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Author’s Note

In the late 1800s Roman Catholic authorities in Boston ordered the establishment of a mission to serve poor immigrants who were flowing into the area from Ireland. The mission centered around a church, Our Lady of Perpetual Help, which was built atop an elevation called Parker Hill. The church was consecrated in 1877, and from then on the piece of landscape on which it was built began taking on a new identity. Over the years the name “Parker” was lost and the area became known simply as Mission Hill.

The first pastor of the mission was the Reverend James Healy, the son of an Irishman and a former slave. Healy later became the country’s first black Catholic bishop. His mixed-race heritage set the tone for the neighborhood, which now is one of the most diverse in Boston with a population of 45 percent white, 30 percent Hispanic, 20 percent black, and 5 percent Asian. The broad mix, however, does not by any stretch of the imagination insure tranquility. Healy’s ascent to prominence and responsibility proved a poor man from a racial minority could rise above such handicaps. But those were the days before drugs, apathy, street crime, and racial animosity spread throughout the neighborhood like a plague. By the autumn of 1989 Mission Hill had a reputation as a crime-infested ghetto where casual visitors, especially white visitors, were both unwelcome and unsafe. It was an area that many savvy Bostonians regarded with caution. It was a neighborhood through which white motorists drove warily, if at all. While they were in transit, they commonly rolled up their windows and locked their car doors. It was an area where anything could happen and more than likely would. Generally speaking, Bostonians were ready to believe any horror story at all about Mission Hill, particularly if race were a factor. That did not excuse what was to unfold in Mission Hill in the forthcoming days and weeks, but it helped explain why events transpired as they did.

The full story of what happened in Mission Hill has not yet been told. Perhaps it never will be. It is only in fiction that murders are neatly solved and all the loose ends are conveniently tied up. The reader will not find that to be the result in this instance. There are considerably more questions about what
really
happened on the night of October 23, 1989, than there currently are answers. But that in itself is part of the story. In the following pages, I have tried to present all the publicly known facts surrounding the murder of Carol Stuart and the alleged suicide of her husband. In some cases I show where the “facts” do not fit the circumstances. In other cases I show where there are exceedingly valid questions that remain unanswered. And they will remain that way until authorities are more forthcoming with things they
do
know the answer to, basic things valuable to the resolution of any murder, things like the ballistics report on the pistol pulled from the Pines River, the text of the note found on the seat of Charles Stuart’s car, the autopsy reports on Charles and Carol…But I’m getting ahead of the story.

The fact that many of these details are not known puts everyone on an equal footing. Every reader can become an armchair detective. Every reader can come to his or her own conclusions. Everyone is entitled to an opinion. I’ll give you mine at the other end of the text, but along the way I will show how and why I have come to that point.

This will not be the definitive book on the deaths of Charles and Carol Stuart. It is, in a sense, an interim report designed to offer food for thought as much as to explain. If nothing else, it will show why this is such a complex case and why it is a mystery that will continue to fascinate readers of true crime for years to come.

Ken Englade

Chapter 1

October 23, 1989

Monday

8:10
P
.
M
.

Carol Stuart crawled awkwardly into the Toyota’s passenger seat, straining with a frustration familiar to every woman who has ever carried a child. At seven months Carol was obviously pregnant and feeling more bloated by the hour. Even everyday tasks, like putting on her shoes and getting in and out of a car, were becoming more strenuous, more aggravating. It was a burden, but it would soon be over, she reminded herself, and then it would have all been worth it. Her delivery would not only be a personal relief, but it would be the most wonderful gift she could give her husband, Chuck, both for Christmas and his birthday, which was one week earlier. Let it be a boy, she had been praying ever since she’d got confirmation from her doctor, a son to make Chuck happy. He loved children, she knew, because he spent hours working with them in his old neighborhood, refereeing their basketball games and coaching the Little Leaguers. Chuck himself had been through the programs, playing both baseball and basketball. Now, nearing thirty, he wanted to give something back, to help other clumsy youngsters as he himself had been helped. Soon, she hoped, he would have one more boy to coach: his own son. And one of the most wonderful things about her first pregnancy, Carol thought, smiling inwardly, was the timing. What better time could a good Catholic girl from a devout Italian family have picked to have a child than at Christmas?

These thoughts cheered her, made her feel less like a bandy-legged behemoth. But then the depression intruded again. As she struggled to stretch the seat belt across her distended abdomen, she wondered how many more times she was going to have to lengthen the strap to accommodate her growing bulk. But the concept was fleeting. A happy, cheerful person by nature, Carol seldom dwelt on negatives. All her life she had been a bubbly, extroverted person, one who invariably saw the good side of everything, especially people. Carol always had something nice to say about everyone, no matter how aggravating an individual appeared to others. It was a wonderful trait to possess in an increasingly cynical world, and it represented her true beauty. A pretty enough girl with long dark hair and flashing brown eyes, she could nevertheless hardly be regarded as glamorous. Her mouth was too wide, her nose a little too prominent, for her ever to be considered as a magazine cover girl. But her loveliness came from within. When she smiled, two rows of startlingly white teeth shone like a beacon to her soul. It was almost impossible for anyone to talk to Carol for more than five minutes and not come away feeling refreshed. She was intuitive about others’ problems, seeming to know by instinct what to say and how to soothe. This in itself was a reflection of her intelligence, a mirroring of her ability to reason and understand—and the desire to want to—that made her a top student through high school and won her membership in the prestigious National Honor Society. At Boston College, a respected Catholic university only fifteen miles from her parents’ home in suburban Medford, her grades put her near the top of her class. After she earned her undergraduate degree in political science, having early on abandoned the desire to follow her older brother into education and be, like him, a high school teacher, she enrolled almost immediately in the law school at Suffolk University, a Boston institution popular with fledgling politicians. With her J.D. degree and bar passage certificate in hand, she knocked on the door of a local publishing company and was immediately hired to work as a tax attorney. But at age thirty, a few months older than her husband, she began to think more about a family than a career. It was time to have a baby, she decided.

As she reached across to fit the buckle of the seat belt into the bracket between the front seats, her hand brushed an instrument resting silently in its cradle: a car phone, a present from Chuck the previous April to celebrate her first month of pregnancy. The blue Cressida was
her
car, and Chuck had said he wanted her to have the phone as added protection on her journeys through the city. Boston, like any metropolis, had its good areas and its bad ones, the safe parts sometimes blending without warning into the unsafe ones. It was possible to be driving one minute through a perfectly respectable, gentrified, yuppified neighborhood like the South End, and then, without benefit of notice, be traveling a minute later through a mean-streeted district of grim housing projects and rowdy bars. Here crack cocaine passed from hand to hand as a matter of ordinary commerce and addicts, desperate to find a way to finance their next fix, were all too eager to relieve naive interlopers of whatever cash or negotiable items they might have been foolish enough to tote with them.

Take the place they were in right then: the parking garage attached to one of the country’s best-known health care facilities, Brigham and Women’s Hospital. Carol and Chuck had been in the hospital to attend a birthing class. It was a famous and respected maternity hospital, and neither Carol nor Chuck wanted anything but the best. After all, they could afford it. Carol was making some $40,000 a year in her job, and Chuck, the general manager at the city’s most respected independent furriers, Edward F. Kakas & Sons, located on tony Newbury Street, drew a salary of $103,000 a year. Plus, there was his annual bonus, which sometimes went as high as $35,000. In a good year the two of them could pull in more than $175,000, which wasn’t at all bad for a young couple just starting out. It was not unreasonable for them to want the most attentive care possible for Carol.

        

        
                


            
                
                    
                


                
                    BOOK: Murder in Boston

                    
                        
                                                                                        
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                        
                        


                        
                            13.45Mb size Format: txt, pdf, ePub
                        

                    


                    
                        
                            
                                
                            
                            Read Book
                        
                        
                            
                                
                                
                            
                            Download Book
                        
                    

                


                
                    ads
                

            


                       
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	20
	...
	30
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Maverick's Bride by Catherine Palmer



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Living History by Unknown



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        First Among Equals by Wildman, Kim; Derry Hogue; 



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Confession at Maddleskirk Abbey by Nicholas Rhea



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Children of Silence by Linda Stratmann



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Capitol Punishment (An Art Jefferson Thriller Book 3) by Ryne Douglas Pearson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Goodbye Stranger by Rebecca Stead



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Woman of Substance by Barbara Taylor Bradford



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dirty Games: A BWWM Romance by Sasha



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Sudden Departure of the Frasers by Louise Candlish


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © 100 Vampire Novels 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
        
            Our partner

            
                
                
                    Read or Download Book (📜ePub | Pdf | Txt )

                    You must be logged in to Read or Download

                    CONTINUE
                     SECURE VERIFIED

                

            

            
                Close X
            

        

    

    
    