

Aldrich was quiet for a moment. In the marsh around us the 

sounds of the cove at the tide’s turn continued their patient 
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catalog: the water moving in the channel, the grass, the dock 

lamp’s low electrical hum. The sounds of a place that was not 

attending to what was happening on its dock and would continue 

whether the dock was empty or occupied. 

Aldrich said, “I can manage the Tidewater exposure. I have 

managed it for eleven years. The record is clean at the county 

level. What I need is twelve hours and the assurance that your 

side is not going to make any moves in this area until I have 

time to address the state police inquiry through the appropriate 

channels.” 

“What appropriate channels,” the man said. 

“The judiciary committee has oversight of the MCU’s 

investigative activities. Farwell sits on the committee. A call 

from Farwell’s office to the MCU’s commanding officer about the 

scope of an open inquiry is a legitimate oversight mechanism and 

is not traceable to our arrangement.” Aldrich said it with the 

tone of a man repeating a solution he has rehearsed and believes 

in. “He has used this mechanism twice before. It works. The MCU 

pulls back, the inquiry is redirected to a dead end, and we are 

where we were before the Tidewater request was made.” 

The man from the tender was quiet for what felt like a long 

time but was, by my watch, forty seconds. 

He said, “This arrangement has been running for eleven years 

because the risk profile was acceptable. The risk profile is no 

longer acceptable. The woman who built the document you are 

describing spent eight months inside the operation assembling it. 

She spoke to people she should not have been able to speak to and 
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obtained documents she should not have been able to obtain. That 

does not happen in an operation with adequate internal security.” 

He paused. “You allowed it to happen because your department’s 

surveillance of the community that receives these people has been 

inadequate for at least two years. We identified this two years 

ago. We told you then that the community monitoring required 

attention. You told us it was managed.” 

“It was managed,” Aldrich said. “The woman is in a protected 

location. She cannot be produced as a witness.” 

“She does not need to be produced,” the man said. “She built 

a document that does not require her presence. You told me for 

two years that the community monitoring was managed. I am 

standing on this dock because it is not managed. I am standing on 

this dock because a state police investigator has the Tidewater 

incorporation record, which means she has your name and Farwell’s 

name and a connection between you and a company that paid you 

money. I don’t need to read the account number to understand what 

that means for the arrangement.” 

Aldrich said something that I could not fully hear because 

he had turned slightly away from the dock’s seaward end and the 

angle reduced the microphone’s capture. I heard the words “still 

recoverable” and “farwell can act tonight” and then his voice 

came back clearly: “—eleven years of reliable operation and one 

breach does not end a relationship of this standing.” 

The man from the tender said, “One breach is a state police 

file with a warrant attached to it. Two breaches would be our 

continued involvement after the file exists. We do not make two 
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breaches.” He untied the tender’s painter from the dock cleat. 

“The Farwell mechanism will not work. The MCU investigator who 

opened the file is the investigator who wrote the referral your 

office redirected ten months ago. She has a personal stake in the 

outcome that committee oversight cannot address.” He stepped into 

the tender. “You have until tomorrow morning before the warrant 

executes. What you do with that time is your business. Don’t 

contact us again.” 

He started the tender’s outboard and moved away from the 

dock toward the cove entrance without lights, the small engine 

carrying across the water and then fading as the tender reached 

the inlet and turned east and was gone. 

Aldrich stood at the end of the dock for a long time. The 

dock lamp’s amber circle held him in it: a large man in his late 

fifties, alone on a dock at the edge of a tidal cove on the south 

shore of Chatham, with twelve hours between him and the warrant 

that would end eleven years of a particular kind of life. I 

watched him through the dark and the sixty yards of still water 

between us and I felt, with the physician’s specific awareness of 

the body in extremis, the specific physiological quality of what 

he was experiencing, which was the experience of a man whose 

options have been removed one by one until the last one is gone 

and the space where they were is only space. 

He turned and walked back across the marsh toward the road. 

The flashlight came on, aimed at his feet. In two minutes it was 

gone. 
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Hamilton put his hand on the paddle and pushed us back from 

the marsh edge, slowly, without sound, and we crossed the cove 

toward the inlet in the dark. 

 

We did not speak on the water. This is the appropriate 

response to having heard what we had heard, which was the 

operational record of eleven years delivered as a business 

argument by the person who had built and maintained the record, 

and which required the silence of people who have been given more 

than they could immediately process and who need the water and 

the dark and the time between the hearing and the words to 

complete the processing. 

Hamilton drove the skiff back through the Stage Harbor 

approach and the outer harbor and the Allen Point channel in the 

same focused quiet in which he does everything on the water, and 

I sat amidships with the recorder in its case and the earpiece 

still in and the sound of Aldrich’s voice still present in the 

way that recorded conversations stay present in the ear longer 

than ordinary speech, because the ear attends more carefully to a 

thing it knows is being preserved. 

What Aldrich had said, on the recording, was a complete 

operational account. Not because he had been careless or because 

he had intended to confess but because the argument he had come 

to make required a description of what the arrangement consisted 

of, and the description of the arrangement was the confession. He 

had named Farwell. He had named the mechanism through which the 

committee oversight had been used to suppress the previous MCU 
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inquiry. He had named the financial structure as a thing worth 

preserving. He had described the operation’s eleven-year duration 

as a credential. He had done all of this because he was trying to 

convince a man who was walking away to stay, and you cannot 

convince a man to stay in an arrangement by refusing to describe 

the arrangement. The argument required the description and the 

description was what it was. 

We tied the skiff at the Ferreira dock at ten-forty and 

walked back to Allen Point through the marsh path in the dark, 

and Hamilton called Noyes from the kitchen door before we went 

inside. He told her what the recorder held and that it would be 

at the boulder in Brewster within the hour. He said, “Get it to 

Machado tonight. It supplements the warrant but it is not 

necessary for the warrant. If she cannot use it formally before 

the execution, she will be able to use it in the prosecution.” 

He listened. Then: “No. Don’t wait. Execute at seven as 

planned.” A pause. “The warrant is sufficient. The recording is 

more than sufficient. Together they are complete.” 

He ended the call and we went inside. 

Mary and Clara and Sofia were in the kitchen. They looked at 

us in the way that people look at two people who have been 

somewhere that required description and who have not yet had time 

to describe it. Mary had the coffee on. Clara had her field 

notebook open and a pen in her hand, which was her way of being 

ready to write whatever needed to be written. Sofia had her hands 

around a mug and the specific expression of a person who has been 

waiting in a house that is not her house while people she has 
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known for less than twenty-four hours have been doing something 

she could not help with and that she understood was about the 

thing she had spent a year being part of from the outside. 

Hamilton sat at the table. He said, “Noyes needs the 

recorder at the boulder tonight. Wilson will go.” 

I said, “The ribs are fine.” I said it preemptively, because 

the question was forming in the room. “It is a twelve-minute 

drive. I am capable of a twelve-minute drive.” 

Mary looked at me and I looked at her and she said, “I’ll 

drive.” It was not a capitulation. It was the specific 

practicality of a physician who has assessed a situation and 

determined the most efficient distribution of available 

resources, which included a physician in the car in case a 

problem developed that required a physician. 

We drove to the conservation lot in Clara’s field vehicle 

and I placed the recorder in its waterproof sleeve inside the 

canvas bag and left it in the boulder hollow and Mary drove home. 

The road was empty in both directions. The junction was empty. 

The dark pickup was not there and had not been there since the 

previous night and would not, we understood, be there again in 

the form it had been, because the arrangement that had put it 

there was over. 

Back at Allen Point the kitchen was quiet in the way it goes 

quiet when the active phase of a case has concluded and what 

remains is the waiting for the institutional apparatus to execute 

what has been set in motion. The four of us and Sofia sat around 

the table with coffee and the quality of a group of people who 
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have been moving in the same direction for a sustained period and 

have arrived at the edge of the territory where their movement is 

effective and beyond which the movement belongs to others. The 

case was in Machado’s hands. The recording was in the boulder. 

The warrant would execute at seven in the morning. 

Hamilton said, “The man from the tender told Aldrich that 

the MCU investigator who opened the file wrote the referral that 

his office redirected ten months ago.” He looked at the table. 

“Aldrich knows Machado’s name.” 

Noyes had anticipated this. She had called Machado after 

Hamilton’s call to give her the warning, and Machado had said 

what a person who has been waiting ten months for a warrant says 

when they are told that the subject now knows their name: “Good. 

Let him spend the night knowing.” 

Hamilton said, “She’ll be fine.” He said it with the quality 

of an assessment rather than a reassurance, which is the only 

form of it that means anything from him. 

We went to bed at midnight. Through the study window the 

outer harbor was empty and the sound was dark and the September 

stars were as sharp as they had been on the water and the tide 

below the bluff was doing what the tide on this coast does at the 

turn of every cycle, which is to come in further than it came the 

previous time and deposit what it has been carrying and withdraw 

to collect more, the long patient process of a coast that is 

always preparing for the next covering and the next withdrawal 

and the next thing revealed. 

Seven o’clock was six hours away. 
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The warrant was signed. 

The recording was in the hollow. 

The case was complete. 
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Chapter Ten 

“The Arrest” 

 

We were all awake before six. This is the thing about a day 

you have been building toward: it does not permit the ordinary 

relationship with sleep that days without specific content allow. 

I lay in the dark and listened to the house conducting its pre-

dawn business and heard, in the intervals between the wind off 

the sound and the marsh channels running at the low-water slack, 

the particular sounds of four other people also awake in the 

dark: Hamilton in the study, the page-turning sound I had learned 

to distinguish from the chain document reading and from the green 

notebook reading and that was neither; Mary in the kitchen, the 

careful quiet of a person making coffee without wanting to wake 

anyone, in the manner of a person who knows everyone is already 

awake but is maintaining the courtesy of the assumption; Clara in 

the outbuilding, the light in the east window visible from the 

bedroom even before the sky was light; Sofia on the study couch, 

where she had slept for two nights, still and silent in the way 

she was still when she was not asleep but was being quiet in a 

space that was not fully hers. 

I came downstairs at five forty-five. Hamilton was not in 

the study; he was at the kitchen window, which was where he was 

when the study had done its work and what remained was the kind 

of waiting that the study cannot assist with. He had his coffee. 

The salt pond was dark. The marsh was audible but invisible. The 

sound beyond it was the sound of the September coast in the last 
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hour before dawn, which is the coast at its most purely itself: 

no visitors, no boats, no human sound of any kind, only the water 

and the birds beginning in the marsh grass and the quality of the 

dark before the first light that I had been learning for two 

years and that I could now receive without requiring it to 

announce itself. 

I poured coffee and stood beside him and we looked at the 

dark pond. 

At six-fifty-three he said, “Six minutes.” 

I looked at my watch. He was right. 

We did not count them down. They passed in the way of 

minutes that have a specific content waiting at the end of them: 

slowly, which is to say at their ordinary pace, which feels slow 

only in contrast to the pace one would prefer them to move at. 

The light came into the sky in its September way, the east 

showing first as a darkening of the dark rather than a 

lightening, the blue of the night sky deepening toward something 

that was not quite the blue of the day before it became it. The 

salt pond caught the first of it and gave it back in the specific 

flat silver that means the surface is calm and the angle is low 

and the light is doing the only thing light can do with a calm 

flat surface at a low angle, which is to return it. 

At seven o’clock Hamilton set down his coffee cup. 

 

The calls came in the order the operations had been 

sequenced. Noyes first, at seven-eleven, from the department: 

Aldrich had been taken in his office at seven-oh-three by Machado 
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and two MCU officers. He had not resisted. He had sat in his 

chair and looked at Machado’s identification and said nothing, 

which Noyes described as the silence of a man who had known since 

the previous night that this morning was coming and who had spent 

the intervening hours arriving at the posture he would present to 

it. His attorney had been called. He had been processed and 

transferred to the Barnstable County Courthouse holding facility, 

which was in Aldrich’s own county, which produced in Noyes’s 

voice a quality that was not quite irony but was adjacent to it. 

She said, “I am the senior officer in the building.” She 

said it with the weight of a person stating a fact that contains 

more than its surface meaning: she was the senior officer in a 

building whose previous senior officer had just been arrested, 

and the building required a senior officer, and she was it. The 

fact was operational; it was also the end of six weeks of working 

alone in a compromised structure and the beginning of something 

that would take considerably longer than six weeks to repair. She 

understood both truths, and the weight in her voice was the 

weight of both. 

“Run it well,” Hamilton said. He said it simply, without 

ceremony, which was the appropriate form. 

She said, “I intend to.” She ended the call. 

Coates at seven-nineteen, per Machado’s update to Noyes who 

relayed it: taken at the Rock Harbor harbormaster’s station as he 

arrived for his morning hours. He had been unlocking the station 

door when the MCU officers approached. He had dropped his keys. 

This detail came through Noyes in a form that was purely factual, 
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as all of Noyes’s details are factual, but I wrote it in the 

journal with the attention I give to small physical facts that 

contain a person’s experience of the moment their life changes, 

because those facts are the ones that time makes more rather than 

less significant. 

Farwell at seven twenty-six: taken at his district office in 

Hyannis, where he had been meeting with a constituent. The 

constituent had been asked to wait in the corridor. The 

constituent was, according to the Cape Cod Times’s online report 

that appeared at seven fifty-eight, a woman from Barnstable who 

had come to discuss a zoning matter. She had been interviewed by 

a reporter in the parking lot and had said she did not know what 

was happening but that the state police officers had been very 

polite. The Cape Cod Times report contained Farwell’s name, 

Aldrich’s name, and the phrase “trafficking-related charges” in 

the third paragraph, which was the first time the word 

trafficking appeared in a public document associated with this 

case, and I read it three times before the weight of seeing it in 

that form settled into something I could hold without it becoming 

the thing that occupied all the available space in my attention. 

The three deputies between seven-thirty and eight-fifteen, 

at their homes, which were in Harwich, Chatham, and Brewster 

respectively. One had come to the door in civilian clothes. Two 

had been in uniform, which meant they had been preparing for a 

shift that would not now occur. Noyes relayed these details with 

the professional neutrality of a senior officer receiving 

operational reports and I received them with the professional 
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neutrality of a physician noting findings, and both of us were 

doing the same thing, which was processing information at a pace 

that allowed it to be recorded accurately and received fully and 

not overwhelmed by the specific emotional content that the 

information carried if you held it at anything other than the 

clinical distance. 

The Night Passage was impounded at the Chatham private dock 

at eight-oh-three. The registered owner, M. Santos, whose actual 

identity had not yet been established, was not present at the 

vessel. The dock owner, who lived in the property adjacent, told 

the MCU officers that the boat had been there for four days and 

that no one had been aboard it since the previous morning. 

Machado noted this in the operations log and flagged the 

identification of M. Santos as a priority matter for the 

investigation’s second phase. 

 

The distribution houses were a different order of morning. 

The Brewster house was entered at seven-oh-five by an MCU 

team accompanied by three social services workers from the state 

Department of Children and Families. What they found was this: 

eight people in the house, in a space that had been designed for 

four. Six women and two adolescent boys. All of them present 

voluntarily in the sense that they had not been physically 

restrained, and none of them present voluntarily in any other 

sense. The conditions in the house were what the conditions in 

such houses are, and I will not describe them in the detail that 

the account could technically support because the detail would 
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not serve the account’s purpose and would require a reader to 

carry more than the account’s purpose requires them to carry. I 

will say that Mary, when she received the report through the 

social services channel she had established with a contact in the 

DCF who had been one of her Chatham patients, was quiet for a 

long time and then said, “Eight. The house was rated for four. 

They put eight people in it.” She said it to no one specifically 

and everyone simultaneously, and it was received in the kitchen 

in the silence appropriate to receiving it. 

The Dennis-Harwich houses yielded eleven more individuals 

between them, across two separate entries conducted in the same 

seven o’clock window. Sofia, when Mary relayed the numbers, said, 

“Twenty-three. That’s the number.” She said it with the precision 

of a person who has been tracking a number that was previously an 

estimate and has just been given its actual value. She sat with 

it for a moment and then said, “Has anyone told them why the 

police are there and not the people who run the house.” 

It was a question that Mary’s DCF contact was equipped to 

answer: the MCU team leads had been briefed by Machado that the 

individuals in the houses were victims and not subjects, and the 

social services workers present were there specifically to 

provide that communication in whatever languages were needed, 

which included Portuguese, Haitian Creole, and Spanish, the three 

primary languages that the case’s evidence had identified as 

present in the Cape Cod network. 

Sofia said, “They’ll be frightened anyway.” 
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“Yes,” Mary said. “They will be. And the people with them 

this morning know that.” She looked at Sofia. “That’s why those 

specific people are there and not others.” 

I watched Sofia receive this. She was the youngest person in 

the room and she had been doing the particular work of a person 

who stands between people in danger and the systems that are 

supposed to help them and that she had learned, over a year, 

could not be trusted to help them without supervision. What Mary 

was telling her was that this morning, in three houses in 

Brewster and Dennis, the systems were operating in the way they 

were supposed to operate, with people who understood what the 

people inside the houses needed and who were present with the 

precise intention of providing it. This was not the ordinary 

condition. Sofia knew it was not the ordinary condition. She 

received it as the specific, limited, real thing it was: not 

complete, not guaranteed, not a permanent change in the systems’ 

relationship to the people those systems affected, but this 

morning, in those houses, real. 

She nodded once and drank her coffee. 

 

Machado called Hamilton directly at nine-thirty. I was in 

the study and heard his side of the conversation, which was 

brief: mostly listening, with three questions at intervals, and 

then a statement at the end that I will record here in his words 

because I could hear the quality of finality in them that belongs 

to a case reaching its official boundary. He said, “The chain 

document addendum will be available whenever your investigation 
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requires it. The material on the card is yours. What is in my 

notebooks is mine until the prosecution needs it, at which point 

it is available without condition.” He paused. “Yes. When you 

find the vessel.” 

He ended the call and sat at the desk for a moment and then 

opened the chain document to a fresh page. He wrote the date at 

the top of the page, which is how all his addenda begin, and 

below it he wrote a single line that I could read from where I 

was standing: 

“Addendum Nine. Domestic phase complete. External network: 

open.” 

He looked at it for a moment and then set down the pen and 

went to the window. 

I said, “The vessel.” 

“Machado has forwarded the vessel description and the last-

known anchor position to the Coast Guard and to Homeland Security 

Investigations, which has standing jurisdiction over maritime 

trafficking matters. HSI has been aware of the Cape Cod route as 

a possibility for three years. They have not been able to 

establish the physical infrastructure because the infrastructure 

was protected at the county level. They now have the 

infrastructure.” He looked at the harbor, which was empty and 

ordinary in the September morning light, a working harbor going 

about its September business without the dark-hulled yacht in the 

outer water that had been its notable feature for three days. 

“The vessel will be found. Whether Vickers is aboard it when it 

is found is a separate question.” 
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“The recording from the cove,” I said. “The man from the 

tender described the external network’s position. His voice is on 

the recording.” 

“It is. And the recording is now in Machado’s file, which 

means it is in the federal record when HSI accesses the file.” He 

turned from the window. “Vickers, if he is on that vessel, will 

know by now that the Cape Cod terminus is gone. He is not a man 

who stays in proximity to a gone terminus. He will be moving.” He 

said it with the equanimity of a person who has named the limit 

of his reach and who has also named the mechanism that will 

extend the reach beyond it. “He will not stay ahead of HSI 

indefinitely. The addendum will be waiting when they are ready 

for it.” 

The addendum would be waiting. This is the chain document’s 

quality and the quality that makes it the right instrument for 

this kind of work: it is not a closed system with a fixed 

endpoint but an open one, each finding the beginning of the next 

inquiry, the record extending as far as the evidence extends, 

which is further than any single investigation can reach in a 

single phase. Hamilton had said, in the earliest days of our 

association in Boston, that the chain document is not a case 

file. A case file is bounded by a case. The chain document is 

bounded by the truth of what happened, which is not bounded in 

the way a case is bounded. You build what you can build from 

where you are. Then you record what you could not reach, for 

whoever arrives next with the instruments to reach it. 
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He picked up the pen and wrote the second line of the 

addendum. 

 

The press arrived at the Barnstable County Sheriff’s 

Department at ten o’clock in the form of two television news vans 

and a cluster of reporters who had been covering the courthouse 

beat and who had received the information that Machado’s 

communications office released at nine forty-five: a brief 

statement identifying the charges, the individuals arrested, and 

the nature of the investigation, which it described as a 

coordinated state and federal inquiry into human trafficking 

operations on Cape Cod. The statement did not name the 

individuals who had provided the investigative foundation for the 

case. It named the MCU, the HSI, and the Barnstable County 

Sheriff’s Department, in the last case as a cooperating agency 

rather than an investigating one, which was an accurate 

description of Noyes’s role and which was the description that 

Noyes had agreed to with Machado as the appropriate public 

framing for a department that needed, in the weeks ahead, to be 

understood as part of the solution rather than the architecture 

of the problem. 

This framing was not complete honesty, and Noyes knew it was 

not complete honesty, and Hamilton had told her it was the 

correct framing anyway. The department’s functioning in the 

aftermath of Aldrich’s arrest was a matter of public safety, and 

a department that the public believed was complicit in the 

operation it was now charged with investigating was a department 
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that could not function, and a non-functioning department on Cape 

Cod in September was a danger to the community it served in ways 

that had nothing to do with trafficking and everything to do with 

the ordinary daily requirements of a population that needed a 

functioning law enforcement presence. The framing was not 

complete honesty. It was the honest assessment of what the 

department needed to be able to do and of what the public needed 

to believe about the department in order for it to do it. 

Hamilton had made this argument to Noyes and she had accepted it, 

not easily and not without reservation, but with the specific 

acceptance of a person who has understood the reasoning and found 

it sound even while finding it uncomfortable. 

Machado gave a brief statement at ten-thirty at the 

courthouse steps. She was composed and precise and said nothing 

that was not in the written release and nothing that would 

complicate the prosecution and nothing that named the four people 

at Allen Point or the woman in a protected location in Orleans or 

the young woman who had spent a year on the roads and docks of 

the outer Cape doing the particular work that the systems had not 

been doing. She answered three questions from reporters and 

declined two and thanked the MCU’s team and ended the statement. 

I watched it on the kitchen laptop. Hamilton did not watch 

it. He was in the study with the chain document. 

Mary watched it beside me. When Machado ended the statement 

Mary said, “She’s good.” 

“She is,” I said. 
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“She’s been waiting to be able to say those words for ten 

months,” Mary said. “And she said them correctly. She said them 

the way they needed to be said to do the most good and not the 

way she might have wanted to say them after ten months of 

waiting.” She looked at the laptop screen, where the courthouse 

steps were now empty and the camera was moving back to the 

studio. “That takes something.” 

It did. I wrote it in the journal. 

 

Beatriz Ferreira called Mary at two in the afternoon. I know 

this because Mary told me about it afterward, in the way she 

tells me things that belong in the journal: directly, in order, 

with the facts and then the context. 

Ferreira had heard the news through the people caring for 

her. She had heard Aldrich’s name in a radio report and had heard 

the word trafficking and had understood what it meant. She had 

called Mary to ask one question, which was whether the 

distribution houses had been entered and whether the people 

inside them had been taken care of rather than taken away. 

Mary had told her yes to both. 

Ferreira had been quiet for a moment. Then she had said, in 

Portuguese: “The names I gave. They were used.” It was not a 

question, but Mary answered it as one: yes, the names had been in 

the evidence that opened the investigation, they had been part of 

the case from the beginning, they had been received and kept and 

used correctly. 

Ferreira said, “Then the eight months were worth it.” 
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Mary told me this in the kitchen with the afternoon light 

coming in the east window across the salt pond and I wrote it in 

the journal in her exact words, because the journal is where the 

record goes when the record is important, and the record of 

Beatriz Ferreira saying “the eight months were worth it” is as 

important as any entry I have made in any of its volumes. 

She asked about her status. Mary told her that Machado’s 

office had been in contact with legal aid organizations that work 

with trafficking victims and that her testimony, if she chose to 

give it, would be given through a formal victim-witness 

protection process and not through any channel associated with 

the county sheriff’s department. She would not be required to 

testify. She would not be deported. Her presence in this country 

for the past four months had occurred in circumstances that the 

law has specific provisions for, and those provisions were being 

applied by people who understood them. Mary had confirmed these 

points with a legal aid attorney the previous evening, in 

anticipation of this conversation. 

Ferreira said, “The case I built. Will it be in the public 

record.” 

Mary said it would be in the MCU’s evidence file, which is a 

public document once the prosecution begins. 

“Good,” Ferreira said. “I want it to be in the public 

record. I want it to be the public record. Not a summary. The 

actual record.” 

Mary said she would make sure Machado knew this. 

Ferreira said thank you and ended the call. 
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I sat with this for a while after Mary told me. The eight 

months. The eleven audio files, the two PDFs, the waterproof case 

against her skin on a boat in the dark water. The names given and 

used. The public record that she wanted to be not a summary but 

the actual record, by which she meant the record of what happened 

as she had witnessed it and assembled it, in her own words, in 

the form she had chosen, available to anyone who needed to find 

it. 

This is what the record is for. I have been keeping it for 

eleven years, in a form, in a specific voice, with the precise 

intention of making visible what would otherwise remain in the 

sediment. Beatriz Ferreira had been keeping it for eight months, 

in a different form, in a different voice, with the same 

intention. The intentions are the same. The instruments are 

different. Both are necessary. Both are in the public record now. 

 

The afternoon moved in the way of afternoons after mornings 

of consequence: more slowly than the morning, with more space 

between the events, the events themselves smaller in proportion 

and larger in meaning. Clara came in from the outbuilding at 

three with the final analysis of the water-surface sample from 

the Night Passage’s slip, which she had been completing since the 

previous week in the intervals the case had allowed. She set the 

tablet on the kitchen table and said, “Human epithelial cells. 

DNA profiles from at least six individuals. The profiles are not 

in the national database, which means they are not the profiles 

of people with a prior record in this country. They are the 
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profiles of people who were in that slip on that vessel and who 

have never been processed by any law enforcement system.” She 

paused. “The profiles are in the MCU file now, as of this 

morning. If any of the twenty-three individuals from the 

distribution houses are tested, a match would establish that they 

were on the Night Passage.” 

This was the forensic link between the vessel and the people 

it had carried, built from water. Clara’s instruments, her 

precise methodology, her year of work on the near bar and the 

marsh channels had made her the person who understood what a 

harbor-water sample could contain and who had known to take one. 

She had collected it while noting a spotted sandpiper on a dock 

in Chatham harbor. The science and the life around it remained 

inseparable. 

Hamilton received the analysis without visible reaction, 

which was his manner of receiving confirmatory evidence that 

arrived after the structure it confirmed was already complete: 

the structure is not made more complete by the confirmation, but 

the confirmation is nonetheless important and is noted 

accordingly. He wrote it in the chain document margin and cross-

referenced it to the vessel section and the fiber comparison 

section and said, “Thank you.” 

Clara said, “The sandpiper was still there.” 

Hamilton looked at her. 

“Today,” she said. “I went back to the dock this morning 

after the arrests. The bird was on the dock piling. It has 

extended its stay by at least a week beyond the typical departure 
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date for the species on this coast. I want to document it 

properly before it goes.” She took her field notebook from the 

outbuilding bag. “It’s in the green notebook now.” 

Hamilton looked at the notebook she had set on the table. He 

said, “May I.” 

She handed it to him. He read the entry with the attention 

he gives to any precise record of observed behavior: the quality 

of engagement that makes the subject of the reading feel, in 

retrospect, that it has been seen correctly. He set it down and 

said, “She’ll be gone by the weekend. Go back tomorrow if you 

can.” 

“I will,” Clara said. 

Sofia watched this exchange with the expression of a person 

encountering something they recognize as significant without 

being able to immediately name why. After a moment she said, “A 

bird. In the middle of all this.” 

“Always,” Mary said. She said it with the specific warmth of 

a person for whom this truth has been demonstrated repeatedly and 

who finds it, each time, both unexpected and inevitable. 

The afternoon continued. The news cycle continued its 

processing of the morning’s events, each hour producing a new 

layer of reporting that was simultaneously more detailed and less 

accurate than the hour before, the way news reporting proceeds 

when the official record is spare and the available reporters are 

filling the space between the official facts with informed 

speculation and unnamed sources and the kind of contextual frame 

that makes a story intelligible to a general audience and that is 
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always, to the people who were inside the story, somewhere 

between incomplete and wrong. Hamilton did not read it. I read 

enough to track whether anything had emerged that required 

attention and found that nothing had, and I reported this to 

Hamilton and he nodded and went back to the chain document. 

The chain document was growing. He was writing the 

operational account of the case in the form of the chain 

document, which is not narrative but structural: each finding 

connected to its evidence, each connection to its source, each 

source to its reliability assessment, the whole architecture 

available to anyone who needed to use it as a reference for the 

prosecution or as a foundation for the next inquiry. He would 

write it for as long as it required and then file it in the form 

it was always filed, which was with a copy to Clara’s archive and 

a copy to the secure off-site location whose address I have never 

been given and whose existence I know only because Hamilton 

mentioned it once in the context of explaining why the chain 

document is not kept entirely at Allen Point. 

At five-thirty Noyes called a final time. She was still at 

the department, which she would be for the foreseeable future, 

which was a foreseeable future of months and not days. She said 

the department was functioning. She said the remaining deputies—

those not among the three arrested that morning—had been briefed 

by her personally on the scope of the MCU investigation and on 

the department’s role as a cooperating agency and on her 

expectations for the coming months. She said the briefing had 

gone better than she had expected, which she attributed to the 
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relief of people who have been working in a structure they knew 

was wrong and who have been told, by the person now running the 

structure, that the wrongness has been addressed and that the 

work ahead is the work of doing things correctly. 

Hamilton said, “The three deputies’ caseloads.” 

“Redistributed this afternoon.” 

“The missing-persons files from the last few years.” 

A brief pause. “That will take longer. I’ve assigned two 

detectives to begin the review next week. We will find what was 

not found when it should have been found and we will do what can 

be done with it.” She paused again. “Hamilton. The people at 

Allen Point. The case record. I want you to know that when the 

prosecution needs what you have, the channel to provide it exists 

and will function correctly.” 

“I know,” he said. 

“Good,” she said. “Good night.” 

He said good night and ended the call and sat for a moment 

with the phone in his hand and then set it on the desk and looked 

at the chain document and then looked at the window and then at 

me. 

He said, “Write the afternoon.” 

I already had. 

 

We ate dinner at seven, the five of us, which was Mary’s 

cooking in the form it takes on evenings after days of 

consequence: food that requires attention to prepare and that 

provides, in the eating of it, the quality of restoration that 
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Mary understands as the body’s right after sustained work. She 

had been at it for an hour before dinner and the kitchen had the 

smell that it has when she is cooking seriously, the layered warm 

smell of the Cape Cod kitchen in September that I had been 

learning for two years and that I associated with the best 

evenings in this house, which were not the evenings with the most 

dramatic content but the evenings when the work had been done and 

the four of us were together and the food was on the table and 

the sound was audible through the open window and the salt pond 

was doing its evening thing in the light that was already 

September’s light, longer in the gold of it and shorter in its 

duration, the day contracting toward the autumnal equinox at its 

daily rate. 

Sofia ate with the particular quality of a person eating a 

good meal for the first time in some days, which was accurate: 

she had been eating what the house produced in the ordinary run 

of its working days, which was sufficient and nutritious and not 

the same as Mary’s cooking on an evening she considered 

significant. She said, after some time: “This is a strange day to 

have had.” 

“Yes,” Mary said. 

“It’s not over,” Sofia said. She meant the larger situation, 

not the day. The twenty-three people from the distribution houses 

would need legal help and medical help and housing and the kind 

of sustained assistance that the system is often better at 

promising than providing. The network that had brought them here 

was gone at its Cape Cod terminus and was continuing elsewhere, 
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because networks of this kind do not cease to exist when one of 

their termini is removed; they reroute, which is a function of 

their design. Vickers was on a vessel somewhere and the vessel 

was not yet found. The next transit, wherever it went instead of 

Rock Harbor, was already being planned. 

“No,” Hamilton said. “It’s not over.” He said it without 

apology and without reassurance, as a fact that the situation 

required to be stated plainly. “The part that we could do from 

this address is over. The part that continues will be done by 

other people with other instruments from other positions, and the 

work we did will be the foundation of that work and not the end 

of it.” He looked at Sofia. “The year you spent on those roads is 

in the record now. Sofia Carvalho, twenty-two, Truro, 

Massachusetts. Witness. The record has your name.” 

She looked at him for a moment. Then she said, “That’s an 

odd kind of comfort.” 

“It’s the only kind that’s reliable,” Hamilton said. 

We finished dinner. Clara took the plates without being 

asked, which is her manner: she does not perform domesticity but 

she performs thoroughness, and thoroughness in a kitchen after 

dinner includes the plates. Mary made coffee. Hamilton sat with 

the green notebook open in front of him, not writing, the 

notebook open in the way he holds it when the day’s record is 

essentially complete and what remains is the final notation that 

closes the entry, the specific short sentence or phrase that he 

uses to end each day’s writing in the green notebook, which 

functions as the field notebook’s version of the chain document’s 
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addendum heading: a marker that says the day is accounted for and 

what it contained has been received. 

I did not see what he wrote. I saw him write it. 

After dinner I went to the deck. The September evening was 

the September evening of this coast, the air from the southwest 

carrying the last of the day’s warmth and the water’s coolness in 

the specific mixture that September produces here and that I had 

been learning to identify by what it felt like on the skin and 

what it smelled like and what it meant for the following day’s 

conditions. The left-hand bird was on the near bar in the last of 

the light, making her final approach of the day from the west, 

the left bank on the dive, the compensated angle that was simply 

her angle, the specific aerial signature of a bird who had been 

working this water since before we arrived and who would be 

working it after we were gone. 

She dove. She came up with a fish. 

I watched her eat it on the bar in the last light and then 

rise and bank left toward the marsh grass and disappear into it, 

and then the bar was empty and the light was gone and the sound 

was dark and the tide was doing what the tide does. 

I went inside and wrote the last entry of the day and closed 

the journal. 

Upstairs, in the study, the chain document was open to its 

ninth addendum. 

The work continues as long as false records exist that the 

available instruments can correct. 

There were still wrong records. 
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Chapter Eleven 

“The Names” 

 

Three weeks after the arrests, I was deposed in a conference 

room at the Barnstable Superior Court building by an assistant 

attorney general from the state’s organized crime unit who was 

working in parallel with Machado’s MCU investigation and who had 

the quality of a prosecutor who has reviewed a great deal of 

evidence before the interview and who is using the interview to 

fill the gaps in the evidence rather than to establish facts she 

has not already established. She was thorough and she was precise 

and she asked her questions in the order that told me she had 

read the chain document before we spoke, because the order of the 

questions followed the order of Hamilton’s findings, which is not 

the order a person unfamiliar with the document would use. I 

answered everything she asked and volunteered nothing she did not 

ask, which is the correct posture for a deposition witness and 

which Hamilton had specified in the same tone he uses for all his 

operational instructions, which is the tone of a person 

explaining a thing that ought not to need explaining but that 

experience has taught him is better explained than assumed. 

She asked about Rock Harbor. She asked about the SIM card 

and its transfer. She asked about the water-surface sample and 

the fiber comparison in the form of questions that were really 

questions about Clara’s methodology, which she had also clearly 

read. She asked about the Ryders Cove recording and the 

circumstances of its collection, pausing at specific points with 
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the particular stillness of a person who is deciding whether a 

piece of evidence is going to survive a challenge before she 

commits to relying on it. I told her what I had seen and heard at 

the cove dock and she wrote it down and at the end of the session 

she said, “The recording is admissible. We’ve confirmed that. 

What you collected from sixty yards on a body of water in which 

you had a right to be present is not intercepted communication 

within the meaning of the statute.” She said it not to reassure 

me but to inform me, which is the distinction between a 

prosecutor communicating with a witness and a prosecutor 

communicating with a person whose concern for the case’s outcome 

is their own rather than professional. 

Hamilton’s deposition was two days before mine. I know its 

contents only in outline because Hamilton does not report on his 

depositions in the way he reports on his investigations: he 

considers the deposition a legal proceeding and the legal 

proceeding’s record the appropriate documentation of what was 

said, and he does not supplement that record with a parallel 

account in the journal or in conversation. What I know is that he 

was in the conference room for four hours, which was an hour 

longer than my own deposition, and that when he came out he said, 

“She knows how to use a chain document.” He said it with the 

quality of approval he reserves for people who work precisely, 

and I understood that the prosecutor had read the document as it 

was meant to be read, which is as a navigational tool rather than 

a narrative, and had used it the way one uses a navigational 

tool, which is to find position rather than to follow a story. 
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Clara’s deposition centered on the forensic methodology, as 

she had prepared for, and ran to six hours across two days 

because the fiber comparison and the water-surface analysis were 

the most technically detailed elements of the evidentiary record 

and the prosecutor wanted to understand them at the level of 

being able to present them to a jury without simplifying them 

into inaccuracy. Clara told me afterward that the prosecutor had 

asked intelligent questions and had not asked stupid ones, which 

is, from Clara, the equivalent of a standing ovation. 

Mary was deposed on her patient records, with the specific 

protections that physician-patient privilege provides and that 

the prosecutor had prepared for by obtaining, in advance, written 

releases from the three patients whose presentations were most 

directly relevant to the case. The releases had been obtained 

through the legal aid organization that had been working with the 

women from the distribution houses, and the women had given them 

voluntarily, which Mary noted in the way she notes things that 

matter: without emphasis, but with the precision of a person 

recording something important. They had given the releases 

voluntarily. Their names were in the record now. 

 

The names first, because the chapter’s title requires 

precision about what naming does and what it does not do, and the 

distinction matters. 

The names that were in the news were: Raymond Aldrich, 

Gerald Coates, Representative Robert Farwell, and the three 

deputies, whose names I will not reproduce here because they are 
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in the public record already and the public record is the 

appropriate location for them and this account is not. The news 

gave these names the specific treatment it gives to names that 

arrive in proximity to crime, which is to surround them with 

context and history and speculation in the form of background 

reporting that produces the effect of understanding without 

providing the substance of it. Aldrich’s eleven years as sheriff. 

Farwell’s eight years in the General Court. The funding 

allocations. The Tidewater corporate structure, which a financial 

reporter for the Globe diagrammed in a graphic that was accurate 

as far as it went and that stopped precisely where the case’s 

complexity required going further. The coverage was, in the way 

of news coverage of complex institutional matters, more 

interested in the individuals than in the structure that had made 

the individuals’ actions possible, and more interested in the 

drama of the arrests than in the eleven years of operation that 

the arrests addressed. 

Hamilton read the coverage once and then stopped reading it. 

This is his standard practice with news coverage of cases he has 

been involved in, on the grounds that the coverage’s inaccuracies 

are more costly to read than its accuracies are useful, because 

the inaccuracies occupy attention that the chain document 

requires, and the chain document is the record that matters for 

the work’s continuation, which the news coverage will not assist. 

Farwell resigned from the General Court on the fifth day 

after the arrests, before formal charges were filed against him. 

His resignation statement cited a need to devote full attention 
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to addressing the allegations, which is the language of a person 

managing a public narrative rather than a person engaging with a 

public fact. The resignation did not constitute an admission. It 

constituted a calculation. Hamilton read it once and added a note 

to the chain document: “Farwell resignation September fifth, 

formal charges anticipated Q4. Committee oversight structure at 

the General Court requires review independent of prosecution.” He 

wrote this note because the corruption of the coastal security 

funding mechanism was not addressed by Farwell’s individual 

prosecution and required an institutional remedy that the 

prosecution could not provide, and he wrote it because noting the 

gap is the chain document’s function and the chain document’s 

function is his function. 

Coates’s cooperation began in the second week. He took a 

plea that required full disclosure of the operational logistics 

of the Cape Cod terminus: the landing schedules, the vehicle 

routes, the distribution house addresses, the names of the two 

drivers Sofia had not been able to identify. The cooperation 

added fourteen names to the case file that were not previously in 

it, which is the specific value of a cooperating witness who has 

been operational rather than administrative: he knew who did what 

and when and where in a form that could be verified against the 

physical evidence already in the record. Machado’s team verified 

each name against the vehicle logs, the overtime records, the 

fiber and biological evidence, the SIM card’s testimony. All 

fourteen held. 
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The fourteen names were drivers, logistics coordinators, 

property managers. They were people who had been paid to do 

specific tasks and who had done them. They were not principals. 

They were the operational layer between the principals and the 

water, the human infrastructure that had made eleven years of 

transit possible. Their names were now in the record. 

Below the operational layer: the people who had been 

transported. Twenty-three individuals from the distribution 

houses, plus the unknown number in the years before the arrests 

who had passed through the Cape Cod terminus and dispersed into 

the network’s interior. The twenty-three were in the legal aid 

process, each with an assigned attorney, each with a formal 

victim designation in the MCU file. Fourteen of the twenty-three 

had chosen to provide statements to the prosecution. Nine had 

declined, which was their right and which was received as their 

right by the legal aid organization and by Machado’s team, which 

had been instructed by Machado that the decision to testify or 

not testify was the individual’s to make and not the 

prosecution’s to encourage in any direction. Nine names were 

therefore not in the prosecution record. They were in this 

account. 

The unknown number from the years before: their names were 

not in any record available to the investigation. Hamilton noted 

this in addendum nine of the chain document as an open matter 

requiring attention from HSI’s victim-identification unit, which 

has tools and databases and international partnerships that the 

MCU does not have. He noted it without expectation of immediate 
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resolution, because the noting of an open matter is not the claim 

that the matter will be resolved; it is the record that the 

matter exists and has been identified and that the record of its 

existence will be available to whoever arrives next with the 

capacity to address it. This is the chain document’s function. It 

is also the function of this account. 

 

Sofia left Allen Point on the Saturday following the 

arrests, eight days after she had arrived by the back road in the 

passenger seat of Noyes’s second car. She was going back to 

Truro, to the house she shared with two other women, which the 

men with the pretextual cover stories would not be returning to 

because the men were in the county system awaiting arraignment 

and their associates were managing a significantly reduced 

operational capacity on the Cape Cod coast. 

She packed what she had brought, which was not much, in the 

same bag she had arrived with. Mary gave her food for the road in 

the form that Mary gives food to people leaving her house, which 

is the form of a person who understands that food given at 

departure is a form of care that extends beyond the moment of 

giving and that continues for as long as the food lasts. Sofia 

accepted it with the grace of a person who has learned to receive 

care without the discomfort that care sometimes produces in 

people who have been self-sufficient for long enough that 

receiving feels like a claim against the self-sufficiency. She 

had been at Allen Point for eight days and the eight days had not 

made her dependent. They had given her a rest from a year of work 
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that had not included rest, and she had taken the rest with the 

same intentional quality she appeared to bring to everything. 

She shook hands with Hamilton, which is not the form of 

departure that the house usually produces but which I found, on 

reflection, entirely correct for the two of them. He shook her 

hand with the specific gravity he brings to an acknowledgment he 

means, which is different from the gravity he brings to social 

formality, which he does not practice. He said, “Your year is in 

the record. It will be in the prosecution record. It will be in 

this account. It is not going anywhere.” 

She said, “I know.” She said it with the conviction of a 

person who has had things not be in the record before and who 

understands, from experience, the difference between a record 

that holds and one that does not. 

She hugged Mary, which was not a surprise. She hugged Clara, 

which was a slight surprise to Clara, who recovered from it 

gracefully. She looked at me and said, “Thank you for answering 

the phone.” 

I said, “Thank you for knowing the number.” 

She went down the road in Noyes’s second car, which Noyes 

had sent for her, and the road took her and then the tree line 

took the car and Allen Point was four people again. 

Mary stood at the end of the Salt Pond Road for a moment 

after the car was gone. Then she came back to the house and said, 

“She’ll be all right.” She said it in the way she says things she 

believes rather than things she knows, which is the appropriate 

register for a statement about a person’s future in circumstances 
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that remain complex. She believed it. I believe it too, for the 

reasons one has for believing things about people who have 

demonstrated, over a sustained period of difficulty, a quality of 

capacity and judgment. Sofia Carvalho had been on the roads and 

docks of the outer Cape for a year and had done what she had done 

and had carried what she had carried and had walked out the back 

door when the men came without a cover story. She would be all 

right. 

 

Beatriz Ferreira testified at the preliminary hearing in the 

third week of September. I know this not from being present but 

from Mary, who accompanied her to the courthouse at her request 

and who sat in the gallery and who described it to me afterward 

in the way she describes things that require both the clinical 

and the human register simultaneously. 

She was composed. She had been in the country for five 

months at the time of the hearing and her English, which had been 

functional at Rock Harbor and more fluent in the recording on the 

SIM card, had improved further in five months of use, and she 

gave her testimony in English with the interpreter present but 

rarely needed. She answered the questions the prosecutor asked 

and two questions the defense attorney asked and she did not 

alter a word of what she had recorded on the SIM card across 

eight months, because the recording was the truth and she had not 

told the truth differently at different times and had no reason 

to tell it differently now. 
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Mary said, “She was in that courtroom the way she was at the 

dock at Rock Harbor. She was exactly as frightened and exactly as 

clear. Both at the same time, and neither one canceled the 

other.” 

After the hearing Mary had taken her to lunch at a 

restaurant in Barnstable that Ferreira had chosen because she had 

walked past it three times in the preceding weeks and had been 

wanting to go in. They ate and talked for two hours, and what 

they talked about I will not reproduce here because it belongs to 

them and not to the account, except for one thing that Mary said 

she could not leave out of her telling of the afternoon, which 

was this: Ferreira had asked Mary, over coffee at the end of 

lunch, whether the people who lived at Allen Point intended to 

stay on Cape Cod. 

Mary had said yes. 

Ferreira had said, “Good. It is useful to know where the 

people with the right instruments are.” 

She said it without self-consciousness, as a practical 

observation about a practical matter, and Mary received it as 

such and told it to me as such and I am recording it as such, 

which is to say as a piece of information that is both accurate 

and significant in the way that accurate and significant things 

are significant, which is without ceremony and without the need 

to ornament what is already complete. 

The right instruments. The right place. The work that is 

possible when those two things are in proximity. 
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The account has been about this from the first page of the 

first volume, in the sense that every account is about the thing 

it keeps returning to, and the thing this account keeps returning 

to is the relationship between the instruments and the work they 

make possible. The instruments are four people in a house above a 

salt marsh, each with a different set of them, each one necessary 

and none one sufficient, the work arising from the combination 

that the combination alone makes possible. This is not a claim 

about the four of us specifically. It is an observation about the 

structure of the kind of work that requires more than one person 

and more than one instrument and more than one kind of attention 

brought to the same problem from different angles. The structure 

is the thing. The house is where the structure happens to live. 

 

The vessel was found in the fourth week. HSI and the 

Canadian Border Services Agency located it at anchor in the 

approaches to Halifax Harbor on a Tuesday, which was three weeks 

after it had weighed anchor from the outer harbor at Chatham and 

one week after HSI had shared the vessel description and the 

scope observations with their Canadian counterparts. The man 

aboard who presented Vickers’s physical description—the height, 

the Anglo appearance, the scar across the left jaw—was identified 

through the vessel’s documentation as a citizen of a country that 

I will not name here because the prosecution is ongoing and the 

naming serves no purpose that the eventual public record will not 

serve better. He was taken into custody under an HSI warrant 
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executed with Canadian cooperation and was transferred to federal 

custody in Boston within seventy-two hours. 

Hamilton received this information from Machado directly, by 

phone, on the Tuesday evening. He was at the kitchen table with 

the chain document and he listened and said, “The man from the 

tender at Ryders Cove. Was he aboard.” 

Machado said the man from the tender had not been found on 

the vessel. He was the subject of an active international 

warrant. 

Hamilton said, “The recording from the cove gives you his 

voice. The voice is in the record. Whoever identifies him will 

have the voice for comparison.” 

Machado said she knew. 

He ended the call and opened the chain document to the ninth 

addendum and added two lines: “Vickers—taken into federal custody 

Tuesday, Halifax. Identity confirmed per HSI. Warrant outstanding 

for Ryders Cove representative.” He read it back and then added a 

third line: “External network: partially addressed. Federal 

phase: open.” 

He set down the pen. 

I said, “One of the two.” 

“One of the two,” he said. “For now.” He looked at the 

addendum. “The federal phase will take longer than the state 

phase. The federal phase always takes longer. But the record is 

in the federal file now and the federal file does not close until 

the matter is resolved, and the matter will not be resolved until 
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the man from the tender is in custody.” He closed the chain 

document. “The addendum will wait for him.” 

This is how the chain document works and how it has always 

worked: it waits. It records what is known and marks what is not 

yet known and it waits for the gap to close, which it eventually 

does if the people with the instruments continue to look. 

Hamilton has been building this particular document since the 

second week of August, which is five weeks and four days from 

first notation to first federal arrest, with a state arrest 

proceeding and a prosecution in progress and a federal warrant 

outstanding and an addendum open. The document is not done. The 

document is working. 

 

The names, in the way this chapter’s title requires, which 

is to make the distinction I said at the outset that the chapter 

would make, between the names that are in the public record and 

the names that should be in the record. 

The names in the public record are: Raymond Aldrich. Gerald 

Coates. Robert Farwell. Three deputies. Fourteen operational 

personnel from Coates’s cooperation. The man found on the vessel, 

whose name is in the federal record. These names are where they 

should be. 

The names that this account has: Beatriz Alves Ferreira, 

from Pará, Brazil, who built an evidentiary file over eight 

months while living inside the operation it documented and who 

carried it against her skin on a boat in the dark water to a 

doctor on a dock in Orleans. Sofia Carvalho, twenty-two, Truro, 



Gael / Dead Reckoning / 209 

 

Massachusetts, who spent a year on the roads and docks of the 

outer Cape and who walked out the back door when the men came. 

The nine people from the distribution houses who declined to 

testify and whose names are therefore not in the prosecution 

record. The unnamed woman who warned Beatriz, in the weeks before 

Beatriz’s transit, not to get into the vehicles. The woman from 

Pará named Carla who had been in the Brewster house for six weeks 

and who told Beatriz what she had observed. The woman found on 

the road outside Wellfleet in the previous summer, which was the 

first case Sofia saw and understood. The man from the Truro 

fishing community who had brought Mary her third patient in July 

and who had been warned four hours after he called the sheriff’s 

office. The others. 

The names that are in neither file: the people who came 

through the Rock Harbor landing in the eleven years before 

Beatriz assembled the testimony that named it. Hamilton’s ceiling 

estimate was in the thousands. The exact number is not known. 

HSI’s victim-identification unit has what the case produced for 

them to work with, and the work is open. 

I am writing these names because the account is where names 

go when they need to be kept. Beatriz Ferreira said she wanted 

the actual account and not a summary, and that account includes 

the names of the people the prosecution does not need but the 

story requires, because the account is not the prosecution. The 

prosecution establishes guilt and assigns consequence. This 

account preserves the people whom the prosecution may not need to 

name. 
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I have been keeping this account for eleven years, across 

ten volumes. The cases in the first eight volumes were cases of 

institutional deception, financial crime, wrongful conviction, 

corruption of the public file. They were cases in which a false 

account existed and needed to be corrected, and the correction 

was the work, done in Boston in a house on Pinckney Street by a 

man with instruments and a friend who wrote it down. 

This case is the same case in its structure: a false 

account, an institutional deception, a corruption of the 

authority that should have prevented the harm it was enabling. It 

is different in its human content. The harm in this case was not 

the destruction of a reputation or the theft of a financial 

instrument or the wrongful conviction of a man who should have 

been free. The harm was people. People on a boat in the dark 

water off a Cape Cod coast. The correction in this case means 

something different from what it meant in the previous nine 

volumes, and the difference is the difference between a case that 

is about property and a case that is about persons, and the 

account knows the difference even when the method is the same. 

The method and what the method is for. The instrument and 

the thing the instrument is aimed at. Neither canceling the 

other. 

The names are here. This is the account. 

 

The thirty-fourth journal filled in the last week of 

September, which was four months after the thirty-third one had 

closed. I started the fifth the following morning. 
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The entry I made in the thirty-fifth journal on the first 

morning was a continuation of the entry I had been making in the 

fourth, because the account does not reset at the end of a 

volume; it continues, as Hamilton’s chain document continues, as 

the work continues, in the form available to the instrument that 

is being used to keep it. I am the instrument. The journal is 

what the instrument produces. The account is what the journal 

holds. 

Hamilton was at the scope when I came down to write the 

first entry in the thirty-fifth journal. He was aimed southeast, 

toward Monomoy and the sound, in the position of a person who has 

been at the scope for some time and who has found something worth 

continuing to watch. I made coffee and sat at the kitchen table 

and opened the thirty-fifth journal to its first page and wrote 

the date at the top and then looked out the window at the salt 

pond, which was doing what it always does: being what it is, in 

the light available to it, at the tide stage it happened to be 

at, in the September quality of the air off the sound. 

Hamilton said, from the study: “The left-hand bird has a 

companion.” 

I said, “Does she?” 

“Juvenile. She’s tolerating it on the near bar. That’s new.” 

A pause. “I want to watch before I put it in the record.” 

I wrote it in the thirty-fifth journal, in the entry whose 

first line was the date and whose second line was what Hamilton 

had said. Not because the bird was part of the case but because 

the bird was part of the account, and the account is where what 
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happens here is kept, which includes the case and the marsh and 

the water and the September morning quality of a house at the end 

of a road above a salt marsh where four people are doing the work 

they were built to do and the left-hand bird, who has been here 

longer than any of us, is tolerating a companion on the near bar 

for the first time in two years of observation. 

Both things. Always both things. 
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Chapter Twelve 

“Dead Reckoning” 

 

October arrived the way it always arrives on this coast, 

which is not as a calendar event but as a physical fact: the air 

changed its temperature differential between the water and the 

land, the light changed its angle and its quality, the birds 

changed their composition on the near bar and the outer flats, 

the summer’s recreational presence was gone and what remained was 

the Cape that exists when the population has returned to its 

year-round size and the water and the sky and the marsh are doing 

what they do without an audience. I had been here for two 

Octobers now and I was learning to read this one against the 

previous one in the way that a physician learns to read a 

patient’s presentation against its history: the current state 

meaningful in itself and more meaningful still in the context of 

what the same patient presented in the same season the year 

before, the difference between the two readings the thing that 

tells you what has changed and what has not and what the change 

means. 

What had changed: the case. What had not changed: the marsh, 

the sound, the salt pond, the tidal schedule, the left-hand bird. 

The continuity of the things that continue regardless of what the 

people above them do or fail to do has been one of the consistent 

facts of living at Allen Point for one year and five months, and 

it is a fact I have not found comforting in the way that such 

facts are sometimes described as comforting, because comfort is 
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not the right word for what it provides. What it provides is 

proportion. The scale of the marsh is not the scale of the case. 

Both are real. Neither cancels the other. You carry both, at the 

right weight for each, and the carrying of both is what the work 

on this coast requires of the people who do it here. 

The autumn found each of the four of us somewhere specific. 

Hamilton. The chain document is in its ninth addendum and 

the ninth is open. He is watching the HSI proceeding from the 

distance appropriate to a private investigator whose evidentiary 

contribution has been delivered and whose institutional standing 

in the federal phase is that of a cooperating witness rather than 

an investigator, which is the correct distance and which he 

occupies without apparent difficulty. The federal phase will take 

longer than any phase he has worked in, and he has adjusted his 

expectation of the timeline accordingly: not with impatience but 

with the specific recalibration of a person who understands that 

different instruments operate at different speeds and that the 

speed of the federal instrument is not an argument for replacing 

it with a faster one. He is writing a paper on the forensic 

methodology of the fiber analysis, in collaboration with Clara, 

whose methodology section he is writing and rewriting with the 

same productive dissatisfaction he brought to the previous paper. 

He is at the scope before dawn. He is at the violin in the 

evenings, working something new since the October piece reached 

its resolution and the resolution closed it. The new thing is 

tentative and searching, as all his new things are in the early 
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stage, the phrase tried and abandoned and tried again, the key 

not yet settled, the structure not yet visible. It is beginning. 

Clara. The seagrass survey has produced its second full year 

of baseline data, which is the point at which a baseline becomes 

a baseline rather than a preliminary, the point at which the 

record is long enough to be compared against itself and to yield 

the findings that single-season data cannot yield. She has 

submitted the second-year data to the Monomoy refuge and has 

received a response from the refuge’s biologist indicating 

interest in a collaborative publication, which Clara has accepted 

with the specific equanimity of a person who was going to produce 

the publication regardless of the collaboration and who finds the 

collaboration useful rather than necessary. The spotted sandpiper 

left the Chatham harbor dock on the morning of September twenty-

ninth, which was six days beyond the species’ typical departure 

window and which Clara has documented in the green notebook in 

the same small handwriting that Hamilton uses for the bird 

records, the two of them having long since converged on a shared 

notation system for the field data that requires no negotiation 

because they arrived at it from the same direction, which is the 

direction of precision. Her outbuilding has the water-surface 

analysis methodology written up in draft form, waiting for the 

federal prosecution to reach the stage at which the DNA profiles 

from the Night Passage slip become relevant to the evidentiary 

record. They will be relevant. She is not in a hurry. The 

methodology will be there when it is needed. 
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Mary. The practice in Chatham has grown in the way that a 

physician’s practice grows when the physician listens without 

hurrying and treats the patient as the patient is rather than as 

the patient’s chart suggests they should be: through referral, 

through reputation, through the specific recommendation of people 

who have been seen correctly and who want the same for the people 

they care about. She has three new patients from the legal aid 

process who came to her through the social services network 

established during the case, and she is treating them with the 

same attention she brings to her fishing community patients and 

her retirees and her summer people, which is the full attention 

she brings to every patient, which is the thing that makes her 

the physician she is. The garden has been put to bed for the 

winter in the methodical way she puts the garden to bed: each bed 

turned and amended and covered, the perennial structure mapped in 

the winter notebook that lives on the kitchen windowsill, the 

spring plan already visible in the margins of what the autumn has 

made available. She is, as she always is, precisely where she 

needs to be and doing precisely what she needs to be doing and 

finding in that precision a quality of satisfaction that does not 

require acknowledgment because it does not require anything 

outside itself. 

Wilson. I am the fourth instrument and I have been trying, 

in this account as in the previous nine, to be a useful one: to 

set down what the instruments found in the form that makes it 

available to anyone who needs to find it. This volume has asked 

more of the recorder than the previous volumes did, which is to 
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say it has asked more of me than I was purely comfortable 

providing. The water on Pleasant Bay in the fog was not the work 

of a person who records. It was the work of a person in the story 

they are recording, which is a different position and which 

carries different requirements. I am not certain I acquitted 

those requirements as well as the case deserved. I am certain I 

acquitted them as well as I was capable of, which is the honest 

version of the same assessment. The ribs have healed. The fifth 

journal is open and filling. 

 

 

Dead reckoning is a navigational practice. You know your 

starting position. You know your heading, your speed, and the 

elapsed time. From these three pieces of information you 

calculate your current position, without reference to any 

landmark, without any external confirmation, entirely from what 

you carry with you and what you can calculate from what you 

carry. The position you arrive at is called the dead-reckoning 

position, and it is the best available estimate of where you are 

in the absence of a fix, which is what navigators call the 

confirmed position obtained from an external reference: a charted 

landmark, a depth sounding, a celestial observation. 

This case was dead reckoning from the first morning Hamilton 

aimed the scope at a vessel in the Rock Harbor channel and wrote 

in the brown notebook. He had a starting position, which was 

Allen Point, and a heading, which was toward whatever the 

anomalous vessel traffic was concealing, and a speed, which was 
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the pace at which the evidence could be assembled and connected, 

and an elapsed time, which was the eleven days before Wilson sat 

at the kitchen table and the four pieces found each other. He was 

calculating his position in the dark, without landmarks, from 

what he knew and what he could derive from what he knew. 

The fix—the confirmed position—came in stages. The SIM card 

was the first fix: a landmark, a specific piece of external 

confirmation that said yes, you are where you calculated you 

were, the position is verified. The fiber comparison was the 

second fix. The Tidewater connection was the third. The Ryders 

Cove recording was the fourth, which was not a navigational fix 

but an operational one: the position of the two groups relative 

to each other, confirmed by Hamilton’s direct observation from 

sixty yards across still water in the dark. 

The final fix was the arrests. The landmark that confirmed 

the position the dead reckoning had produced: the structure was 

real, the names were real, the case was what the calculation had 

said it was. 

What dead reckoning cannot do: it cannot tell you what you 

will find when you arrive at the calculated position. It can only 

tell you where you are. What you find there is what the place 

contains, which the reckoning cannot know in advance and which 

the navigator can only discover by arriving. Hamilton had been 

calculating toward a position for eleven days before he knew what 

the position held. The calculation had been correct. The position 

had held what it held, which was more than the calculation had 

suggested and worse than the calculation had suggested and 
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exactly what the calculation had been building toward without 

knowing its full content. 

This is the experience of the work. You navigate toward the 

position the evidence indicates. You arrive. You find what is 

there. What is there is always, in some register, worse than you 

had calculated and better than you had feared, which is not a 

comfort but is a truth about the relationship between the work 

and its findings that I have verified across ten volumes and that 

I believe is structural rather than incidental. The structure 

that conceals a wrong also contains the evidence of the wrong. 

The concealment is never complete because the evidence cannot be 

fully removed from the place where the thing happened. You 

navigate toward the position. You find what is there. You record 

it. 

 

Beatriz Ferreira did the same work this account does. She 

identified a false public story. She assembled the evidence of 

that falseness. She built it into a form that could be used by 

whoever received it. She carried it in a waterproof case against 

her skin across dark water to a dock where she did not know 

whether anyone would be there to receive it, and she placed it in 

the hands of the first trustworthy instrument she encountered, 

and she said, “Whatever happens to me, you keep this.” 

I have been keeping these accounts for eleven years. I have 

kept them in the service of a man who is the best instrument for 

this kind of work that I have encountered in the time available 

to me for encountering instruments of any kind. I have kept them 
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in the form of a physician’s precision applied to a 

practitioner’s work, which means I have been recording what I 

observe with the attention of a person trained to distinguish the 

significant from the incidental and to preserve the significant 

in the form that makes it usable by whoever needs it. 

Beatriz Ferreira, who had no training in forensic 

methodology and no institutional affiliation and no protection 

and no Hamilton to navigate by, kept an account for eight months 

in a language that was not her first, in a country that was not 

her own, in circumstances designed to prevent exactly the kind of 

account she was keeping. She kept it anyway. She built it to be 

self-sufficient, to be usable without her presence, to be the 

kind of account that does not require its author to survive in 

order to do what it was built to do. This is the highest form of 

the recorder’s work. She arrived at it without being taught it. 

She arrived at it because she understood what a record was for 

and what it required and she provided what it required at the 

cost of what it cost. 

The evidence is in the public file now. The eight months are 

in the public file. Her name is in this account and in the 

prosecution file and in the thirty-fifth journal and in whatever 

account anyone who reads these pages carries forward. There are 

two records: the institutional file the prosecution uses, and 

this account, which preserves what the work owes to the people 

who were in it and to the people who were not and to the people 

whose names are still being sought. 

Whatever happens to me, you keep this. 
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I am keeping it. 

 

Dead reckoning names two things simultaneously: the 

navigational method and the moral reckoning with the dead. The 

navigational method is Hamilton’s. The moral reckoning is the 

account’s: what happened to the people who were carried through 

the dark water in the eleven years before Beatriz Ferreira 

assembled the testimony that named it. The operation was designed 

to produce an incomplete record. The design was partially 

successful. 

Partially. This is the word that the case warrants and that 

this account uses, because the alternative words are either too 

large or too small. The arrests were not a complete resolution, 

which would be too large. They were not a symbolic gesture with 

no consequence, which would be too small. They were a partial 

correction of a false account, accomplished by instruments in a 

specific location over a specific period of time, with specific 

consequences for the specific people the correction was aimed at, 

and with the particular limitation that partial corrections have, 

which is that what they do not correct remains uncorrected until 

someone else, with different instruments or the same instruments 

applied from a different position, corrects the remainder. 

Addendum nine is open. The federal phase is running. HSI has 

the vessel profile and the DNA profiles and the Ryders Cove 

recording and the testimony of the man found in Halifax and the 

outstanding warrant for the man from the tender. The next fix is 

being calculated. It will take longer than the state phase. It 
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will produce what it produces. The chain document will be 

waiting. 

This is what the title means and what the work means and 

what the account is for. You navigate toward the position the 

evidence indicates. You find what is there. You write it down. 

You note the gaps. You hand the account to whoever arrives next 

with the capacity to close them. The account becomes the 

instrument of transmission between the people who were here when 

the finding was made and the people who will be here when the 

remainder is found. You make it as careful and complete as the 

instruments allow, and then you keep going. 

 

The morning I am writing this is an October morning at Allen 

Point, the second October of our time here. The salt pond is in 

the October state of a body of water that has accepted the 

season’s change and has begun operating in its autumn register: 

the surface color deeper, less silver, more pewter with a blue 

undertone that August and September’s surfaces do not have, the 

reflection of the sky less bright and more considered. The marsh 

grass has begun its autumn turn, the green of the summer’s 

growing giving way to the gold-brown of the October marsh that 

will deepen through the month toward the full autumn color that I 

saw in my first October here and that I am seeing again now with 

the accumulated knowledge of a year and more of watching the 

marsh make its seasonal transitions, which means I am seeing not 

only the current color but the color’s position in the arc of the 

change and where the arc will take it in the weeks ahead. 
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Hamilton is at the scope. He has been at the scope since 

five-thirty, which I know because I was awake at five-thirty and 

heard him on the stairs. He has the green notebook and the 

forensic notebook both on the desk, which means the morning’s 

work is at the intersection of the bird records and the case 

records, which have been intersecting more frequently since the 

arrests, the bird records providing the continuity of observation 

that the case records required for context and the case records 

providing the urgency that the bird records required for 

proportion. Both notebooks. 

Clara is in the outbuilding. The light has been on since 

before I was up. She is writing the seagrass paper, or she is 

processing the second-year data, or she is doing both, which is 

how she works when the work is going well: multiple tracks 

running simultaneously, each one feeding the others through the 

specific connections between them that only become visible when 

you are deep enough into all of them to see the connections from 

inside. The outbuilding light in the dark before dawn is one of 

the constants of Allen Point, as reliable as the tidal schedule 

and the left-hand bird and Hamilton at the window and the salt 

pond doing what the salt pond does. I have been watching it for 

one year and five months and I have never found it not there when 

I looked for it. 

Mary is in the garden. Not the garden’s summer version, 

which is the production garden, the beds in full work. The 

October garden, which is the garden in its preparation mode: the 

beds that have been put to bed and the beds that are still 
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producing, the late kale and the last of the root vegetables and 

the garlic going in for the spring. She has her notebook. She has 

her hands. She has the quality of presence in the October garden 

that she has in the July garden and the April garden and the 

January garden when the garden is frozen and she goes out anyway 

to check on the things that survive the winter by being what they 

are and relying on what the soil provides. The garden has her 

entirely while she is in it. This has been true for two Octobers 

and I am recording it now in the form that I record all the 

things at Allen Point that have been true for two Octobers: as 

evidence. The evidence of a life organized around the right 

things, conducted in the right place, with the right instruments. 

I am at the kitchen table. This is my position in the 

morning and it is my position in the account: the kitchen table, 

the journal, the view through the window of the salt pond and the 

marsh and whatever is happening at the scope and in the garden 

and in the outbuilding, the account assembling itself from the 

separate pieces in the way that it always assembles, which is by 

being written down in the order it occurs to the person writing 

it down, which is the order that will have to do because it is 

the only order available to me and I have found, over ten 

volumes, that it is sufficient. 

 

I said at the beginning of this account that the second 

August was different from the first in the way that second years 

differ from first ones. I want to say the same thing about the 
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second October and what it is different from, and what it is the 

same. 

The same: the four of us at Allen Point, each with their 

instruments, the work continuing. The marsh and the sound and the 

salt pond. The tidal schedule and the scope and the violin and 

the outbuilding light. The left-hand bird, who was on the near 

bar this morning before the sun was up, in the last of the dark, 

working the water in the only way available to her, which is her 

way, the compensated way, the way of a bird who has been flying 

like this for three seasons and who has made of the limitation 

the only flight available within it, which is a complete flight, 

which is the flight. 

Different: the thirty-fifth journal is open where the 

thirty-fourth was. The chain document is in its ninth addendum 

where it was in its seventh when we arrived. The prosecution is 

in progress in Barnstable Superior Court and in the federal 

district in Boston. Noyes is running the department and running 

it well, which Machado confirmed last week with the brevity of a 

person reporting a positive finding: she said it once, 

accurately, and moved on, which is the correct way to report a 

positive finding. Beatriz Ferreira is in the legal aid process 

and is housed in a community in New Bedford with people who know 

her language and her coast and who received her in the way that 

people receive someone who has done something that required 

everything she had and that worked. Sofia Carvalho is in Truro, 

and is, I believe, all right. The man found on the vessel in 

Halifax is in federal custody. The man from the tender is the 
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subject of an outstanding warrant. The people from the 

distribution houses are in the legal aid process, fourteen of 

them with statements in the prosecution record, nine of them with 

their privacy intact and their choices honored. The fifth journal 

is open. The record continues. 

The companion on the near bar: Hamilton has now watched the 

juvenile osprey for three weeks and has determined that the left-

hand bird is tolerating her presence not merely on the bar but at 

the dive site, which is the specific territory that the adult 

bird has defended against all other adults since our first 

September here. He has not yet put it in the green notebook in 

the form of a finding because he is waiting for more observation, 

which is the correct methodological posture for a preliminary 

finding that has not yet accumulated the evidentiary weight of a 

conclusion. He watches in the mornings before the sun is up and 

in the evenings after it is gone and he makes notes in the brown 

provisional notebook in the small deliberate handwriting that 

records what is noticed before it is understood, and he is 

patient with the patience of a person who has been watching this 

specific bird on this specific bar for two years and who 

understands that the bar’s meaning reveals itself over time and 

not at the investigator’s convenience. 

I have watched her too, in the mornings from the kitchen 

window and in the evenings from the deck. The juvenile is smaller 

and paler and less certain in the dive angle, the approach not 

yet calibrated to the specific conditions of the bar and the 

channel and the tidal current at each stage of the cycle. The 
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adult watches from her position on the bar without apparent 

instruction. The juvenile makes her approaches and her dives, 

some successful and some not, and the adult watches, and the bar 

holds both of them in the October light that is colder and more 

oblique than the August light in which I first watched the left-

hand bird make her compensated approach and understood, for the 

first time, what it meant to find the flight available within the 

constraint. 

Both birds. The experienced one with the particular 

limitation that organized everything she knows about this water, 

and the young one who is learning the water without the 

limitation and who is learning it, whether she knows it or not, 

in the presence of the best teacher on the bar. Both true. 

Neither canceled. The bar holds them both and the tide serves 

them both and the work of the bar is the work of the bar, which 

is not our work but which is, like our work, the work of 

instruments in a specific place over the available time, aimed at 

the water, attending to what the water holds. 

 

The navigational practice of dead reckoning ends when you 

have the fix. When you can look up and confirm the calculated 

position against the charted landmark, the reckoning is complete: 

you know where you are, not from calculation but from direct 

observation, the two methods agreeing on the same position. 

The moral reckoning does not end the same way. It does not 

end because the people who were carried through the dark water in 

the eleven years before the fix was obtained cannot be given back 
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what was taken from them by the confirmed position of the people 

responsible for the taking. The confirmed position is justice of 

a limited kind: it assigns consequence, it creates a public 

finding, it closes the channel that was open for eleven years and 

that is now closed because the infrastructure that kept it open 

is in the process of being dismantled by a Superior Court 

prosecution and a federal proceeding and a departmental review 

and a legislative investigation into the coastal security funding 

mechanism. The channel is closed. The consequence is being 

assigned. The record is being corrected. 

And the reckoning continues, as it must, because correcting 

the file is not the same as restoring what the false file 

prevented from being named: the people who were in it, what 

happened to them, and what they were owed and did not receive. 

You can correct the account forward. You cannot make the lost 

years answer backward. That is the part no instrument can repair. 

This is the weight that Hamilton said to hold at exactly the 

right weight and not more. I have been trying to hold it at that 

weight throughout this account. I do not know whether I have 

succeeded. I know that the attempt was made, that the attempt is 

the correct response to the weight, and that the account is the 

form the attempt takes when it is made in writing by a person at 

a kitchen table with a journal and the view of a salt pond in the 

October light and the work of the four of us present in the 

sounds of the house around him. 

The case is not finished. The work is not finished. This 

account is finished, and it is finished in the place where the 
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work is being done and in the voice of the person who has been 

setting it down. It holds what it holds for whoever needs to find 

it. 

 

Hamilton called from the study at six forty-five. I was 

writing the last pages of this account and I set down the pen and 

went to the doorway. 

He said, “She dove.” 

I said, “The juvenile.” 

“The left-hand bird watched her come up empty and then she 

dove herself and took a fish in the dive and ate it on the bar 

and the juvenile watched her eat it.” He was at the eyepiece. He 

did not look away from it. “I don’t know yet what that means. I 

need more observation.” 

I said, “Put it in the record.” 

He stepped back from the scope and picked up the brown 

notebook and wrote it down, in the small deliberate handwriting, 

with the date and the tide stage and the time and the description 

of what he had observed, the dive and the fish and the juvenile 

watching, no inference attached, no conclusion drawn, the finding 

in the form of what it was before it was anything more than what 

it was: an observation, made carefully, by a person who has been 

watching this bar for two years and who will be watching it 

tomorrow and the day after, building the record of what the bar 

contains for as long as the bar will have him. 

I went back to the kitchen table and wrote this in the 

thirty-fifth journal. 
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Outside the window the salt pond was in the full October 

morning light, the surface holding the light in the pewter way of 

October mornings on this coast, and the marsh beyond it was in 

its October gold, and beyond the marsh was the sound, which was 

doing what the sound does, which is to be what it is in the light 

available to it and the tide available to it and the season 

available to it, the same sound that was here before the house 

was built above it and that will be here after the house is gone, 

working its tidal schedule with the patient accuracy of a system 

that has been doing the same work for longer than there have been 

instruments to measure it and that does not require measurement 

to continue. 

The work continues as long as false records exist that the 

available instruments can correct. 

The instruments are here. 

The account is here. 


